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PREFACE. 


'^  Of  the  border  wars  of  the  American  Re- 
volution, the  principal  theatres  were  in  the 
districts  north  and  west  of  Albany.  The  vale 
of  the  Mohawks,  including  its  intersecting 
valley  of  the  Schohariekill^  was  among  the 
most  thickly  populated  and  wealthy  agricul- 
tural districts  of  the  country  at  the  commence- 
ment of  the  war.  The  productiveness  of  its 
soil^  and  the  richness  of  its  people,  rendered  it 
ever  an  inviting  object  of  plunder  to  the 
enemy,  especially  to  the  savages,  and  the 
swarms  of  refugees   who  had   fled   from   the 
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country,  and  were  sharing  a  precarious  live- 
lihood among  the  Indian  wigwams  and  in  the 
wilds  of  Canada.  Its  geographical  position, 
moreover,  rendered  it  the  most  easily  assailable 
of  any  well-peopled  section  of  the  whole  union, 
while  at  the  same  time  the  larger  armies  of 
the  enemy  were  employed  elsewhere,  and  of 
course  required  the  greatest  portion  of  the 
physical  strength  of  the  country  elsewhere, 
to  oppose  them.  The  consequence  of  these, 
and  other  circumstances  that  might  be  enu- 
merated, was,  that  no  other  section  or  district 
of  coimtry  in  the  United  States,  of  the  like 
extent,  suffered  in  any  comparable  degree  so 
much  from  the  war  of  the  Revolution  as  did 
that  of  the  Mohawk. 

"  It  was  the  most  frequently  invaded  and 
overrun,  and  that  too  by  an  enemy  far  more 
barbarous  than  the  native  barbarians  of  the 
forest.  Month  after  month,  for  seven  long 
years,  were  its  towns  and  villages,  its  humbler 
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settlements  and  isolated  habitations  fallen  upon 
by  an  untdiing  and  relentless  enemy,  until,  at 
the  close  of  the  contest,  the  appearance  of  the 
whole  district  was  that  of  wide-spread  heart- 
aickening,  and  universal  desolation. 

**  In  no  other  section  of  the  confederacy  were 
so  many  campaigns  performed,  so  many  battles 
fought,  so  many  dwellings  burnt,  or  so  many 
murders  committed.  And  those  who  were 
left  at  the  return  of  peace,  were  literally 
a  people  ^  scattered  and  peeled.'  It  was 
the  computation,  two  years  before  the  close 
of  the  war,  that  one  third  of  the  population 
had  gone  over  to  the  enemy,  and  that  one 
third  had  been  driven  from  the  coimtry,  or 
slain  in  battle  or,  by  private  assassination. 
And  yet  among  the  inhabitants  of  the  re- 
maining third,  in  June,  1783,  it  was  stated 
at  a  public  meeting  held  at  Fort  Plain,  that 
there  were  three  hundred  widows  and  two 
thousand  orphan  children.'^* 

•  Stone^s  Border  Wars  of  the  American  ReTolation. 
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THE   BORDER  RISING. 


Why,  Peera  of  England, 
We'll  lead  'em  on  ooorageoiuly.    I  read 
A  triumph  orer  tyranny  upon 
Their  levcTal  forehcada. 

WORD, 


TIa  a  generoua  mind 
That  led  hb  diapoaitlon  to  the  war; 
For  gentle  love  and  noble  coorage  are 
So  near  allied,  that  one  begeta  another. 
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FOBBST  HAUNTS  AND  SYLVAN  COMPANY. 


Awmy,  away,  to  forest  glades. 
Fly,  fly  with  me  the  haunts  of  men. 

I  would  not  gire  my  suqlit  glades. 
My  talking  stream  and  silent  glen, 

For  all  the  pageantry  of  slaves. 

Their  fettered  lires  and  trampled  graves.' 

"THB  INDIAN,"  BY  J.  LAWRENOE. 
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OuB  story  opens  amid  the  depths  of  an 
American  forest.  It  was  midsummer:  the 
bright  green  of  June  had  departed  firom  lea  and 
meadow,  and   the  brooks,  even  where  their 
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course  lay  through  some  grassy  orchard,  half 
sheltered  by  the  spreading  fhut  trees,  had 
shrunk  and  dwindled  in  their  channels ;  but 
here,  amid  the  dank  shadows  of  primeval 
woods,  their  currents  still  danced  along  with 
all  the  freshness  of  spring  time.  Here  too  the 
shrubs  upon  their  banks  still  wore  the  delicate 
tints  of  early  summer ;  for  the  canopy  of  dense 
foliage  above  them  shut  out  the  scorching  heat. 
The  birds  of  song,  which  in  the  opening  and 
closing  year,  are  seldom  heard  in  our  deep 
forests,  had  now  left  the  clearings,  which  they 
delighted  with  their  warbUngs  in  the  mating 
season,  and  flitted  through  the  cool  and  ver- 
dant aisles  that  opened  aroimd  on  every  side ; 
now  glancing  sportively  around  the  seamed 
and  columnar  trunks  of  the  mossed  trees,  and 
now  skimming  high  in  air,  but  still  sheltered 
by  the  clustering  architrave  of  interlacing 
boughs  above  them.  It  was  noontide ;  but  the 
freshness  of  early  dawn,  and  the  mellow  gloom 
of  deepening  twilight,  were  commingled  in 
those  forest  glades. 
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Bj  the  foot  of  an  ancient  tulip  tree^  where 
a  spring  bubbled  from  beneath  a  rock,  which 
its  gnaried  roots  entwined,  sat  two  men,  who 
seemed  the  fitting  tenants  of  a  scene  so  wild. 
The  one,  a  miKtary  veteran  of  about  fifty, 
brawny  and  broad  shouldered,  with  fireckled 
fBLce  and  sandy  hair,  was  dressed  in  the  full 
garb  of  a  Scottish  Highlander,  save  that  a 
jadcet  of  green  cloth,  laced  and  guarded  with 
bars  of  silver,  like  the  uniform  of  a  modern 
European  trooper,  was  superadded  to  the  tar- 
tan drapery  that  marks  the  ancient  costume 
<^  his  country.  His  companion,  who  wore  a 
similar  uniform  jacket,  was,  in  the  fiishion  of 
his  other  garments,  apparelled  not  unlike  him 
— ^if  a  belted  hunting  shirt  of  dressed  deerskin, 
with  firinged  l^gings  of  the  same,  and  a  scarlet 
blanket,  richly  embroidered  at  the  comers  with 
porcupine  quills,  may  be  supposed  to  bear  any 
resemblance  to  the  kilt,  hose,  and  plaid  of  the 
Scotchman,  whose  shene-dku  was  imitated  by 
the  terrible  leg-knife,  worn  beneath  the  beaded 
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garters  of  his  companion.  With  the  exception 
of  a  tomahawk  secured  in  the  wampum  sash  of 
the  latter^  both  were  in  other  respects  similarly 
armed  with  pistols  and  yager. 

But  the  accidental  resemblance,  in  the 
fiishion  of  their  equipments,  which  extended 
even  to  the  ornamental  tobacco  pouch  worn  at 
the  belt  of  either,  ceased  altogether  with  a  full 
survey  of  their  persons,  when  contrasting  these 
men  together.  There  was  nothing  of  the  Celt 
or  Goth  in  the  swarthy  lineaments  of  the 
American  forester.  Rising  on  his  feet,  as 
his  blanket,  dropping  from  one  shoulder,  set 
forth  a  chest  of  the  finest  proportions,  he  stood 
at  least  three  inches  taller  than  the  European ; 
while  his  lithe  and  well  rounded  limbs  fell,  at 
each  motion,  into  those  easy  attitudes  which, 
among  those  who  call  themselves  civilized,  are 
seldom  exhibited  in  their  full  grace  by  any  but 
mere  children,  and  which  were  in  striking  con- 
trast with  the  angular  movements  of  his  sturdy 
and  soldier-like  companion. 
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'^  Well,  Sachem,  what  see  you  now  ?^  said 
the  Highlander,  as  the  Indian,  lightly  planting 
one  foot  upon  a  mossed  root  that  pushed 
through  the  rotten  sod,  stood,  with  keen  eye 
and  dilated  nostril,  gazing  intently  into  a  deep 
glade  of  the  forest* 

^^  I  looked  for  the  return  of  one  of  my  run- 
ners ;  but  it  was  only  a  moose  which  stirred 
the  leaves,^^  he  replied,  quietly  resuming  his 
seat. 

^^  A  moose  ?  ah !  Pye  heard  of  that  kind  of 
deer.  They  tell  me  they  are  famous  feUows 
when  at  bay.  But  you  should  htmt  a  stag 
among  old  Sootia^s  moimtains,  to  know  what 
sport  is.  Sachem.  You  never  got  as  far, 
though,  as  our  heathery  hills,  when  you  visited 
King  George.'* 

**  There  was  game  afoot  here  that  would  not 
have  let  me  linger  in  the  Highlands,  even  had 
I  reached  them.'* 

'^  Ah !  but  even  to  have  set  foot  upon  the 
bonny  purple  heather,  though  but  for  once  in 
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your  life,  would  have  been  something ;  and  yet, 
perhaps, ^twere  better  not;  it  might  have  made 
you  discontented  with  these  gloomy  forests 
that  cover  up  your  whole  coimtry/' 

^^  I  saw  many  bald  men  among  the  counsel- 
lors of  my  British  father ;  but  the  naked  crowns 
of  the  Sagernash  did  not  put  me  out  of  conceit 
with  the  long  backs  of  the  Iroquois/'  replied 
the  forester,  drily.  And  then,  continuing  in  a 
more  animated  strain,  '^I  have  not  always, 
even  in  my  own  land,  dwelt  among  these 
forests,  which  you  think  so  gloomy.  I  have 
wandered,  for  months,  over  meadows  laughing 
with  sunshine  and  flowers,  where  the  purple 
heather  of  which  you  speak,  imless  it  outbloom 
in  richness  all  that  I  have  seen  in  an  English 
garden,  were  but  a  dull  garniture  for  the  delici- 
ous fields.  And  yet,  though  the  prairies  seemed 
so  fascinating,  when  in  early  youth  I  followed 
over  them  the  war-path  of  the  great  Pontiac, 
their  charms  appear  to  me  now  but  as  the 
feeble  and  holiday  work  of  nature,  when  com- 
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pared  with  a  temple  like  that  in  which  we 
stand.  Look  ther^"  he  cried,  pointing  up- 
ward to  the  sweeping  cone  of  a  pine  that 
towered  some  two  hundred  feet  towards  the 
heavens,  upon  the  lowest  branch  of  which,  still 
a  himdred  feet  above  the  soil,  an  eagle  was  at 
the  moment  lighting,  while  the  £rayed  bark, 
slipping  firom  beneath  his  talons,  floated  long 
in  air  before  reaching  the  ground.  ^'  Look  at 
yon  royal  pine.  Major  Macdonald ;  such  trees 
as  that  will  grow  but  once  in  any  soil ;  they 
are  the  production  only  of  nature  in  her  prime; 
and,  as  one  of  her  doomed  children  that  must 
soon  pass  away,  I  could  fidn  linger  near  them, 
with  my  people,  until  the  last  is  gone.'^ 

^  Doomed,  Sachem  I  tut,  tut,  not  a  bit  of 
doom  about  the  matter;  we^  soon  drive  the 
rebels  from  the  ancient  seats  of  your  tribe ;  or 
should  the  worst  come  to  the  worst,  why  not 
leave  this  wild  land  ?  Tou  have  the  King's 
commission  in  your  pocket,  and  can  still  follow 

B  3 
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his  Majesty's  banner  wherever  a  trumpet  shall 
sound/' 

*^  Never,  never/'  rejoined  the  Indian,  mourn- 
fully ;  '^  I  have  been  tutored  in  your  schools, 
I  have  worshipped  in  your  churches,  I  have 
feasted  and  slept  in  your  dwellings,  I  have 
fought  side  by  side  with  your  warriors  in  the 
field,  I  have  mingled  with  your  courtiers 
in  the  palace  and  your  counsellors  in  the 
cabinet ;  but  my  ways  are  still  not  your  ways, 
nor  has  the  heart  of  Thayendanagea  been  ever 
for  a  moment  estranged  from  his  tribe." 

"  Why,  then,  did  you  lead  them  to  take  a 
part  with  us  in  this  quarrel,  which  you  told  me 
but  yesterday  must  terminate  in  the  ultimate 
success  of  the  rebel  arms  ?" 

"  Why,  why  did  not  my  countrymen  accept 
the  overtures  of  the  French  King,  when  Pron- 
tenac  made  his  descent  upon  the  cantons  with 
a  powerful  army,  and  our  allies,  the  Hollanders, 
at  whom,  through  us,  Ononthio  struck  the 


GRBTSLABB.  11 

blow,  were  too  feeble  to  aid  us,  save  with  their 
wishes?  Why,  until  your  countrymen,  by  their 
acquisition  of  this  province,  became  heirs  to 
the  firiendship  we  had  sworn  to  the  Dutch,  did 
we  stand  by  Quidar  in  his  quarrel  with  England 
to  the  last?*  Why,  why  did  you.  Major 
Macdonald,  who  have  now,  with  hundreds  like 
yourself,  taken  up  arms  for  King  George,  why 
did  you  become  an  exile  by  fighting  against 
him  while  a  stripling?'' 

The  Scotchman  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  paced 
the  turf  in  agitation  for  a  moment;  then,  turn- 
ing short  in  front  of  the  other,  exclaimed,  as  he 
clasped  the  hand  of  the  noble  Mohawk  in  both 
of  his  own  and  rung  it  cordially, 

'^  Captain  Brant,  you  are  a  true  and  loyal 
gentleman  every  inch  of  you ;  worthy  to  have 
been  out  in  the  forty-five  with  the  best  of  us ; 
and  if—'' 

*  OnoDthio,  or  YononiROf  is  the  name  which  the  Iroquois 
applied  to  the  French  of  Canada.  Quidar  is  the  term  used 
bj  them  for  the  Gorernor  of  Neir  York,  as  is  that  of  corUar 
for  the  inhabitants  of  the  prorince. 
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*^  Hist— crouch/'  interrupted  the  Sachem, 
lightly  pressing  the  shoulder  of  Macdonald, 
who,  obedient  to  the  motion,  sank  on  one  knee 
beside  him. 

^^  I  see  him,''  whispered  the  Highlander, 
glancing  in  the  direction  whither  his  companion 
pointed.  ^^A  sable  roan — ^a  most  noble  charger 
— ^his  rider  must  be  near." 

^^  Y(hhah/  a  horse  of  eighteen  hands;  there 
are  not  many  such  in  the  depths  of  an  Ame- 
rican forest.    Look  again,  brother  soldier.'' 

'^  Jesu  Maria  !"  ejaculated  the  European,  in 
a  tone  that  might  be  thought  to  partake  as 
much  of  alarm  as  of  wonder,  if  the  suspicion 
had  not  been  belied  by  the  flashing  eye  with 
which  he  instantly  brought  his  yager  to  his 
shoulder,  while  the  muzzle  was  as  quickly 
averted  by  the  hand  of  the  Mohawk  striking 
up  the  barrel. 

^^  An  old  hunter  looks  at  his  range  as  well  as 
at  hit  mark,'*  said  Brant^  in  reply  to  an  in- 
quiring glance  of  the  other;  and  the  hasty 
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Scot,  looking  again  beyond  his  quarry,  saW,  for 
the  first  time,  a  half  naked  Indian  standing 
immediately  in  his  line  of  fire. 

^  I  most  have  those  antlers  to  match  a  pair 
from  the  peat-moss  in  my  brother's  hall/'  he 
mnrmm^,  in  a  tone  of  disappointment. 

^^  They  shall  be  yours ;  but  we  must  not 
wake  those  echoes  with  our  fire-arms.  Leave 
my  runner  yonder  to  deal  with  the  moose,  and 
we  shall  be  certain  of  a  savory  broil  this  even- 
mg. 

The  deer-stalker,  or  itUl-hunter,  as  we  should 
term  him  in  this  country,  seemed  to  be  fully 
aware  of  the  neighbourhood  of  his  chief,  and 
the  precise  point  where  he  lay;  for,  gliding 
now  Uke  a  shadow  firom  tree  to  tree,  and  more 
than  once  fitting  an  arrow  to  his  bow  as  if 
about  to  shoot,  while  continually  approaching 
the  moose,  he  managed  to  place  himself  so  that 
the  two  witnesses  of  the  sport  could  not  be 
harmed  by  the  shot.  The  animal,  in  theonean- 
time,  pestered  by  the  August  flies  that  are  so 


14  GBBTSLAER. 

annoying  to  the  larger  tenants  of  the  forest  at 
this  season,  kept  moving  hither  and  thither 
within  a  small  circle,  pausing  ever  and  anon  to 
browse  for  a  moment ;  and  still,  while  feeding, 
making  the  dry  branches  crackle  with  his  in- 
cessant trampling. 

At  last,  he  seemed  to  be  more  contented  as 
he  got  his  feet  into  a  marshy  piece  of  ground, 
from  which  the  discoloured  water  bubbled  up 
gratefully  about  his  legs,  while  his  hoofs  broke 
the  yielding  soil. 

The  Scotchman,  who  now,  for  the  first  time, 
had  a  full  view  of  his  huge  uncouth  form,  could 
not  sufficiently  admire  the  ease  with  which  the 
moose  used  his  ungainly  but  flexile  snout  to 
twist  off  the  branches  near  him,  while  lazily 
catching  at  those  within  his  reach. 

But  now  the  moments  of  the  still  hunter 
equally  claimed  the  attention  of  the  lookers-on 
of  this  quiet  but  exciting  kind  of  wood- land 
sport.  The  stealthy  savage,  by  flitting  from 
tree  to  tree  in  the  manner  we  have  described. 
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occasionally  drawing  his  body  like  a  wounded 
snake  along  the  ground^  had  gained  a  fallen 
and  decayed  trunk  within  twenty  paces  of  the 
moose,  and  lying  concealed  behind  this  natural 
rampart,  was  watching  with  keen  eye,  the 
fitting  moment  to  launch  his  fatal  shaft. 

At  last  the  moose  having  stripped  the 
boughs  immediately  in  firont  of  him,  yet  un- 
willing to  change  his  position,  threw  back  his 
broad  antlers  upon  his  shoulders,  and  twisting 
his  neck  obliquely  as  he  caught  at  a  weeping 
birch  that  drooped  over  his  lefl  shoulder  within 
reach  of  his  uplifted  muzzle,  presented  his 
throat  as  a  fair  mark  for  the  arrow  of  the 
hunter. 

The  bow  twanged,  and  the  barbed  flint  was 
driven  with  imerring  aim  through  the  neck; 
severing  the  swollen  artery,  and  burying  itself 
deep  in  the  vertebrse  at  the  base  of  the  scull. 
The  stricken  animal  uttered  a  terrific  snort  of 
rage  and  agony,  plunged,  reared,  and  wheeling 
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on  Us  hind  legs^  made  a  desperate  charge  at 
his  assailant,  but  fell  dead  at  the  feet  of  the 
Indian,  just  as  the  undismayed  fellow  was  in 
the  act  of  bounding  forward  to  encounter  him 
with  his  tomahawk. 

^^A  good  shot,  Harrowah/'  cried  Brant, 
moving  leisurely  from  his  covert;  while  the 
more  ardent  Scot  rushed,  with  drawn  dirk, 
towards  the  fallen  moose,  as  if  still  hoping  to 
have  a  hand  in  the  death  of  so  noble  a  quarry. 
But  the  bright  eye  was  already  fixed  in  death, 
though  a  muscular  motion  in  the  long  and 
drooping  muzzle  made  the  Highlander  quickly 
withdraw  the  hand  which  he  had  placed  on  the 
uncouth  appendage. 

**  By  Saint  Andrew,"  he  cried, "  but  you  have 
an  ugly  face  to  claim  kindred  with  the  dun  deer 
of  my  own  heather." 

^*  Tet,  Major,  we  foresters  think  that  the 
woods  afford  no  choicer  morsel  than  the 
moose's    muzzle;    and    your  Frenchmen    of 
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Canada  will  serve  you  up  a  stew  of  it  that  will 
shame  the  mock  turtle  of  a  London  coffee 
house/' 

^  Eat  that  hideous  black  thing  V*  said  the 
Scot  with  no  feeble  signs  of  aversion.  ^'  Fve 
dined  often  upon  horse  flesh  while  serving  in 
Tartary,  but  IM  as  soon  sup  upon  the  trunk 
of  an  elephant,  as  make  a  meal  off  that  frightful 
big  lip.  Zounds !  the  thing  'quivers  as  if  it 
were  still  alive ;  like  the  tail  of  one  of  your 
American  serpents^  which,  they  tell  me,  never 
dies  till  sun-set.^ 

The  still  hunter  stood,  in  the  meantime,  with 
folded  arms,  gazing  listlessly  upon  the  scene, 
until  giving  a  sort  of  grunt  in  reply  to  an  order 
from  his  chief  delivered  in  his  own  language,  he 
addressed  himself  to  the  care  of  the  carcass. 
Selecting  a  smooth-barked  beach  for  the  opera- 
tion, he  prepared  one  of  the  lower  limbs  by 
the  aid  of  props,  to  sustain  the  weight  of  the 
animal. 
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But  the  sleight  of  the  slim  hunter,  and  the 
united  strength  of  his  two  stalwart  companions 
were  all  put  in  requisition  to  trice  up  the 
ponderous  carcass,  after  the  splinters,  by  which 
it  was  suspended,  had  been  passed  through 
the  tough  sinews  of  the  gambles. 

The  head  was  then  severed  from  the 
trunk,  and  swung  by  the  palmated  antlers 
to  the  crooked  arm  of  an  ancient  oak ;  and 
the  body,  after  being  flayed  to  the  loins, 
and  relieved  of  all  superfluities,  was  wrap- 
ped in  its  own  hide,  and  raised  still  higher 
from  the  ground,  to  be  out  of  the  reach  of 
beasts  of  prey,  until  otherwise  disposed 
of. 

"  I  will  send  some  of  my  people  to  bring 

the  meat    to   camp  before    night    fall;    and 

now  Major  Macdonald,  let  us  learn  what  tidings 

the  runner  brings  us.*' 

With  these  words  the  Sachem  moved  to  the 

spot  where  the  reader  was  first  introduced  to 
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him  and  his  companions;  and  where  blanket 
and  tartan,  lying  as  they  had  been  dropped 
by  the  roots  of  the  shadowy  tulip  tree,  offered 
inviting  seats  for  the  councils  of  this  sylvan 
triumvirate. 
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CHAPTER    11. 


«c 


FRONTIER   FACTIONS. 

They  left  the  ploughshare  in  the  mould. 

Their  flocks  and  herds  without  a  fold. 

The  sickle  in  the  unshorn  grain. 

The  com  half  garnered  on  the  plain. 

And  mustered  in  their  simple  dress. 

For  wrongs  to  seek  a  stem  redress. 

To  right  those  wrongs,  come  weal,  come  woe, 

To  perish  or  overcome  the  foe.'* 

M*CLELLAir. 


The  information  brought  to  his  chieftain 
by  the  Mohawk  runner,  though  of  deep  im- 
port to  more  than  one  actor  in  the  scenes  we 
are  about  to  describe,  will  hardly  be  intelligible 
to  the  reader,  unless  he  revives  his  historical 
recollection   of    the    political    intrigues    that 
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distracted  the  important  province  of  New 
York,  as  the  drama  of  the  Revolution  was 
gradually  unfolded  along  her  far  sjNreading 
borders. 

The  long  possession  of  the  fur-trade,  and 
the  frequent  Indian  wars  incident  to  the  pur« 
suit  of  this  hardy  and  precarious  branch  of 
commerce,  had,  at  an  early  day,  given  an  ad- 
venturous and  enterprising  character  to  the 
population  of  this  province.  Their  military 
spirit  had  been  well  tested  in  the  arduous 
campaigns  of  the  old  French  war ;  they  had 
borne  no  feeble  part  in  the  conquest  of  Canada, 
and  when  the  fall  of  Quebec,  in  consummating 
the  glory  of  Wolfe,  brought  peace  to  the  land, 
it  found  almost  every  man  capable  of  bearing 
arms  a  soldier.  While,  therefore,  the  different 
parties  of  Whig  and  Tory  were  almost  equally 
balanced  in  the  province  of  New  York  through- 
out the  Revolution,  that  memorable  poUtical 
struggle,  found  fewer  neutrals  here  than  in 
any  other  state  of  the  Union ;  all  men  were 
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eager  to  bear  arms  on  one  side  or  the  other^ 
and  it  is  this  circumstance  only  which  will 
accomit  for  the  great  numbers  that  fell  in  the 
battle,  when  the  inferior  degree  •  of  population, 
as  compared  with  that  of  several  of  the  other 
colonies,  is  considered. 

But,  bitter  as  were  the  political  animosities 
existing  in  every  part  of  this  province,  both 
before  and  after  a  recourse  was  had  to  arms, 
yet  the  spirit  of  faction  called  out  in  no  dis- 
trict the  same  stormy  feelings  as  now  dis- 
tracted the  valley  of  the  Mohawk. 

The  elements  of  civil  dissension  had  been 
long  brewing  in  this  beautiful  region,  where 
such  a  diversity  of  origin,  of  interest,  and,  we 
may  add,  of  religion,  existed  among  the  hete- 
rogeneous population,  that  the  soul  of  discord 
might  well  have  been  roused,  even  in  times 
the  most  peaceable. 

There  had  been  the  ancient  seat  of  the  most 
powerful  and  civilized,  yet  most  warlike  nation 
of  aborigines,  upon  the  northern  part  of  this 
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hemisphere,  a  large  remnant  of  which  still 
retained  their  possessions  in  the  immediate 
neighbourhood  of  the  Emt)pean  settlements. 
There   the    steady    and    adventurous    Dutch 
trader  had,  at  an  early  day,  been  tempted  to 
abandon  his  precarious  means  of  Uvelihood, 
and  sit  down  to  cultivate  the  rich  alluvial 
lands  that  had  been  readily  granted  to  him  by 
the  grateful  Mohawks,  who   had  ever  been 
treated  as  brothers  by  his  countrymen  during 
their    sway    over  the  province.     Hither  the 
German  soldiers  of  Queen  Anne's  protestant 
allies  had  in  large  bodies  followed  their  Euro- 
pean neighbours,  to  settle  upon  the  extensive 
tracks,  granted  to  them  when  New  York  first 
took  its  modem  name  in  passing  to  the  Bri- 
tish crown.     Here,  side  by  side  with  these 
brave    mercenaries,  or  perched,  rather,  upon 
the  northern  hills  that  overlooked  their  fertile 
meadows,  hundreds  of  catholic  Scotch  High- 
landers, with  many  Irish  soldiers  of  fortune, 
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the  exiled  followen  of  the'  last  Steward 
established  themselves;  while  successive  &- 
miUes  of  the  Cameronian  countrymen  of  the 
former  had  found  their  frugal  homes  upon  the 
uplands  south  of  the  river,  whose  cultivation 
had  been  rejected  by  those  who  preceded  them 
in  gaining  an  interest  in  the  soil. 

The  diversity  of  feeling,  which  this  difference 
of  origin,  of  language,  and  of  reli^on,  may  be 
presumed  to  have  created,  was   still  farther 
enhanced  in  its  effects  by  the  difference  in 
tenure  through  which  the  broad  domains  of  the 
valley  were  held.    For  while  the  majority  of 
the  old  "  residenters'*  were  freeholders,  consti- 
tuting a  large  and  independant  yeomanry,  yet 
among  these  of  British  descent,  there  were 
extensive    feudal    proprietors,    holding    their 
patents    immediately    from    the   crown,   who 
could  number  a  powerful  array  of  dependants ; 
and  some  of  whom  (as  was  actually  the  case 
with  Colonels   Butier,  and  Johnson,  both  be- 
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fore  and  during  the  war)  commanded  regiments 
of  militia,  raised  exclusively  among  their  own 
tenantry. 

There  was  one  feature  common  to  this  he- 
terogeneous people,  which  will  hardly  be 
thought  to  have  reconciled  the  jarring  elements 
of  strife,  though  capacitating  them  for  acting 
in  unison  under  some  circumstances ;  and 
this  was,  that  throughout  the  valley,  there  was 
scarcely  an  individual  who  had  not  been  in  some 
way  trained  to  the  use  of  arms. 

The  threatening  storm  of  civil  war  had,  at 
an  early  day,  found  both  the  patriot  and  loyalist 
upon  the  alert,  to  enlist  the  principles,  the 
prejudices,  or  affections  of  their  neighbours, 
upon  the  side  that  either  was  determined  to 
espouse.  The  leading  gentlemen  of  Tryon 
county,  whether  Whig  or  Tory,  kept  up,  in- 
deed, for  a  long  time,  the  most  friendly  rela- 
tions towards  each  other,  so  far  as  outward 
seeming  was  concerned.    Both  parties  affected 

VOL.  I.  c 
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to  be  actuated  by  the  greatest  zeal  in  preserving 
the  peace  of  the  country,  and  particularly  in 
all  their  public  conferences,  agreed  to  act  in 
unison  in  preventing  the  Indians  from  taking 
any  part  in  the  impending  controversy,  should 
a  fatal  issue  be  ultimately  joined  between  them. 
But  the  acts  of  either  faction  seem  sufficiently 
to  have  beUed  their  words  from  the  first. 

Secret  clubs  and  committees  were  organized 
upon  the  one  side ;  and  many  of  the  wealthy, 
upon  the  other,  keeping  open  house  for  their 
partisans,  made  their  hospitality  a  cloak  for 
the  dangerous  councils  that  were  rife  at  the 
festive  board.  The  country  was  traversed  by 
mounted  men,  bearing  tokens  from  one  dis- 
affected family  to  another.  Travellers  upon 
the  highways  were  stopped  by  the  myrmidons 
of  either  party,  and  their  papers  examined  by 
these  border  regulators  with  the  coolest  as- 
sumption of  authority;  and  as,  on  the  one 
side,  the  great  landed  proprietors  soon  com- 
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menced  fortifying  their  houses,  and  arming  and 
drilling  their  tenantry,  so,  among  the  smaller 
freeholders,  on  the  other,  several  of  the  influ- 
ential whigs  ventured  to  re-organize  the  militia 
in  their  own  districts ;  and  officers  were  de- 
posed and  others  appointed,  according  to  the 
peculiar  tenets  and  wishes  of  the  people. 

This  last  innovation  had  been  attended  with 
some  danger ;  though  in  one  instance.  Sir  John 
Johnson,  the  leading  magistrate  of  the  coimty, 
met  with  a  signal  discomfiture,  when  rashly 
intruding  upon  a  party  of  villagers,  whom  a 
lieutenant,  elected  by  themselves,  was  engaged 
in  drilling.  The  Baronet  chanced  to  be  taking 
a  drive  with  his  lady,  when  he  came  upon 
this  squad  of  young  soldiers ;  and  incensed  at 
seeing  a  man  in  the  uniform  of  an  officer,  who 
he  knew  did  not  hold  the  King's  commission, 
leaped  from  his  barouche,  and  advancing  upon 
the  patriot  lieutenant,  rebuked  his  presumption 
with  great  insolence,  and  called  upon  his  com- 
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rades  instantly  to  disperse.  Swords  were 
drawn,  and  Sir  John^  being  the  more  skilful 
fencer  of  the  two^  disarmed  his  youthful  oppo- 
nent ;  but  was  ultimately  compelled  to  retire 
from  the  levelled  muskets  which  were  instantly 
presented  at  his  life^  when  he  attempted  to 
push  his  advantage^  by  seizing  the  young  man 
and  securing  him  as  a  traitor  to  the  King^  taken 
in  open  arms. 

Convinced,  by  this  and  similar  scenes,  of 
the  unpopularity,  in  that  part  of  the  province, 
of  the  cause  which  he  had  espoused,  the  zea- 
lous Baronet  addressed  himself  to  the  promo- 
tion of  his  royal  master's  interest  in  another 
quarter ;  and,  in  defiance  of  the  implied  stipu- 
lation existing  between  both  parties  of  the 
whijkes,  that  the  Indians  should  not  be  per- 
mitted to  take  a  part  in  the  family  quarrel,  as 
it  was  called,  he  proceeded  to  avail  himself  of 
his  connexion  with  the  tribes,  to  influence 
them  to  raise  the  tomahawk  against  his  poli- 
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tical  opponents.  His  brother-in-law,  Colonel 
Guy  Johnson,  the  superintendent  of  Indian 
affidrs  for  aU  the  provinces  of  British  America, 
readily  lent  his  powerful  aid  to  the  furtherance 
of  these  intrigues ;  and  the  vigilant  whigs, 
while  keeping  a  wary  eye  upon  the  powerful 
tory  families  in  their  neighbourhood,  soon  be- 
came aware  that  Indian  runners  were  continu- 
ally passing  and  repassing  between  the  settle- 
ments and  the  straggling  troops  of  warriors 
that  hovered  on  their  border.  The  moose- 
hunter  was  one  of  a  hundred  similar  agents  of 
frontier  diplomacy  that  were  continally  tra- 
versing the  country  between  Guy  Park,  the 
seat  of  the  Indian  agency,  and  the  different 
councU-fires  or  the  outlying  bands  of  the  Six 
Nations. 

Sir  John  Johnson's  numerous  tenantry  of 
Scotch  Highlanders  were  already  in  arms  at 
Johnstown,  where  the  Baronet  had  fortified 
his  large    mansion  witii    several    brass    field 
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pieces ;  and  the  different  cantons  of  the  Iro- 
quois, with  the  single  exception  of  the  Oneidas, 
were  known  to  be  so  favourably  disposed  to- 
wards the  royal  cause,  that  the  only  question 
was  now,  how  to  unite  the  whole  force,  both 
European  and  aboriginal,  so  as  to  make  it  most 
effective,  and  overwhelm,  at  its  first  outbreak, 
the  least  movement  of  rebellion.  This,  how- 
ever,  required  no  feeble  energies  to  accomplish. 
The  yeomanry  of  the  valley  had  long  re- 
garded Sir  John  Johnson  with  a  suspicious 
eye,  alike  from  the  baronial  state  that  he 
affected  upon  his  princely  domains,  and  the 
insolent  and  dictatorial  assumption  with  which 
he  more  than  once  intruded  upon  their  popular 
assemblies.  Colonel  Guy  Johnson,  the  super- 
intendent of  the  Indian  department,  was  held 
in  hardly  less  aversion  than  his  kinsman ;  and 
the  celebrated  Joseph  Brant,  or  lliayendanagea, 
as  he  called  himself,  who  filled  the  important 
post  of  secretary  of  that  department,  for  ^*  all 
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his  Majesty's  provinces  in  North  America,** 
had,  from  his  political  connexions,  lost  much 
of  the  confidence  of  his  old  friends.  Brant, 
indeed,  though  living  upon  the  most  intimate 
terms  with  many  of  the  leading  whigs  of  Tryon 
county,  was  always  suspected  to  hold  himself 
in  readiness  for  employments  more  congenial 
to  the  tastes  of  an  Indian  warrior,  who,  amid  all 
the  allurements  of  aEuropean  court ;  and,  when 
surrounded  by  every  luxury  and  embellishment 
of  civilized  life,  had  made  it  his  pride  and  his 
boast,  that  he  was  a  ^^  full  blooded  Mohawk.'^ 

That  haughty  chief,  who,  whether,  at  the 
entertainments  of  princes  and  nobles,  in  the 
saloons  of  fashion,  or  the  palaces  of  royalty, 
had  always  persisted  in  presenting  himself  in 
the  peculiar  costume  of  his  people,  seemed  to 
have  brought  home  but  little  from  his  European 
intercourse  with  the  learned  and  the  polite, 
save  a  strong  feeling  of  attachment  to  the 
British  crown — a  sentiment  of  feudal  loyalty. 
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which,  notwithstanding  his  early  New  England 
education,  had  become  strangely  grafted  upon 
the  peculiar  love  which  he  bore  to  the  ancient 
republican  institutions  of  the  Iroquois.  He 
seemed  to  regard  England  as  the  only  monu- 
ment of  their  freedom,  and  was  willing  to 
render  a  cordial  allegiance  to  her,  as  the  price 
of  that  protection ;  and  while,  in  his  inter- 
course with  the  whites,  arrogating  to  himself  a 
full  share  of  that  assumption  which  induced 
his  semi-barbarous  countrymen  to  call  them- 
selves the  Ongri-Aontve,  or  "  men  who  surpassed 
all  others,^'  he  was  still  willing  to  look  up  to 
the  head  of  the  British  empire,  both  as  the 
fountain  of  pubUc  honours,  and  the  guardian 
of  his  country^s  welfare. 

But  while  this  aspiring  and  sagacious  sachem 
saw  that  the  safety  of  his  people  and  his  own 
pre-eminence  as  a  chieftain  depended  upon 
their  siding  with  the  royal  cause,  for  at  a  very 
early  day  he  foretold  the  blighting  influence 
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which  this  great  overshadowing  republic  would 
bring  upon  the  aborigines,  when  its  indepen- 
dence was  fully  established,  yet  his  private 
partialities  were  from  the  first  at  war  with  the 
dictates  of  his  ambition  and  his  policy.  He 
had  been  educated  in  one  of  the  leading  whig 
families  of  Connecticut;  he  had  fought  side  by 
side  with  the  colonial  troops  in  ^^  the  old  French 
war ;"  and  though  he  had  derived  preferment, 
fortune,  and  influence  from  his  connexion  with 
the  officers  of  the  crown,  yet  his  old  firiends 
and  neighbours  in  the  valley  of  the  Mohawk, 
were  adherents  of  the  popular  cause ;  and  save 
among  the  powerful  family  of  the  Johnsons, 
his  nearest  and  dearest  friends,  the  comrades 
of  his  hunts,  the  companions  of  his  youth, 
were  banded  together  against  the  party  which 
he  had  joined.  What  wonder,  then,  that  when 
the  storm  of  revolution  was  about  to  burst  upon 
his  native  valley.  Brant  should  shrink  from 
imbruing  his  hands  in  the  blood  of  its  inhabi- 
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tants,  springing  firom  the  same  soil,  though  of  a 
different  lineage  from  himself.  These  consi- 
derations will  sufficiently  account  for  the  noble 
Mohawk  so  long  endeavouring  to  temporise 
with  the  patriot  party ;  and  when  finally  taking 
up  arms  with  the  loyalists  presenting  himself 
with  a  few  followers,  instead  of  bringing  his 
whole  power  into  the  field,  after  having  already 
made  a  proud  display  of  his  warriors  in  his 
celebrated  pacific  interview  with  the  patriot 
General  Herkimer.  It  would  appear,  how- 
ever, from  some  of  his  numerous  letters  still 
extant,  that  true  Indian  policy  was  not  a  little 
mingled  with  the  unwillingness  he  showed  to 
procure  the  gathering  of  the  tribes,  when  all  of 
the  Iroquois  confederates,  with  the  exception 
of  the  single  canton  already  mentioned,  were 
eager  to  lift  the  hatchet  for  the  mother 
country. 

Brant  thought  that  the  family  quarrel  was 
of  doubtful  duration,  and  he  was  unwilling 
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that  the  brunt  of  it  shofuld  fall  upon  his  people 
until  England  had  tried  what  she  could  do  to 
repress  the  rebellion  in  the  province  of  New 
York,  widiomt  having  recourse  to  the  aid  of 
the  Indians.  He  left  it,  therefore,  for  Colonel 
Guy  Johnson  to  collect  the  warriors  of  the 
other  cantons  while  he,  with  a  chosen  band  of 
his  own  Mohawks,  hovered  near  the  border, 
watching  the  turn  events  might  take,  and  still 
secure  in  the  deep  forest  where  we  have  first 
introduced  him  to  the  reader. 

These  mountain  wilds,  which  are  now  chiefly 
embraced  in  the  counties  of  Montgomery,  Her- 
kimer, and  Hamilton,  still  preserve  much  of 
their  savage  and  romantic  character ;  but,  at 
the  day  of  which  we  write,  they  were  almost 
inaccessible  to  any  but  an  Indian  or  a  hunter  of 
the  border.  Here  the  chieftain  held  his  wood- 
land court,  until  the  issue  should  be  fairly 
joined  between  the  high  parties  that  now  so 
threateningly  lowered  upon  each  other;  and 
here  he  awaited  the  fitting  moment  when  the 
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contest  should  be  fairly  begun,  to  make  the 
most  advantageous  descent  upon  the  lower 
country,  and  by  some  brilliant  exploit  at 
the  first  outbreak  of  Indian  hostilities,  make 
good  his  haughty  claim  to  be  considered  as  the 
great  captain  of  all  the  Indian  nations  that 
should  take  up  arms  on  the  side  of  the  crown. 

In  the  meantime,  however,  Sir  John  Johnson 
had  assiduously  kept  up  his  influence  with  the 
wary  but  aspiring  Sachem;  not  only  by  a 
constant  correspondence,  not  only  through  the 
various  Indian  runners  who  were  continually 
bearing  messages  between  himself  and  Brant,* 
but  also  by  placing  near  him  a  zealous  and 
sagacious  Scotch  ofiicer,  who,  being  made  the 
bearer  of  a  commission  of  captain  in  the  royal 
army,  politically  bestowed  upon  Brant,  made 
his  way  to  the  camp  of  the  gratified  Mohawk, 
and   remained   among  his   people  under    the 

*  The  InduiDs  cooTeyed  letters  in  the  heads  of  their  toma- 
hawks and  the  ornaments  worn  about  their  persons. — Camp^ 
btlTi  AwmU  ofTryon  County, 
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easy  pretence  of  wishing  to  become  initiated 
in  the  wild  sports  of  the  aborigines. 

Leaving  these  two  partisans  of  the  royal 
Action  to  discuss  the  tidings  which  had  just 
been  brought  them  by  the  moose  hunter,  let  us 
now  learn  their  nature,  by  shifting  the  scene 
to  the  valley  of  the  Mohawk,  and  proceed  with 
the  action  of  our  story. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


THE    LIBERTY  TBBB. 


»1 


*<  Deep  in  the  west,  as  Independence  roves 
His  banners  planting  round  the  land  he  loves, 
Where  nature  sleeps  in  Eden*s  infant  grace, 
In  Timers  full  hour  shall  spring  a  glorious  race. 

SPRAGUB. 


Rumours  of  the  first  blood  shed  at  Lexing- 
ton had  reached  the  valley  of  the  Mohawk ; 
but  the  length  of  time  it  required,  in  those  days, 
to  traverse  the  intervening  country,  prevented 
the  story  from  being  soon  confirmed  in  all  its 
particulars ;  when,  one  afternoon,  it  was  noised 
abroad  that  a  messenger,  direct  from  the  scene 
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of  action^  would  address  ^  the  friends  of  liber- 
tj^  at  a  meeting  to  be  held  in  front  of  the  stone 
church,  at  the  German  Flats.  The  occasion 
was  deemed  a  good  one,  by  the  leading  whigs 
of  the  neighbourhood,  for  carrying  into  effect  a 
&Yourite  political  ceremony  of  the  day,  which 
should  at  once  mark  their  own  adherence  to 
the  popular  cause,  and,,  by  its  boldness,  en^ 
courage  and  confirm  their  wavering  friends. 
To  further  which  intention,  placards  and  no* 
tices  were  industriously  circulated,  inviting  the 
people  to  '^  assemble  unarmed,  for  the  purpose 
of  peaceable  deliberation,  and  also  to  erect  a 
liberty  pole  P^ 

The  yeomanry  of  the  vaUey  had  been  fre- 
quently thus  convened  of  late,  to  pass  some 
vote  of  censure  upon  the  acts  of  the  British 
ministry  (for  here,  as  elsewhere  throughout  the 
provinces,  during  the  early  stages  of  the  revo- 
lution, the  name  of  the  King  was  studiously 
omitted  in  all  the  attacks  upon  his  govern- 
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ment;  and  like  well-schooled  fencers  closely 
practised  in  mock-combat,  the  thoroughly  or- 
ganized community  was  versed  in  poUtical 
discussion  and  habituated  to  public  biisiness, 
long  before  its  ability  for  self-government  was 
tested  in  a  real  struggle  with  established  power. 
But  the  measure  now  in  contemplation,  was  a 
direct  assault  upon  the  dignity  of  the  crown  ; 
and  the  call  '^  to  assemble  unarmed  for  the 
purpose  of  peaceable  deliberation/^  was  too 
flimsy  a  covering  for  the  treasonable  deed  to 
which  it  was  meant  only  as  a  precursor — the 
raising  openly  the  great  emblem  of  rebel- 
lion. 

Many,  therefore,  shook  their  heads,  and 
stood  aloft  from  those  who,  they  thought, 
were  rashly  precipitating  matters  to  a  crisis. 
Some  doubted  whether  an  immediate  revul- 
sion of  pubUc  feeling  might  not  result  from 
carrying  proceedings  at  once  so  far. 

Some  actually  felt  this  revulsion,  and  stood 
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prepared  to  co-operate  with  the  tory  magis- 
tracy in  crushing  so  daring  an  outbreak  of 
faction. 

But  others,  who,  from  the  first,  had  coun- 
selled more  daring  measures,  and  had  lately 
hung  back  in  disgust  at  the  cautious,  and,  ap- 
parently reluctant  movements  with  which  they 
thought  their  leaders  had  impelled  the  ball  of 
revolution,  were  now  emulous  to  spring  for- 
ward and  take  their  place  among  the  most 
active  in  hurrying  it  onward. 

While  others,  again  knowing  no  other 
prindple  than  the  love  of  change,  no  impulse 
save  that  of  curiosity,  were  urged  by  the 
novelty  of  the  occasion,  to  be  spectators  of  a 
scene,  where,  if  sympathetic  excitement 
should  impel  them  to  become  actors,  cir- 
cumstances would  determine  the  part  they 
should  play. 

Such  an  assemblage  was  the  true  field  for  a 
popular  actor  to  prove  his  powers,  and  tradi- 
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tion  still  tells  of  the  eloquence  which  wrought 
upon  those  materials,  and  moulded  and  moved 
the  mass  as  one  man,  on  that  day. 

Tradition  too  tells  especially  of  one  speaker 
— a  youth  of  scarce  twenty  summers,  a  shy 
student  from  Schentetada,  who,  fired  by  the 
impassioned  appeals  of  older  and  more  prac* 
tised  orators,  burst  through  the  bashfulness 
of  inexperienced  youth,  and  leaping  upon  the 
rostrum,  poured  forth  a  flood  of  eloquence  that 
hurried  along  the  most  sluggish  natures  upon 
its  irresistible  tide. 

"  Who,"  said  a  by-stander  to  a  sturdy 
hunter,  who  with  mouth  agape  and  eyes  ri- 
veted, as  if  by  magic,  upon  the  speaker,  stood 
leaning  upon  his  rifle  near,  ^^  who  in  all  nature 
is  that  springald  with  sich  a  tongue.'' 

"  Why.  Adam,  is  it  you,  man,  that  axes 
me  who  young  Greyslaer  of  Hawksnest  is? 
You've  seen  me  teaching  the  boy  afore  now, 
where  he  came  up  to  Johnston  in  his  hollow- 
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days,  and,  thof  he  be  groun  a  bit,  you  ought  to 
know  my  old  scholard." 

^^  Lor !  Bait,  that  ain't  the  bookish  chap 
that  you  lamt  the  rifle  to  ?  the  younker  that 
stood  the  brunt,  when  scapegrace  Dirk  de  Roos 
got  into  that  bother  in  old  Sir  William's 
time?*' 

^  I  tell  you  it  is,  though,"  said  the  woods- 
man proudly ;  *'  and  a  right  proper  shot  I  made 
of  him.  Tou  see  now,  how  he  plumps  his 
argerments  right  into  the  bull's  eye  of  the 
matter." 

^  Sarting,  he  does  make  a  clean  go-ahead  of 
it  But  when  did  he  come  up  here  to  mix  in 
our  doings  V 

"  He  ?  why  man  he's  been  here  this  four 
week,  and  came  up  too  with  the  congress's 
commission  in  his  pocket,  to  raise  a  company. 
Who  but  him  was  it  that  Sir  John  raised  a 
rumpus  with  at  the  training  last  week  ?  Ah ! 
if  the  boy  only  had  as  good  laming  with   the 
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sword  as  he  has  with  the  rifle,  the  Baronet 
could  never  have  filliped  it  out  of  his  hands  so 
sarcily  as  he  did/' 

^^  Oh  !  yes,  I  heerd  of  that  Bait,  as  also  how 
you  came  near  having  your  heels  lifted  higher 
than  your  head,  for  threatening  to  blow  Sir 
John  clean  through,  if  he  did  not  let  the  strip- 
ling go." 

*^  I'd  like  to  see  the  day  when  any  of  Sir 
John's  folks  would  try  to  back  that  brag  of 
his*en.  I'd  a'mounted  him  on  the  spot  only 
for  making  it,  but  the  people  said  'twas  only 
words,  and  I  musn't  mind  sich,  and  go  and  make 
further  fuss,  seeing  we  had  got  young  Max  out 
o'his  hands.  But  hist !  what's  the  lad  saying 
now  ?'* 

"  I  mistrust  that  that's  the  yankee  mes- 
senger he's  introducing  to  the  people,"  said 
Adam,  in  a  modest  whisper;  for  the  himter 
gained  ten-fold  in  the  respect  of  the  simple 
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yeoman    since     this   popular  display    of  his 
pupiL 

**  Behold,"  cried  the  speaker,  interrupting 
himself  in  the  midst  of  a  bold  apostrophe  to 
liberty,  whom  he  pictured  as  hovering  over  the 
land  with  wings  that  shadowed  it  but  for  a 
moment,  until  she  could  alight  in  peace  and 
safety.  ^^  Behold  the  harbinger  of  her  first 
triumph,  fevered  with  haste,  worn  with  impa- 
tient travel,  he  comes  like  the  victorious  courier 
from  Marathon  of  old,  to  tell  of  freedom's 
bloody  dawn  at  Lexington.  Up>  man  up,  and 
teU  a  tale  that  never  can  grow  old,  but  freshen 
from  the  frequent  telling ;''  and,  suiting  the 
action  to  the  word,  the  youth  carried  away  by 
the  enthusiasm  of  the  moment,  seized  the 
courier  by  the  wrist,  and  dragged  the  embar- 
rassed man  forward. 

.  "  Now  that  awkward  loon,  Adam,''  said  the 
hunter,  "  will  make  a  botcli  of  the  huU  busi- 
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ness.  A  murrain  on  the  Bosting  folks  that 
sent  a  critter  what  couldn't  speak/^ 

"  Why,  Bait,  I  guess  they  want  all  their 
speakers  to  hum;  and  raaly  I  don't  see  but 
this  chap  has  done  all  in  natur  that  was  re- 
quired of  him,  in  coming  here  so  quick.  It 
wan't  judgmatical  in  young  Max  to  expect 
more  from  him,  and  pull  the  fellow  up  there  to 
gape  about  like  a  treed  possum/' 

The  orator  appeared  himself  to  be  instantly 
aware  of  his  error,  and  even  while  the  worthy 
Adam  was  commenting  upon  it,  had,  with  ready 
tact,  turned  the  poor  fellow's  confusion  to  ad- 
vantage. "  What !"  he  cried,  "  bewildered, 
my  friend,  by  the  crowd  of  heads  you  see  be- 
low ?  This  stout  array  of  gallant  yeomen,  the 
bone  and  sinew  of  our  land,  numbers  not  half 
those  devoted  to  our  cause,  that  will  soon  pour 
from  every  glen  and  mountain  near ;  men  with 
tongues  as  slow  as  yours  to  boast  their  deeds, 
but  having  still  the  iron  will  to  work  them  5 
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men  witti  arms  as  strong  as  yours  to  raise  the 
tree  of  liberty,  and  hearts  as  true  to  guard  it." 

A  deafening  shout  of  applause  burst  from 
the  multitude  almost  before  the  last  words  had 
passed  the  speaker's  lips.  The  stout^limbed 
New  Englander  changed  at  once  from  a  shame- 
feced  rustic  into  the  hero  of  the  scene,  threw 
up  his  head,  broadened  his  chest,  and  displayed 
his  stalwart  frame  with  honest  vanity.  Then, 
as  if  art  had  been  suddenly  bom  of  praise  so 
well  applied,  he  leaped  from  the  scaffold,  and 
seizing  a  tall  hickory  which,  freshly  uprooted, 
was  held  erect  by  some  labourers  near,  he  bore 
it,  amid  the  plaudits  of  the  crowd,  to  a  hole 
that  had  been  previously  prepared,  and,  spum- 
ing the  aid  of  some  tackle  erected  upon  the 
spot,  tossed  the  heavy  sapling  from  his  shoul- 
ders, and  planted  it  pointing  to  the  skies. 

The  centre  of  attraction  was  now  changed, 
as  the  crowd  collected  around  the  spot,  while 
those  who  stood  nearest  were  active  in  throwing 
earth  Imd  stones  around  the  roots,  to  secure 
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the  tree  in  its  position.  The  preconcerted  act  of 
rebellion,  for  which  they  had  chiefly  met|  was 
fully  and  successfully  consummated ;  but  any 
further  measures  which  might  have  been  con- 
templated by  the  leaders  of  the  assemblage, 
were  at  this  moment  summarily  discomfited. 

The  trampling  of  hoofs,  and  the  dust  arising 
from  a  large  body  of  horsemen  at  a  turning  of 
the  road,  gave  the  first  intimation  of  the  ap- 
proach of  the  royalists,  while  proclaiming  that 
they  came  in   sufficient    force   to   crush   any 
violent  outbreak  of  insurrection.    There  was 
a  momentary  pause  in  the  assemblage,  and  be- 
fore they  could  recover  from  the  surprise.  Sir 
John  Johnson,  with  a  large  body  of  retainers 
armed  with  sword  and  pistol,  rode  into  the 
midst  of  the  unarmed  multitude.     He  was  fol- 
lowed  by   Colonels  Clans,  Butler,  and   Guy 
Johnson,  a   civil   magistrate  of  the  name  of 
Fenton,  and   other    tory    gentlemen    of   the 
county,  each  backed  by  a  stcong  party  of  fol- 
lowers similarly  armed,  who  successively  drew 
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up  in  military  array  so  as  nearly  to  encircle 
the  astounded  whigs. 

"  What  mummery  is  this  ?'*  demanded  the 
haughty  Baronet,  glancing  round  fiercely  at 
those  who  stood  near  the  liberty-tree,  while 
more  than  one,  overawed  by  his  bearing,  at- 
tempted to  slink  away  in  the  crowd. 

A  stout  whig,  by  the  name  of  Sammons, 
stepped  boldly  forward  to  make  reply,  but  be- 
fore he  could  ascend  the  stage  to  place  himself 
upon  a  level  with  his  mounted  adversaries.  Sir 
John  had  thrown  himself  from  his  horse,  and 
occupied  the  place  from  which  Greyslaer  and 
the  Boston  emissary  had  descended  a  few  mo- 
ments before.  Without  noticing  the  move- 
ment of  Sammons,  he,  at  once,  commenced 
haranguing  the  people  with  great  vehemence. 
He  appealed  to  the  ancient  love  they  had  borne 
his  family,  rehearsed  the  virtues  of  his  father, 
once  so  popular  throughout  the  valley,  and  ex- 
horted them   still  to   sustain  the  established 
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magistracy  which  had  ever  kept  their  best  in- 
terests at  heart.  Finding,  then,  that  the  at- 
tempt to  address  their  affections,  and  rekindle 
the  faded  ashes  of  loyalty,  met  with  no  response, 
he  endeavom'ed  to  awaken  their  fears.  He 
dwelt  upon  the  strength  and  power  of  the  King, 
and  painted,  in  strong  colours,  the  folly  of 
opposing  his  officers  and  revolting  against  the 
crown.  But  the  assemblage  was  still  mute ; 
the  approving  plaudits  of  his  own  partizans 
called  forth  no  echo  from  the  moody  and  stub- 
born whigs. 

Irritated  at  their  sullen  obstinacy,  Johnson 
now  turned  disdainfully  from  the  "  motley 
crew  of  would-be  patriots,"  as  he  in  derision 
termed  the  multitude  generally,  and  poured 
out  his  invective  upon  their  leaders.  The 
shrewd  New  England  features  of  the  Bostonian 
next  caught  his  attention,  and  the  sharp  eye 
of  Sir  John  instantly  detected  something  in  the 
man's  air  or  apparel,  which  might  have  escaped 
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any  gentleman,  but  the  owner  of  beeves  and 
hemlock  forests,  whose  revenue  depends  so 
much  upon  the  trade  of  a  tannet. 

**Who/*  he  asked,  scomiidly  levelling  his 
finger  at  the  stout  yeoman,  "  who  are  the  real 
leaders  of  your  mongrel  crew?  the  vultures 
that  ye  bring  hither,  to  hatch  the  egg  of 
treason,  that  creatures,  as  foul  and  contempt- 
ible, have  thrust  into  our  nest  of  peace  and 
loyalty.  An  itinerant  New  England  leather 
dresser !  a  vagrant  pedlar  of  rebellion !  that 
could  only  retail  his  wares  to  such  off-scourings 
of  society,  as  many  I  see  around  me,  if  men 
whose  education  should  teach  them  better, 
had  not  misled  the  gaUant  yeomanry,  that  I 
grieve  to  find  in  such  disgraceful  company. 
Tou  have  had  your  musters,  too,  your  military 
gatherings,  yom-  array  of  fools,  that  would  fain 
play  the  soldier  with  such  a  beardless  stripling 
as  that,  to  lead  them.  I  know  the  boy,^^  cried 
he,  with  a  smile  of  scorn,  pointing  to  Grey- 
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siaer,  who  stood  with  folded  arms,  and  com- 
pressed lips,  as  if,  with  difficulty,  restraining 
the  ire  that  boiled  within  him.  "  I  know  the 
boy ;  I  knew  him  in  old  Sir  William's  time, 
who  was  once  dear  to  you  all;  he  was 
whipped  by  my  father's  overseer,  for  plunder- 
ing an  orchard !  Pity  the  lash  had  not—  *' 

^^  Liar  and  villain  !^'  shouted  Greyslaer, 
springing  forward  toward  the  stage. 

"  Seize  the  traitor '/'  cried  Sir  John,  striking 
at  the  youth,  with  the  butt  of  a  loaded  whip. 
Actively  evading  the  blow,  Greyslaer  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  one  foot  on  the  scaffold,  but 
the  next  instant,  the  sturdy  Baronet  had 
fastened  a  grip  upon  his  throat,  and  flung  him 
backward,  into  the  arms  of  one  of  his 
myrmidons,  who  quickly  placed  himself  astride 
the  prostrate  stripling. 

"  She  must  keep  quiet  now,  or  de  tirk  will 
pin  her,"  said  the  brawny  Highlander,  who 
held  him  thus  in  durance,  smiling  grimly  the 


OREYSLAER.  53 

while,  at  the  ineffectual  efforts  of  Greyslaer 
to  free  himself,  in  spite  of  the  drawn  dagger, 
that  flashed  before  his  eyes.  The  trasty  Gaul, 
in  the  mean  time,  might  have  felt  less  comfort- 
able in  his  position,  had  he  known  that  he  was 
covered  by  the  deadly  aim  of  the  hunter  Bait, 
whose  cool  discretion  prevented  him  from 
firing,  save  in  the  last  extremity. 

The  benignant  Mr.  Fenton  pressed  near  to 
Sir  John,  as  if  about  to  intercede  in  some  way, 
but  the  arrogant  soldier,  heeded  not  his  well 
meant  offices.  An  indignant  mm'mur  arose 
among  the  whigs,  at  witnessing  this  scene; 
and,  upon  a  shght  movement  made  among 
them,  weapons  were  drawn,  and  a  low-browed, 
lank-haired,  saturnine  man,  whose  age  might  be 
about  thirty,  a  trooper  in  Colonel  Butler's 
train,  spurring  to  the  front,  snapped  his  pistol 
in  the  face  of  a  bystander.  He  was  instantly 
reprimanded  in  sharp  tones  by  his  superior. 
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"  What !  fire  on  an  unarmed  man,  Walter  ? 
Shame  on  ye,  for  one  wearing  the  King's 
livery !  May  I  eat  hay  with  a  horse,  if  I  suffer 
such  a  thing  among  my  riders,  Watty/* 

*^  We  shall  have  to  cut  these  rebels'  throats^ 
sooner  or  later,"  replied  the  man  doggedly, 
^^  and  it  matters  not,  when  the  business  is 
begim.*' 

**  Shame,  shame,'*  cried  Mr.  Fenton. 

'*  Walter  Bradshawe/'  said  Oreyslaer,  with- 
out making  an  effort  to  rise,  or  gain  any 
advantage  to  protect  himself  from  the  conse- 
quences of  what  he  was  about  to  say,  "  you, 
though  so  much  my  senior,  were,  for  months, 
my  mate  at  school.  I  know  you,  too,  as  an 
aspiring  attorney's  derk,  in  my  first  years  at 
college ;  your  political  career  has  since  made 
your  name  common  in  th^  mouths  of  all  men, 
and  there  must  be  others  here,  who  know  you 
full  as  well  as  I ;  and  when  I  say  that,  as  boy 
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and  man^  you  were  ever  a  brute  and  rufSan, 
tbere^s  not  a  man  present,  that  can  gainsay  my 
words/* 

"Tut,  tut,  boys,"  cried  Colonel  Butler, 
restraining  a  fierce  movement  of  his  subaltern, 
"  may  I  eat  hay  with  a  horse,  but  this  is  a 
foolish  pair  on  ye  here.  There's  trouble  enough 
without  your  brawling,  and  you  may  soon 
have  an  opportunity  of  fighting  out  your 
quarrel,  in  the  name  of  King  and  Country, 
without  troubling  older  people  with  your 
capers.'* 

A  glance  of  deadly  hatred  from  Bradshawe, 
which  was  returned  with  one  of  utter  scorn 
from  his  quondam  school-mate,  was  all  the 
reply  the  young  men  made  to  this  speech.  In 
the  mean  time,  notwithstanding  the  dismay 
which  the  sudden  appearance  of  the  armed 
royalists  had  inspired,  there  were  no  signs  of 
dispersion  among  the  patriot  assemblage. 

A  few  craven   spirits   had,    indeed,    slunk 
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away,  but  their  absence  was  more  than  sup- 
plied by  a  number  of  sturdy  countrymen,  in 
the  guise  of  hunters,  who  with  rifle  on  shoul- 
der, came  straggling  into  the  scene  of  action, 
as  if  brought  thither  only  by  accident  or 
curiosity.  The  tories,  who  had  trusted  only 
to  their  arms,  to  give  them  a  superiority  over 
the  party,  which  from  the  first  outnumbered 
them,  began  soon  to  be  aware,  that  they 
were  &st  losing  their  only  advantage;  and 
Colonel  Guy  Johnson,  acting  in  his  capacity  of 
a  county  magistrate,  saw  that  it  was  the 
policy,  to  close  by  an  act  of  civil  authority 
the  duties  which  had  been  entered  upon,  with 
a  less  peaceful  mission.  He,  therefore,  address- 
ed the  people  anew,  but  in  terms  more 
soothing  than  those  which  had  been  adopted 
by  his  kinsman  the  Baronet ;  though  like  him, 
he  commenced  by  trying  to  awaken  their  old 
feelings  of  feudal  attachment  to  his  family. 
He  spoke  of  the  affection,  which  they  had 
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always  borne  to  his  fiither-iii-law,  Sir  William 
Johnson,  now  but  a  few  months  deceased,  and 
who  was  believed  to  have  been  brought  to 
his  grave,  from  anxiety  of  spirit  at  the  per- 
turbation   of  the    times,    and    the    struggle 
between  loyalty  and  patriotism,    as  the  crisis 
approached,  when  he  should  be  compelled  to 
decide  between  his  King  and  his  country.    He 
said  that  he  saw  many  around  him,  who  were 
the  old  friends  and  playmates  of  his  youth, 
and  who,  till  the  last,  had  always  been  cherish- 
ed guests  at  his  table.    And  he  appealed  par- 
ticularly   to  the  influential    families    of  the 
Fonda^s,  the  Harper's,    the  Campbell's,   and 
the  Sammonses — several  members  of  which 
were  afterwards  so  distinguished,  in  the  border 
war  of  Tryon  county— to  unite  with  him  in 
bis  exertions,  to  prevent  the  effusion  of  blood 
among  their  mutual  kindred  and  neighbours. 
Finally,  after  regretting  the  necessity  of  placing 
young  Greyslaer  in  the  custody  of  the  sheriff, 

d3 
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until  he  could  be  tried  by  his  country^  in  fair 
proceedings  at  law,  he  made  a  signal  to  Sir 
John,  who  had  already  placed  the  prisoner  on 
horseback,  in  the  midst  of  his  retainers,  and 
bowing  poUtely  to  the  company,  the  com- 
plaisant Colonel  moved  off  in  rear  of  his  re- 
tiring party. 

The  people,  in  the  mean  time,  either  too 
much  confused  by  the  unexpected  events, 
which  had  succeeded  each  other,  or  con- 
founded by  the  fair  and  politic  words,  which 
had  last  been  addressed  to  them,  made  no 
movement  to  the  rescue.  But  the  sound  of 
the  retiring  troopers,  had  scarcely  died  upon 
the  ear,  before  a  deep  murmur  of  disappro- 
bation pervaded  the  assemblage.  Some  re- 
proached each  other  with  pusillanimity  in 
having  looked  so  calmly  upon  the  scene,  which 
had  been  just  enacted  before  them.  Those 
who  were  armed,  were  told  that  they  should 
never  have  permitted  one  of  their  friends  to 
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be  thus  torn  from  among  them;  and  those 
who  were  instrumental  in  getting  up  the 
meeting,  without  providing  for  such  an  exi- 
gency were  rebuked  by  the  riflemen,  who  had 
come  last  upon  the  scene  of  action,  because 
they  did  not  direct  them  what  part  to  take 
when  the  difficulty  came  on,  of  whose  origin  the 
new-comers  were  themselves  ignorant.  These 
mutual  bickerings  and  recriminations,  however, 
which  only  temporarily  suspended  the  unani- 
mity of  council,  resulted  at  last  in  a  general 
call  for  immediate  action. 

Every  one  agreed  that  the  young  Greyslaer 
must  be  at  once  deUvered  from  the  hands  of 
the  Johnsons,  who,  notwithstanding  their 
promises,  would  doubtless  seize  the  first  op- 
portunity of  transporting  the  youth  to  Canada, 
where,  if  his  fate  were  a  no  more  cruel  one 
than  perpetual  imprisonment,  he  would  be  at 
least  utterly  lost  to  their  cause. 
The  hunter.  Bait,  who  had  stood  moodily 
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looking  on^  without  taking  any  share  in  these 
discussions^  seemed  to  catch  new  life  from  the 
determination  when  announced. 

*^I  don't  know/*  said  he,  looking  round, 
"  whether  or  not,  ye  all  mean  to  stick  to  what 
ye  say ;  though  I  hope  so  raaly.  But  I  do 
know,  that  if  young  Max  Greyslaer  be  not  as 
free  as  any  man  here,  afore  one  wilted  leaf  of 
this  tree  falls  to  the  groimd,  I'll  water  it  with 
the  best  blood  of  the  best  tory  in  the  coun- 
ty !  That^s  right,  Adam,  just  empty  another 
gourd  upon  the  roots,  the  poor  thing  looks 
thirsty/' 

How  the  hunter's  vow,  and  the  resolve  of 
his  excited  compatriots  were  carried  into 
eflFect,  may  be  best  told  in  another  chapter. 
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CHAPTER    IV. 


THE    FIRST   SHOT. 


"  From  man  to  man  and  house  to  house  like  fire 
The  kindling  impulse  flew  j  till  every  hind. 
Scarce  conscious  why,  handles  his  targe  and  bow, 
Still  talks  of  change.*' 

BILLHOUSE. 


It  was  the  middle  watch  of  a  summer's 
night.  The  shadows  lay  deep  on  fell  and 
forest;  but  above,  the  waning  moon  shone 
bravely  out  in  the  blue  heavens.  The  night 
was  calm — so  calm — so  still,  that  the  murmur  of 
myriads  of  insects  grating  their  wings  amid  the 
leaves,  made  as  it  were,  '^  a  silence  audible." 
As  the  moon  gradually  approached  the  horizon, 
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leaving  the  stars  only  to  gladden  the  weUdn^ 
this  creeping  symphony  appeared  gradually 
to  have  its  concord  broken  in  upon  by  sounds 
which,  though  similar  in  character,  did  not 
completely  harmonize  with  the  others.  A 
humming"  noise,  like  that  of  a  huge  beetle 
booming  through  the  air,  first  broke  the  tiny 
chorus.  It  was  answered  by  the  harsh  discord 
of  a  locust,  who  seemed  to  rap  his  wings,  with 
angry  impatience,  like  some  old  fellow  jostled 
by  his  mate  in  the  midst  of  a  nap.  His  ire 
was  reproved  by  a  pert  young  katydid,  whose 
shrill  tones  indicated  that  her  wings  were  only 
half  grown,  and  that  the  froward  thing  must 
be  the  earliest  of  the  season.  Then  foUowed 
sundry  orchestral  croaks  of  a  tree  toad,  which 
in  turn  were  replied  to  by  the  deep  diapason 
of  some  sturdy  bull  frog.  At  last,  the  feathered 
tiibe  seemed  preparing  to  join  in  this  nocturnal 
concert;  the  timid  and  delicate  note  of  the 
night  sparrow,  rising  distinctly   from  a  clump 
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of  mapleSy  was  answered  by  the  shrill  and 
petulant  cry  of  the  whippoor-will  from  the 
lower  boughs  of  a  broad*anned  oak,  that  stood 
singly  in  an  open  glade  of  the  forest. 

With  the  last  call^  the  woods  became  sud- 
denly mute,  but  the  next  moment  the  spot 
was  alive  with  a  dozen  dusky  figures  that 
glided  from  the  adjacent  thickets  towards  the 
tarysting-tree. 

**  Well  answered,  my  mates,'^  cried  an  active 
woodsman^  leaping  from  the  oak  into  the  midst 
of  them ;  '^  are  we  all  together ;  I  see  nothing 
around  me  but  hunting  shirts  ?  Ah  !  all  right/^ 
he  added  as  some  thirty  men,  in  parties  of 
three  each,  came  cautiously  forward  from  blind 
by-path  and  tangled  forest  lair,  where  the 
hunters  had  answered  each  oiher's  signals 
while  guiding  the  rest  to  the  place  of  rendez- 
vous. 

One  of  the  last  comers,  who  were  in  the 
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ordinary  dress  of  citizens  or  plain  fanners, 
now  advanced  to  the  first  speaker^  and  catching 
his  hand,  said,  while  wring;ing  it  cordially, 
^^  most  neatly  managed  my  sturdy  Bait.  Tou 
have  brought  us  safely  and  quietly  together 
when  I  apprehended  the  worst  from  the  out- 
lying spies  of  Sir  John's  Indian  rabble.  And 
now,  gentlemen,  as  you  have  often  chosen  me 
your  leader  in  this  business,  I  pledge  my  life 
to  its  accomplishment  under  the  present  aus- 
pices." 

"  Why,  you  see  I  told  you.  Major  Sammons, 
that  we  hunters  didn't  live  among  the  Injuns 
for  nothin',  for  where'd  be  the  use  of  consort- 
ing with  the  red  skins  if  you  didn^t  catch  some 
of  their  edication  from  the  cunning  varmints  ? 
and  youVe  all  seen  to  night  that  the  woods  af- 
ford calls;  just  as  many  and  as  good  as  a  bugle 
has,  for  making  men  act  in  concert,  where  they 
can't  see  a  signal  no  how.     But  now  my  say's 
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OTer^  and  let's  hear  the  crowing  of  the  game 
cock  of  Caughnawaugha^  axing  your  pardon, 
Major,  for  the  freedom*'^ 

^^  Are  we  all  armed?''  said  Sammons,  glancing 
around  the  group ;  '^  Colonel  Fonda,  you  and 
young  Derrick  de  Roos  have,  of  course,  your 
side  arms  with  you.'* 

^^  Ay,  ay,  sword  and  pistol  both  for  me. 
But  carry  on.  Major,  we  are  all  ready,  man, 
and  up  to  anything ;  carry  on,  carry  on."  The 
gay  youth  who  thus  spoke  with  so  little  show 
of  deference  to  his  seniors,  was  a  curly-headed, 
£iir-faced  gallant  of  about  three  and  twenty. 
His  features  were  frank  and  good-humoured, 
and  certainly  prepossessing  in  the  main,  though 
something  of  sensuality,  if  not  dissoluteness, 
in  their  cast,  slightly  vulgarized  by  broadening 
their  natural  recklessness  of  expression. 

^  Fence  for  the  nonce,  mad  Dirk,'*  cried 
Sammons,  somewhat  impatiently.    *^  Kit  Lan- 
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singh^'^  he  continued,  turning  to  a  tall  and 
modest-looking  young  hunter  in  a  green  rifle 
frock,  "  you  are  a  model  for  such  younkers  to 
dress  their  manners  by.  Captains  Vischer, 
Helmer,  Veeder,  I  see  you  are  prepared ;  ah, 
Adam,  that  was  well  thought  of,  you  are  not 
used  to  a  sword,  and  your  pitchfork  may  do 
good  service.  Blecker,  you  must  lay  aside 
that  fusee,  or  draw  the  charge ;  not  a  shot  must 
be  fired  unless  Bait  and  his  hunters,  who  are 
to  cover  our  retreat,  should  find  it  necessary 
to  use  their  rifles.  Doctor,  we'll  trust  you 
with  your  pistols,  but,  remember  they  must 
remain  in  your  belt ;  Clyde  your  axe  is  well 
thought  of,  but  where's  Weutz  with  his  crow- 
bar ?^^ 

"  Black  Jake  has  the  crow,  and  Pve  brought 
along  this  suckling  trip-hammer  with  me.'* 

As  the  brawny  blacksmith  answered  thus, 
he  raised  a  ponderous  sledge  from  the  sod  upon 
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which  he  rested,  and  threw  it  into  the  hollow 
of  his  arm  as  carelessly  as  if  it  were  some  light 
bawble  he  were  handling. 

With  these,  and  a  few  more  brief  and  ra- 
pidly-given directions,  the  whig  leader  soon 
marshalled  his  zealous  forces,  a  large  proportion 
of  which  had  come  a  day's  jomney,  or  more, 
through  the  woods  to  the  place  of  rendezvous, 
flome  two  miles  west  of  Johnstown. 

A  short  walk  of  a  few  minutes,  found  the 
party  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  Sir 
John  Johnson's  fortified  mansion,  when  a  halt 
was  ordered  for  the  purpose  of  adopting  some 
new  precautions  in  making  the  circuit  of  the 
buildmg. 

"  Now,  Major,"  whispered  Bait,  approaching 
the  ear  of  the  leader,  ^^  if  you'll  only  say  the 
word,  we'll  make  a  clean  business  of  it  at  once. 
Here  are  fifty  as  good  fellows  as  you'll  find  in 
old  Tryon.  Sir  John  has  but  a  hundred  of 
his  Highlanders  with  him ;   and  when  I  pick 
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off  that  sentinel,  whose  blunderbuss  gleams 
agin  the  casement  yonder,  youVe  only  to  dash 
right  into  the  hall  and  take  the  bloody  Tory, 
with  all  his  papish  crew/' 

^^The  time  is  not  yet  come  for  that,  my 
worthy  fellow,"  answered  Colonel  Fonda,  who 
overheard  the  request ;  '^  Sir  John  is  an  old 
neighbour  of  many  of  us.  His  father  was  the 
friend  of  my  father ;  he  was  bom  here  in  the 
valley  among  us ;  his  mother  was  one  of  our 
own  people ;  he  may  yet  think  better  of  his 
course,  and  determine  to  act  with  his  country- 
men against  the  tyrannical  ministry/'. 

"The  Colonel  says  right,''  rejoined  Sam- 
mons.  "  And  though  Sir  John  has  already 
dealt  harshly  with  me  and  my  brothers,  during 
the  troubles,  yet  I  am  not  the  man  to  hurry 
him  on  to  his  fate,  and  make  him  irretrievably 
commit  himself  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  quar- 
rel. No ;  let  us  pass  on,  my  friend  ,•  we  came 
only  to  rescue  Max  Greyslaer,  and  we  will 
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hann  no  one,  save  those  who  interfere  in  the 
attempt  to  liberate  him/' 

And  adding  aloud  some  words,  which  were 
intended  as  much  to  r^;ulate  the  over-excited 
zeal  of  his  younger  followers,  as  to  repress  that 
of  the  daring  woodman,  he  dismissed  the  sub- 
ject by  giving  the  order  to  advance.  Throwing, 
then,  the  old  mill,  that  was  in  use  in  Sir  Wil- 
liam's time,  between  themselves  and  the  hall, 
the  party  followed  down  the  rivulet,  north  of 
the  house,  till  they  reached  the  little  bridge, 
memorable  for  Sir  John's  horse  having  fallen 
dead  upon  it,  while  spurring  vainly  to  reach  the 
bedside  of  his  dying  father,  a  few  years  before 
the  period  of  our  story ;  and  shortly  after,  the 
whole  band  entered  the  village  of  Johnstown. 

The  slumbering  inhabitants  Uttle  dreamed  of 
the  bold  deed  that  was  meditated  in  the  midst 
of  them,  as  the  conspirators  glided  through 
their  silent  streets.    The  party  reached  the  jail, 
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which  stood  in  rather  an  isolated  position  near 
the  south-eastern  comer  of  the  town,  and  no 
one  was  yet  disturbed.  They  drew  up  in  the 
shadow  of  the  building,  stationing  themselves 
before  an  iron  wicket  within  a  few  yards  of  the 
main  entrance ;  the  hunter  Bait,  at  the  instance 
of  his  leader,  advanced  to  the  outer  door,  to 
try  the  eflFect  of  a  parley  with  the  jailor.  A 
rap  with  his  ponderous  knuckles  upon  the 
oaken  door,  brought  only  a  hollow  echo  from 
within;  and  Bait,  after  vainly  waiting  a  mo- 
ment or  two  for  a  more  satisfactory  answer, 
applied  his  lips  to  the  keyhole. 

"  Mike,  Michael,*^  he  cried ;  "  Michael,  I 
say!  the  blasted  paddy^s  asleep.  Jake,  move 
hither  with  your  crowbar — softly  though — he 
hears.'* 

**  I  hear  ye,  ye  loon  ye  ;  what  the  devil  d'ye 
want  with  Mike  at  this  hour  of  the  night  ? — a 
murrain  upon  ye  I" 
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^  Mike,  my  good  fellow,  I  come  with  a  mes- 
sage from  the  hall,  and  you  must  let  me  in 
instantly/' 

"  From  the  hall,  eh,  ye  landloper  ?  I'll  hall 
ye,  if  I  get  hold  of  your  ugly  self  the  morrow. 
Sir  John  doesn't  aften  send  midnight  messages 
to  old  Mike  in  these  times ;  you've  come  on  a 
fooPs  business,  and  that's  your  own,  misther." 

'^  I  know,  I  know,  you  foolish  Mike ;  but 
there's  been  a  rising  below  of  the  whigs — I 
mean  rebels.  Torpy,  the  half  bred,  has  just 
brought  the  news  from  Caughnawaugha,  and 
Sir  John  wishes  to  move  young  Greyslaer  to 
the  haU  for  safer  keeping." 

"  Let  him  send  the  sheriff,  then,  or  a  sar- 
geant's  guard  of  his  Scotchmen ;  the  lazy  loons 
have  nothing  better  to  do  than  play  sodger 
there,  from  one  week's  end  to  the  other.  Deil 
a  bit  will  Michael  open  jail  till  he  does.  So 
clear  out  wi'ye,  or  I'll  unchain  the  dog  through 
the  wicket/' 
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As  the  sturdy  jailer  pronounced  these  words^ 
a  deep-mouthed  mastiff,  who  had  hitherto 
been  snuffing  impatiently  beneath  the  door, 
uttered  a  fierce  growl,  and  seeing,  with  the 
sagacity  of  his  race,  that  no  exit  was  to  be  had 
this  way,  ran  round  to  the  wicket,  and  com- 
menced barking  furiously  at  the  party  which 
was  crowded  near  it. 

"Curse  the  brute,"  said  Bait;  "will  no  one 
stop  his  mouth  with  a  pitch-fork  ?*' 

"  Bait,  your  profanity  would  bring  a  blight 
on  the  most  righteous  cause,"  said  the  leader, 
sternly.  ^*  Stand  back,  and  let  Jake  heave  the 
door  at  once  with  his  crow ;  no  time  is  to  be 
lost/' 

A  sinewy  mulatto,  whose  muscles,  long  ex- 
ercised in  the  toil  of  a  journeyman  blacksmith, 
seemed  to  have  assimilated  to  the  tough  mate- 
rial in  which  he  worked,  moved  to  the  spot, 
and  struck  the  crowbar  between  the  door  and 
the   lintel.     But  the  blow,  though  repeated  for 
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the  second  and  third  time,  seemed  to  produce 
but  little  effect,  until  his  master,  rushing  for- 
ward, threw  his  whole  weight  into  his  gigantic 
sledge  hammer,  in  the  same  moment  that  the 
mulatto  smnmoned  all  his  force  for  one  more 
effort.  The  door  went  down,  crashing  inward, 
while  poor  Jake,  who  pitched  himself  fairly 
within  the  entrance,  was  saluted  on  his  sconce, 
by  the  jailor,  with  a  huge  bunch  of  keys,  which 
would  have  crushed  the  skull  of  any  other  than 
a  negro,  and  made  Jake  measure  his  length 
upon  the  floor. 

^  Harm  not  the  faithful  Irishman,^'  cried 
Colonel  Fonda,  arresting  with  his  hand  the 
uplifted  hammer  of  the  blacksmith ;  ^^  the  brave 
fellow  has  only  done  his  duty/' 

**  Thank  yere  honour !"  answered  Mike, 
making  a  reverence  as  he  felt  his  heart  touched 
in  the  right  place,  and  quietly  submitting  to  be 
secured  by  the  overwhelming  force  which  sur- 
rounded  him ;    '*  thaift:  yere    honour  kindly. 

VOL.  I.  B 
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Rebel  or  no  rebel,  yere  just  the  gentleman  that 
Mike  would  take  service  under,  if  Sir  John 
was  not  a  kind  of  third  part  countryman,  and 
me  beholden  to  him  upon  the  top  o^  that,  yere 
honour,'^  added  he,  raising  his  voice,  as  the 
Colonel,  who  had  seized  the  jailer's  lantern, 
now  gained  the  top  of  the  staircase. 

"  Max,  my  boy.  Max  Greyslaer,  where  are 
you  }"  shouted  Bait.  "  Whistle  but  once  from 
your  perch,  my  young  hawk  o'  the  mountain, 
and — ah !  Jake,  your  tooth-pick's  just  the 
thing  P'  and,  interrupting  himself,  as  he  sud- 
denly clutched  the  crowbar  from  the  negro,  he 
dashed  in  a  panel  of  the  first  door  near  him, 
and  the  liberated  young  patriot  was  the  next 
moment  overwhelmed  with  the  congratulations 
of  his  friends. 

Elated  with  their  success,  but  still  conscious 
that  these  lawless  proceedings  might  recoil 
severely  upon  themselves,  the  band  of  whigs 
imanimously  resolved  to  seize  the  sheriff,  who 
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had  been  the  willing  instrument  of  the  John- 
sons in  depriving  Greyslaer  of  his  liberty,  and 
hold  him  as  an  hostage  for  their  own  safety. 
This  gentleman,  a  brave  and  zealous  loyalist, 
chanced  to  be  from  home,  passing  the  night 
with  his  friends  at  the  hall.  But  his  house 
was  left  in  charge  of  one  of  his  myrmidons, 
equally  determined  in  character  with  the  sheriff 

himself. 

This  redoubtable  fellow,  of  German  parent- 
age, and  who,  under  the  name  of  Wolfert 
Valtmeyer,  or  Red  Wolfert,  as  he  was  more 
generally  called,  became  afterwards  the  terror 
of  the  border,  was  a  hiuiter  by  profession  ;  and 
though  impatient  of  restraint,  reckless  of  tem- 
per, and  wholly  undisciplined  in  character  for 
the  ordinary  purposes  of  social  life,  he  was  well 
suited,  not  less  by  his  remarkable  strength  and 
activity,  than  by  his  hardihood  and  love  of 
daring  enterprise,  to  fill  the  station  of  a  bailiff 
among  the    frontier  community  aro\md  him. 

£  2 
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In  this  capacity  he  had,  in  fornier  years,  been 
frequently  retained  upon  emergency,  when  bis 
services  were  temporarily  in  demand;  but  the 
life  of  a  free  hunter  was  so  dear  to  him,  that 
he  could  never  be  persuaded  to  undertake  the 
permanent  duties  of  a  sheriff's  officer.  Indeed, 
the  love  of  his  personal  Uberty  and  freedom 
from  all  responsibility  was  so  strong  in  Yalt- 
meyer's  bosom,  that  it  seemed  to  leave  room 
for  one  only  other  sentiment — ^a  grasping  desire 
after  gold,  to  procure  him  immunity  from 
labour,  and  the  tree  indulgence  of  his  lawless 
pleas\ires. 

Wolfert  Valtmeyer  being  such  as  we  have 
described  him,  was  not  long  in  making  up  his 
mind  which  of  the  two  contending  civil  factions 
to  side  with.  For  while  property,  and  the 
consequent  means  of  rewarding  his  services, 
was  in  his  county,  chiefly  on  the  side  of  the 
tories,  he  was  already  indebted  to  some  leading 
individuals  among  this  party  for  rescuing  him 
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firom  punishment  as  a  felon,  and  conniving  at 
his  escape  to  a  distant  part  of  the  country. 
Rumours  of  his  death  were  subsequently  put 
in  circulation^  while  all  legal  investigation  gra- 
dually died  away  so  completely,  that  Valtmeyer 
now  ventured,  amid  the  confusion  of  the  times 
to  steal  back  to  his  old  haunts,  and  even  offer 
his  secret  services  to  the  magistracy  of  the 
county.  Though  the  difficulties  with  the 
crown  had  so  lately  commenced,  yet  he  had 
already  given  signal  proofs  of  his  zeal  in  sus- 
taining the  royal  cause;  nor  was  he  wanting  in 
courage  and  conduct  upon  the  present  occa- 
sion. 

The  house  of  his  principal  being  sufficiently 
hr  £rom  the  jail  for  Valtmeyer  not  to  overhear 
the  commotion  that  had  already  taken  place, 
he  was  awakened,  in  the  dead  of  the  night,  by 
the  angry  shouts  and  imprecations  of  the  crowd 
that  rushed  thither,  and  called,  from  beneath 
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the  windows^  for  the  sheriff;  but,  undismayed 

equally  by  the  suddenness  of  the  attack,  and 

the  strength  of  those  who  came  in  such  force 

to  assail  the    person   whom  he   represented^ 

Valtmeycr  only    greeted    the  uproar  with    a 

muttered  oath  or  two,  as  he  prepared  to  meet 

the  occasion. 
^^Heilige  Kreuz  Dormerwetter  i    but  I  will 

make  the  hide  of  one  hound  smoke  for  it  ;^' 
and  growling  thus,  he  leaped  half  naked  firom 
his  bed,  snatched  a  loaded  pistol  from  its  case, 
and  threw  open  the  window-sash.  "Now, 
verfluchter  Kerl,  look  well  to  thyself/'  mut- 
tered the  ruffian,  as  he  singled  out  for  bis  aim 
the  leader  of  the  party^  who  was  standing  in 
the  porch  apart  from  his  followers.  Raising 
his  voice  then,  and  at  the  same  time  imitating, 
as  nearly  as  possible,  that  of  the  absent 
sheriff. 

"  Is  that  you,  Sammons,*'  he  cried. 

"  Yes,''  was  the  prompt  reply. 


G&BT8LABB.  7^ 

^^Then  take  that  for  a  d d  burglarious 

rebdL'^ 

A  ball  whizzed  past  the  head  of  the  sturdy 
whig,  and  buried  itself  in  the  door-post  beside 
him. 

^  This,"  says  the  historian,  ^'  was  the  first 
shot  fired  in  the  Revolution  west  of  the 
Hudson.'^ 

Hioo^  happily  uninjured  by  the  bullet, 
yet  it  glanced  so  near,  that  the  patriot  leader 
recoiled  as  it  grazed  his  temples,  and  his  fol- 
lowers, thinking  that  he  was  about  to  faU, 
forgot  in  the  quick  thirst  of  vengeance,  the 
order  they  received  from  his  lips  an  hour 
before.  A  dozen  rifles  were  instantly  dis- 
charged into  the  open  window,  but  a  scornful 
shout  from  the  bold  tory  within,  told  that 
their  fire  was  ineffectual.  A  tumultuous  rush 
at  the  door  was  the  next  movement  of  the 
infuriated  crowd.     It  was  quickly  burst  open 
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and  the  fate  of  Valtmeyer  turned  upon  a  single 
cast.  The  foremost  of  the  assailing  party 
were  already  upon  the  stair-case^  and  making 
their  way  to  his  bed-room^  when  the  report  of  a 
distant  cannon  proclaimed,  that  their  volley  of 
fire  arms  had  been  heard  beyond  the  precincts  of 
the  village,  and  that  the  tones  would  soon  be 
upon  them. 

^^  Back  men,  back ;  heard  ye  not  our  signal 
for  retiring?  ^s  the  alarm  gun  fired  at  the 
hall,  by  Sir  John.  Bait,  Adam,  down  with  ye 
at  once !  Lansingh, '  Greyslaer,  call  off  our 
firiends,  or  we  shall  have  the  stark  Highlanders 
upon  us,  to  spoil  our  night's  work,  before  we 
regain  the  woods.*' 

^*  Don't  ye  hear  the  Major,  Squire  Dirk  ?" 
cried  Bait,  throwing  his  arms  around  that  rash 
youth,  who  still  attempted  to  push  through 
the  crowd,  and  mount  the  stairs  in  the  very 
teeth  of  the  order  that  had  just  been  given  by 
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his  leader ;  and  lifting  young  de  Roos  fairly 
from  his  feet,  the  stalwart  hunter  urged  the 
others  before  him  through  the  door,  and  was 
himself  the  last  to  retire  from  the  scene. 
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CHAPTER   V. 


EVENING   VISITORS. 


It 


Our  fortress  is  the  good  green  wood, 
Our  tent  the  cypress  tree, 
We  know  the  forest  round  us 
As  seamen  do  the  sea ; 
We  know  its  walls  of  thorny  vines. 
Its  glades  of  reedy  grass, 
Its  safe  and  silent  islands 
Within  the  deep  morass.** 

BRYANT. 


"  I  RAYTHER  gucss/'  quoth  Bait,  when  the 
party  had  all,  by  different  routes,  arrived  at 
last  at  their  place  of  rendez-vous  in  a  moonlit 
glade  of  tlie  forest,  "  I  rayther  guess  that  we've 
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stirred  the  game  right  in  airaest  this  night, 
and  the  best  thing  we  can  do  to-morrow  is  to 
commence  nmning  balls,  for  a  good  long 
hunt.'* 

^Our  sturdy  friend  speaks  truly,  gentle- 
men," said  the  leader  of  the  party,  gravely, 
*^  and  heaven  only  knows  how  the  *  long  hunt,' 
as  he  terms  it,  may  terminate." 

''Be  the  issue  what  it  may,"  exclaimed 
Greyslaer,  in  tones  of  deep  fervour,  while  his 
earnest  eye  kindled  with  enthusiasm,  ''  the 
game's  a  foot,  and  whether  it  lead  to  freedom 
or  the  grave,  we  must  henceforth  follow  the 
chase." 

**  Why  the  devil,  Max,  do  you  put  on  the 
phis  of  a  parson,  when  rising  in  the  lingo  of  a 
spi^rtsman  ?"  cried  the  gay  Derrick  de  Roos. 
*^  It  becomes  the  old  cocks,  who  have  drawn 
apart  to  prose  under  the  tree  yonder,  to  look 
sermons^  as  well  as  preach  them ;  but  for  us, 
man,  for  mettlesome  chaps  like  us,  why, 
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We  hantere  who  follow  the  chase,  the  chase 
Ride  erer  with  care  a  race  a  race 
And  we  reck  not,  &c,  &c. 

And  the  rattling  youngster,  to  the  great 
delight  of  old  Bait  and  some  of  the  juniors, 
and  the  equal  annoyance  of  Gre^slaer,  and 
other  more  thoughtful  members  of  the  party, 
ran  through  a  verse  or  two  of  a  popular  hunting 
song,  long  since  forgotten. 

"  Well,  Mr.  de  Roos,"'  said  Colonel  Fonda, 
coming  forward  from  the  group,  in  whose 
councils  Greyslaer  seemed  to  be  taking  an 
active  part,  from  the  impatient  glances  he,  from 
time  to  time,  cast  over  his  shoulder  at  the 
singer,  from  whose  side  he  had  in  the  mean 
time  withdrawn ;  "  well.  Sir,  we  have  deter- 
mined to  take  decided  measures  for  ascer- 
taining the  real  state  of  the  country  and 
putting  our  friends  upon  their  guard,  and  your 
father's  house  is  spoken  of  as  the  place  of  our 
next  meeting  on  Thursday  night.'* 
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^The  old  man  will  be  proud  to  entertain 
your  fiiendsand  mine,  Colonel  Fonda ;  and  yet,'' 
added  the  young  man,  with  a  degree  of  hesi- 
tation, that  shewed  more  considerateness  than 
might  have  been  expected,  from  his  conduct 
a  minute  before ;  ^*  Hawksnest  is  the  property 
of  my  fiither's  ward,  Max  Greyslaer  there ; 
and  afiter  what  has  passed  this  night,  an  overt 
act  of  rebellion  by  the  present  tenant,  in  har- 
bouring traitors,  as  the  tories  call  us,  might 
make  poor  Max  forfeit  his  acres,  in  case  the 
ministry  get  the  better  in  this  family  quarrel; 
some  of  the  grasping  rogues  begin  to  talk  of 
sequestrations  and  such  matters,  you  know.'' 

Greyslaer,  upon  overhearing  those  remarks, 
advanced,  and  whispered  to  his  friend ;  ^'  If 
you  be  not  qidzzing,  according  to  your  wont, 
Dirk,  I  congratulate  you  upon  the  reasonable 
gravity  which  your  speech  evinces.  But, 
gentlemen,"  he  continued,  raising  his  voice  as 
he  turned  to  his  other  compatriots,    I  shall 
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consider  your  confidence  withdrawn  from  me, 
as  one  unworthy  to  share  it,  if  the  hint  sug- 
gested by  my  firiend  de  Roos^  I  doubt  not  in 
all  kindness^  be  allowed  to  have  a  moment's 
weight  with  you.  My  honour  is  already  com- 
mitted in  the  cause  you  have  espoused ;  my 
life  I  here  pledge  to  it;  and  he  can  be  no 
friend  to  Max  Greyslaer,  who  holds  his 
fortune  dearer  than  his  life  or  his  honour  !" 

These  words,  not  less  than  the  spirited  tone 
in  which  they  were  pronounced,  terminated  at 
once  all  doubts  as  to  the  propriety  of  the  step 
that  was  meditated ;  and  the  discussion,  as 
well  as  the  events  of  the  evening,  seemed  at 
an  end.  The  hunter  Bait,  who  had  lounged 
about  the  while,  without  venturing  to  intrude 
nis  advice  upon  those  more  fitted  by  education 
than  himself  for  council,  now  lightened  up, 
and  shook  off  the  air  of  listlessness  that  had 
crept  over  him.  He  struck  the  butt  end  of  his 
rifle  smartly  upon  the  sod,  and  surveying  it 
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affectionately  for  a  moment,  as  he  held  it  thus 
at  arm's  length,  perpendicular  to  the  ground, 
as  if  to  catch  inspiration  from  the  gaze,  he 
with  becoming  gravity,  thus  delivered  himself: 
^^Well,   I   only  wanted    to  see  folks    get 
through  with  their  parrorching,  for  you  see 
I'm  no  great  hand  at  making  a  speech ;   I've 
been  here  to  your  public  meetings,  and  there 
to  your  public  meetings,  and  I  never  felt  in 
my  heart,  as  if  natur  called  upon  me  to  say 
anything ;  for  when  natur  does  call,  and  right 
in  aimest,  she  speaks  out  of  the  mouths  of 
hunters,  as  well  as  of  babes  and  sucklings. 
She    dos'nt  care,    I    say,  much,    when  she's 
right  in  aimest,  what  sort  o'  tool  she  works 
with ;  jist  as  Vve  seen  a  good  hunter,  who  had 
got   out    of  powder    when    ravin    distracted 
hungry,  bring  down  a  buck,  as  slick  with  a  bow 
and  arrow,  as  if  it  had  been  his  own  rifle,  and 
that  too,  when  he  had  never  used  the  ridi- 
culous thing  in  his  life  afore.     Well,  as  I  said, 
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I'm  tired  of  this  eternal  parrorching  about  the 
country^s  troubles ;  I  only  wanted  to  see  folks 
begin  to  make  a  real  thing  of  it,  and  then 
Tender  Tavy,  I  call  the  iron  crittur  after  this 
fashion,  gentlemen,  partly  out  o'  respect  to 
Miss  Octavia,  old  Deacon  Winegar,  the 
Tavern  keeper's  darter,  and  partly  because  the 
barrel  is  of  so  soft  a  natur,  that  I  chip  it  with 
my  hunting  knife.  I  say,  that  when  once 
there  was  a  real  rising  of  the  whigs,  then  this 
here  rifle — "  interrupting  himself  at  the  word. 
Bait  clapped  to  his  shoulder  the  reputable 
weapon  of  which  he  spoke,  and  glancing  along 
the  barrel  as  it  gleamed  in  the  moonlight, 
beckoned  with  his  fore-finger  to  a  shadowy 
figure,  that  stood  motionless  beneath  a  spread- 
ing chesnut  within  the  range  of  his  fire,  "come 
in,  ye  varmint,  come  in,  ye  lurking  mouser, 
from  old  nick's  pantry,  ye  pisoned  scum  of 
the  devil's  copper  caldron;  come  in,  ye 
scouting  redskin,  or  Tender  Tavy  shall  blow  a 
hole  through  ye." 
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''Kre  not,  Bait,"  cried  Greyslaer  and 
de  Roos,  both  leaping  at  the  same  moment 
before  the  levelled  gun ;  ^^  'tis  the  noble 
Oneida  Teondetha."  And  the  young  men 
boxmded  forward,  with  outstretched  arms,  to 
greet  their  Indian  friend. 

^  Bah  !  only  an  Oneida,"  said  the  rifleman, 
dropping  his  piece  in  a  tone  of  sullen  disap- 
pointment ^^  I  wouldn't  harm  the  boy,  pervided 
he  comes  as  a  friend ;  but  youngsters,  though 
ye  seem  to  be  so  mighty  fond  of  him,  when 
you  know  as  much  of  the  woods  as  old  Bait, 
youll  lam  that  the  less  one  has  to  do  with  an 
Injun  the  better.  Let  every  man  stick  to  his 
colour,  is  my  motto." 

The  momentary  flash  of  anger  that  distorted 
the  smooth  and  bland  features  of  the  Indian, 
showed  that  he  partially  understood  the  dis- 
paraging words  of  the  white  hunter ;  but  the 
disturbed  expression  passed  away,  as  the 
gentlemen  of  the  party,  unheeding  the  rude 
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remarks  of  Balt^  advanced  with  eager  cordiality 
successively,  and  gave  their  hands  to  the  new- 
comer. 

"  And  what  news  brings  my  young  brother 
from  his  people  ?''  said  Greyslaer,  addressing 
the  Oneida  in  his  own  language. 

^^The  song  of  evil  has  been  heard  in  the 
lodges  of  the  Ongi  Honevi.  The  Oneidas 
only,  of  all  the  six  nations,  have  shut  their 
ears  against  it.  Their  hearts  bleed  to  know 
that  the  rest  of  their  countrymen  are  bent 
upon  rooting  out  the  sons  of  Corlear  from  the 
land.  The  Oneidas  will  not  help  to  destroy  a 
people  bom  on  the  same  soil  with  themselves. 
Their  wise  men  say,  it  were  better,  at  once,  to 
extinguish  the  great  council  fire  at  Onondaga, 
and  thus  dissolve  the  league  of  the  Aga- 
nuschion.  The  Oneidas  are  unwilling  to  take 
up  the  hatchet  against  their  former  brothers, 
whether  red  or  white  ;  but  they  warn  you  that 
Thayendanagea  has  sold  the  Mohawks  to  the 
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Sagemash  King,  and  that  they  now  walk  with 

your  enemies/' 

**  What !  Brant  actually  up  in  arras  I"  ex- 
claimed a  dozen  yoices,  when  Greyslaer  had 
interpreted  the  information  to  his  friends. 

"  He  flits  along  the  border  like  a  foul  bird  in 
loent  €>£  carrion.  He  watdhies  the  smoke  of 
your  lodges ;  and  if  their  hearth-fires  be  un- 
guarded, he  will  swoop,  like  that  night-hawk, 
upon  your  women  and  little  ones/'  replied  the 
Indian,  as  a  dusky  bird  pounced  greedily  upon 
a  swarm  of  gnats  that  hovered  near. 

^The  wily  knave  must  be  looked  after 
instantly,  gentlemen ;  we  must  lose  no  time 
in  ooUecting  information  respecting  his  move- 
mentSy  and  determine  upon  active  measures  at 
the  next  meeting  of  our  friends.  But  as  yet, 
we  are  all  in  the  dark.  If  you,  Mr.  de  Roos 
will  take  a  scout  of  a  dozen  men  with  you, 
and  bring  us  some  tidings  of  this  dangerous 
diieftain,  it  will  give  more  shape  to  our  pro- 
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ceedings.  This  friendly  Oneida,  will  doubtless, 
with  Bait  and  some  of  his  comrades  volun- 
teer." 

^^  Axing  your  pardon,  Colonel,  Bait  don^t  go 
scouting  with  an  Injun  in  the  party.  Tender 
Tavy  doesn't  know  much  difference  atwixt  one 
copper  face  and  another ;  and  she'd  be  jist  as 
like  as  not,  in  a  dark  swamp,  to  mistake  that 
sleek  chap  for  one  of  Brant's  people,  and  go  off 
of  herself.  So  there's  an  eend  of  the  matter." 
And  the  woodman,  crossing  his  legs,  leaned 
moodily  upon  his  rifle,  with  an  air  of  dogged 
determination  to  which  there  was  no  reply. 

"  If  Bait  chooses,"  said  Greyslaer,  "  I  would 
rather  have  him  with  me,  as  I  shall  find  diffi- 
culty in  getting  my  company  together,  without 
assistance,  in  time  for  the  meeting." 

*^  I  don't  see  that,  Capting,  as  folks  are  now 
engaged  in  harvesting,  and  you'll  find  them 
pretty  much  here  and  there,  in  bunches,  help- 
ing one  another.    But  I  feel  sarcy-able  in  per- 
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suading  some  of  your  wild  chaps  to  come  along, 
that  I  guess  won^t  move  from  their  homes  at 
this  season  for  your  order,  no  how." 

^  For  God's  sake,  then,  go  with  Greyslaer, 
jou  self-wiUed  old  bear.  Let's  to  other  mat- 
ters, gendemen,"  cried  de  Roos,  impatiently. 

^  If  I  am  an  old  bear,  I  never  hugged  you  to 
harm  you,  young  squire,  when  I  used  to  carry 
you  as  a  petted  brat  to  see  me  shoot  pigeons 
from  a  bough-house ;  besides  lots  of  dandling  in 
other  ways,  that  you've  had  in  these  old  paws.*' 

"  True,  true,  my  excellent  friend,"  answered 
de  Roos,  good  humouredly,  while  with  diffi- 
culty restraining  a  laugh  at  the  ludicrous  words 
and  accompanying  gesture  with  which  the  stout- 
fisted  woodsman  concluded  his  mortified  appeal 
to  the  better  feelings  of  the  other,  ^^  I  spoke 
but  in  jest.  Bait,  or  at  least  too  hastily.  And 
now  carry  on,  boys,  carry  on ;  Kit  Lansingh, 
Helma,  Blucker,  Conyne,  which  of  you,  lads, 
are  ready  to  take  duty  under  my  command,  for 
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twenty-four  hours^  while  we  look  after  Brant 
up  by  Caroga  lakes." 

Twenty  voices  instantly  replied,  all  express- 
ing their  readiness  to  go  upon  the  scout ;  and 
De  Roosts  only  difficulty  was  to  select  from 
the  number  those  best  suited  to  such  an  ex- 
pedition. 

^^  Well,  gentlemen/'  said  Mr.  Sammons,  who 
was  only  the  temporary  leader  of  the  party,  and 
whom  we  ought,  perhaps,  according  to  the 
worshipful  custom  of  our  country,  still  to  dis- 
tinguish by  his  militia  title  of  Major,  "  I  be- 
lieve we  now  all  understand  each  other,  and 
had  better  disperse  to  our  houses ;  those  of  us 
who  live  near  will  see  if  they  cannot  furnish  a 
bed  to  our  friends  who  have  come  from  a  dis- 
tance on  the  good  errand  of  this  night.  Per- 
haps, though,  Mr.  de  Roos  proposes  a  night 
march  with  some  of  you  ?*' 

The  young  partizan  needed  not  the  hint  to 
spur  his  zeal,  but  warmly  seconded  by  his  fol- 
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lowers,  drew  off  at  once,  and  took  his  way 
through  the  woods  with  his  party,  trolling  as 
he  went  a  voyageur's  song  of  the  Mohawk 
boatmen,  in  which  his  favourite  slang  phrase 
leemed  to  make  the  burden  of  the  chorus. 

**  Cmttj  od,  cmrry  on,  'tis  the  word  that  will  bear. 
From  one  bright  moment  patsM  to  another  at  fair ; 
So  lift  the  canoe,  lads,  and  traverse  the  brake, 
Though  we're  leaving  the  river  we'll  launch  on  the  lake. 
The  portage  is  made,  boys,  the  forest  is  gone, 
Now  bend  to  your  oars,  carry  on,  carry  on.** 

The  low-voiced  chaunt  of  the  retiring  party 
soon  died  away  in  the  distance;  their  de- 
parture was  the  signal  for  breaking  up  the 
assemblage,  and  the  other  patriots  soon  dis- 
persed, the  majority  taking  their  route  towards 
Caughnawaugha,  and  others  moving  off  in  dif- 
ferent directions,  two  and  three  together,  until 
Bait  and  Greyslaer  were  soon  left  the  only 
tenants  of  the  spot. 
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^^  It  wants  yet  some  hours  of  dawn,  Capting, 
and  I  propose  sleeping  them  off  in  the  woods, 
because  its  the  best  way  of  getting  an  airly 
start  in .  the  morning.  And  we  may,  perhaps, 
have  a  good  deal  of  footing  to  do  about  among 
the  farms  on  the  off  settlements  to-morrow, 
afore  we  can  get  your  men  together.  But  this 
here  is  no  sort  of  place  to  camp  in  with  the 
trails  of  fifty  men  leading  to  it  on  all  sides. 
There's  a  dry  snale  on  the  other  side  of  yon 
hill,  where  one  of  my  old  shanties  is  probably 
yet  standing,  and  we^ll  jist  take  ourselves  there 
as  soon  as  may  be.  I  used  to  have  shanties 
like  this  all  about  among  these  hills  wherever 
my  traps  were  set,  though  none  so  near  the 
settlements  as  this,^^  continued  the  hunter, 
when  they  had'gained  a  rocky  dell,  where  the 
frame  of  a  wretched  wigwam,  partially  covered 
with  birch  bark,  was  discemable  to  Greyslaer 
after  he  got  within  a  few  feet  of  it.  "  You  see 
now,  Capting,   the  comfort    to   a   man — who 
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shanties  oat  as  much  as  I  do— of  having  a 
home  all  fixed  and  ready  for  you.  Here,  now, 
is  dried  venison  m  my  katchy  (cach^,  under 
those  leaves,  if  the  wood-mice  havenH  got  at  it. 
There,  too,  Pve  laid  away  some^ — ^but  dam 
diose  gnats^  I  must  make  a  smudge  afore  we 
do  anything  else/' 

With  these  words,  Bait  proceeded  to  strike  a 
light;  and  kindling  first  some  dry  leaves,  he 
scraped  the  moss  firom  a  moist  stump  near,  and 
covering  up  the  flame  with  the  damp  materials, 
the  thick  fumes  of  this  ^^  smudge'^  soon  caused 
the  insects  to  disappear. 

Greyslaer,  in  the  meantime,  had  stretched 
himself  upon  some  hemlock  boughs,  spread  out 
beneath  the  shed  of  bark,  which  was  barely 
ample  enough  to  keep  off  the  dews  of  night ; 
and  having  refreshed  himself  upon  the  fare 
which  the  himter  drew  from  his  cach^,  he  ob- 
served to  Bait,  as  the  latter  threw  a  fresh  hand- 
ful of  leaves   upon   the   smouldering    flame, 

VOL.  I.  F 
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^^  That  a  hunter's  fire  was  a  sort  of  company 
for  him,  when  passing  a  night  in  the  solitudes 
of  the  wilderness/' 

^^  Jist  the  best  sort  of  company  a  man  can 
have,  Capting,  if  he  would  exercise  a  firee  and 
independent  privilege  of  choosing  his  own. 
They  say,  you  know,  that  the  devil  hates  all 
flames  save  those  that  are  kindled  by  himself; 
and  in  my  hunts  among  the  wild  hills,  away  to 
the  north  of  us,  I  never  shanty  out  without  a 
large  fire,  even  in  midsummer.  I  may  be  kind 
o'particular  in  this  matter,  but  ever  since  I  got 
so  terribly  scared  five  years  ago,  I  always  love 
the  light  of  a  big  fire  to  sleep  by." 

Greyslaer,  instantly  suspecting  that  the  bluff 
woodman,  like  many  a  man  equally  bold,  was 
the  victim  of  superstitious  terrors,  asked  with 
some  curiosity,  what  it  was  that  had  thus  in- 
spired him  with  a  fear  of  sleeping  in  darkness, 
when  Bait,  after  a  preliminary  hem  or  t\i'0, 
thus  told  his  story : 
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^  Why,  you  see,  I  had  gone  dean  up  to 
Backet  Lake  to  make  out  a  pack  of  deer  skins 
for  a  Scotch  trader  at  Schenectada,  hoping  to 
get  a  few  beaver,  at  the  same  time,  on  my  own 
account.  Well,  I  might  ha'  been  in  the  woods 
a  week  or  more,  engaged  about  my  consams, 
when,  one  day,  after  trampoosing  over  a  pretty 
nnart  space  of  country,  looking  after  my  dif- 
ferent traps,  and  not  having  seen  a  single  deer 
through  the  live-long  day,  I  came  about  night- 
fall to  a  bark  shanty,  where  some  hunter  had 
made  a  pretty  good  camp  for  the  night,  and 
left  it  standing.  I  was  tired  and  disappinted ; 
and  as  I  hadn't  spirit  enough  left  in  me  even 
to  skin  a  chip-munk,  if  I  hadn't  a  found  this 
lodge  I  should  have  laid  myself  down,  like  a 
tired  hound,  and  slept  anywhere. 

^  But  now  I  began  to  think  that  all  sorts  of 
lack  had  not  left  me,  and  I  spunked  up,  and 
looked  about  to  see  how  I  could  best  make 
myself  comfortable  for  the  night.     I  had  shot 
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a  brace  of  ducks  during  the  day^  and  the  first 
thing  to  do  was  to  build  a  fire,  and  cook  'em. 
But,  as  I  had  left  my  hatchet  at  the  camp, 
from  which  I  started  in  the  morning,  thinking 
to  return  there  and  sleep,  it  cost  me  a  heap  of 
trouble  collecting  such  dead  branches  as  I 
could  lay  my  hands  upon,  and  dragging  'em 
together  before  the  shanty.  And  here  was  a 
pretty  how-de-do  when  I  got  em  there ! — the 
man  that  built  the  shed  must  have  been  a  bom 
iiateral,  to  choose  such  a  place  for  it;  for, 
instead  of  picking  out  a  patch  of  firm  airth, 
whereon  he  might  build  a  fire  judgmatically,  he 
had  laid  the  logs  right  doiMi  on  a  piece  of  deep 
mucky  soil,  made  up  of  old  roots,  rotten  leaves, 
and  sich  things  as  go  to  make  up  a  soil  only 
fit  to  raise  toadstools,  ghost  moccasins,  or 
timber  so  spongy  and  good  for  nothing,  no 
one  can  tell  why  natur  produces  it.  Well, 
true  enough,  his  fire  liad  burned  right  down 
four  feet  deep  into  the  ground,  through  such 
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truck  as  that ;  and  I,  of  consekins,  must 
^ther  remoye  the  shanty,  or  go  to  work  to  get 
rid  of  the  hole^  before  building  my  fire^  if  I 
expected  to  get  any  heat  from  it — and  the 
night  was  pison  cold,  I  tell  ye.  So,  having 
no  shovel  to  fill  up  the  pit  with  airth,  and  ne'er 
an  axe  to  fell  a  tree  across  it,  I  goes  mousing 
about,  in  the  dark,  after  old  rotten  stumps,  and 
fallen  trunks,  whose  mossy  wrappings  keep 
tliem  damp  through,  and  through,  the  year 
round,  and  slimy  roots,  which,  if  they  hadn't 
snakes  under  them  to  nibble  my  fingers,  while 
tearing  them  up  in  the  dark,  yet  felt,  for  all  the 
world,  like  rael  sarpents  in  the  handling.  All 
sich  like  truck,  that  I  could  lay  my  hands  on, 
I  managed,  with  pretty  hard  work,  to  drag  to- 
gether, so  as  nearly  to  fill  up  the  hole ;  and, 
placing  my  dry  wood  upon  it,  I  lit  my 
fire. 

^  Well^   after  eating  one  of  my  ducks,    I 
dressed  and  roasted  the  other  also,  so  as  to 
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have  him  ready  for  my  breakfast  in  the  morning ; 
and  then,  as  I  put  my  feet  to  the  fire,  and  laid 
myself  down  to  sleep,  I  felt  myself  right  com- 
fortable. I  slept  and  slept,  and  I  don't  know 
how  long;  but  it  must  have  been  a  pretty 
likely  nap,  howsomdever — long  enough  for  my 
fire  to  bum  so  low  as  to  get  pretty  deep  down 
the  hole.  But  the  first  thing  that  I  remember, 
before  I  waked  and  diskivered  that,  was  my 
dreaming  of  being  chased  by  wild  Injuns,  who 
came  whooping  and  yelling  after  me,  as  if  crazy 
to  get  my  scalp.  ^  Howh  !  howh  !  howh  V — 
the  sound  went  clean  down  into  my  ears ;  and, 
waking  with  a  start,  I  saw  a  pair  of  bright 
black  eyes  glaring  at  me !  Had  I  used  my 
own  judgmatically,  I  might  have  diskivered 
that  these  belonged  to  a  great  antlered  buck 
that  was  standing  with  his  fore  feet  fairly  upon 
the  ashes  of  my  fire,  which  made  his  eyes 
gleam  unnaturally  as  he  looked  straight  into 
mine.     But  half  awake  and  flurried  as  I  was,  I 
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snatxihed  up  a  brand,  and  flung  it,  with  all  my 
might,  into  his  face ;  and  then,  as  the  poor 
brute  scoured  off,  ^  howh  !  howh  I  howh !'  a 
pack  of  wolves  came  ravening  on  his  track — 
tramp  tramp,  I  heard  them,  nearer  and  nearer, 
until,  fifty  in  number,  they  dashed  furiously  by 
my  fire,  making  the  bushes  fairly  wincle  as 
their  black  troop  swept  howling  on. 

*^  Starting,  Capting,  I  trembled  like  a  leaf  that 
time,  I  did ;  until  the  opposite  mountain  threw 
back  the  last  shrieking  echo  from  its  side,  I 
don't  think  I  ever  knew  exactly  what  a  rael 
scaring  was  afore  that  night.  But,  since  then, 
I  always  keep  up  light  enough  to  let  inquiring 
varmint  see  that  it's  Bait  the  hunter  who  is 
sleeping  in  the  neighbourhood,  with  Tender 
Tavy  by  his  side.  What,  Capting,  snoring 
already  !  Well,  if  my  story  has  put  the  lad  to 
sleep,  it  hasn't  been  wasted  to  no  purpose, 
howsomedever.'' 

And  with  these  last  muttered  words,  after 
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mending  his  ^^  smudge''  with  a  few  handsfrill  of 
fresh  moss,  the  good-natured  hunter  lay 
down,  and  was  soon  dreaming  with  his  com- 
rade. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


PRBPARATI0N8  FOB  A  FOBAT. 

*<  Fiercely  they  trim  the  eretted  hair. 
The  Mngnine  hattle  staios  prepare, 
Aod  martial  g^ear,  while  over  all 
Proud  waves  the  feathery  coronaL 
Their  peftg  belts  are  girt  for  fight^ 
Their  loaded  pouches  slnog  aright* 
The  musket's  tube  is  bright  and  true. 
The  tomahawk  is  sharped  anew, 
And  counsels  stem,  and  flashing  eyes 
Betoken  dangerous  enterprise.*' 

YAMOTDBN« 

Lbt  us  now  return  to  the  wild  wood  scene 
of  our  opening  chapter.  The  events  recorded 
in  those  which  have  followed  it,  were,  as  the 
reader  will  readily  imagine,  the  tidings  which 
had  been  brought  to  Thayendanagea  by  the 
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Indian  runner.  The  daring  acts  of  the  whigs 
had  equally  awakened  the  indignation  and  the 
alarm  of  the  royalists;  the  message  from 
Sir  John  declared  the  country  to  be  in  a  state 
of  actual  revolution^  and  called  upon  Brant,  as 
an  adherent  to  the  government,  to  move  at 
once,  with  his  power,  to  its  support.  It  con- 
veyed too  some  slight  reproach  for  the  coolness 
with  which  he  had  hitherto  held  himself  aloof 
from  the  troubles  which  an  armed  force  might 
have  awed  into  quiet ;  and  hinted  that  the  best 
service  that  the  chief  could  now  render,  to 
approve  his  loyalty,  woidd  be  to  seize  upon 
some  prominent  disaffected  persons  of  the 
county,  and  hand  them  over  to  the  King's 
magistrates,  as  hostages  for  the  conduct  of 
their  friends  and  kindred.  The  heir  of  the 
Hawksnest,  especially,  was  mentioned,  as  a 
fierce  zealot  and  turbulent  young  demagogue, 
whom  it  was  well  to  remove  from  his  present 
sphere  of  mischief  as  soon  as  possible. 
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The  task  thus  enjoined  upon  Brent  was   a 
&Toarite  proceeding  with  the  tones  throughout 
Ae  war  of  the  revolution,  and  was  often  but 
too  successful  in  its  results.     In  the  province 
of  New  York,  hundreds  were,  from  time  to 
time,  suddenly  and  secretly  torn  from  among 
their  fiiends,  and  carried  away  to  captivity  or 
deadi.     Nor  was  there  any  feature  of  the  civil 
war,  during  that  painful  seven  years'  struggle, 
more  appalling  than  this ;  the  boldness  of  the 
act,  for  it  was  frequently  practised  in  the  most 
populous  districts  in  an  armed  neighbourhood, 
in  the  very  capital  of  the  province  itself,  struck 
dismay  into  the  families  of  those  who  were 
thus  abducted,  and  the  cruel  doubt  and  mys- 
tery whidi  shrouded  their  &te  was  not  less 
frightful ;  for  while  some,  with  shattered  con- 
stitutions and  spirits  broken  by  confinement, 
returned  from  the  prisons  of  Canada  afber  the 
war  was  over,  yet  many  were  never  heard  of  by 
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their  friends  from  the  moment  of  their  disap* 
pearanoe^  and  their  destiny  is  enigmatical  to 
this  day.  Nor  was  it  only  the  influential 
partisan  or  his  active  adherent  that  was  thus 
subjected  to  this  hideous,  because  secret 
danger ;  the  hostages — as  they  were  called — the 
victims,  as  tiiey  were  in  reality,  were  taken  like 
tiiose  of  the  secret  tribunal  in  Grermany,  from 
either  sex  and  from  any  class  of  society.  The 
homes  of  the  aged  and  infirm— of  the  young 
and  the  lovely,  were  alike  subject  to  the 
terrible  visitation. 

The  gay  guest,  who  waved  a  blithe  adieu  to 
tiie  friends  who  were  but  now  planning  some 
merry  meeting  for  the  morrow,  was  seen  to 
mount  his  horse  and  turn  some  angle  of  the 
road  in  safety  ;  but  the  steed  and  his  rider 
were  never  traced  afterward.  The  hospitable, 
festive  host,  who  left  the  revel  for  a  moment  to 
cool  his  temples  in  the  evening  air,  and  whose 
careless  jest,  as  he  passed  to  the  porch  without. 
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Still  rung  in  the  ears  of  his  impatient  friends^ 
never  again  touched  with  his  lips  the  glass  that 
had  been  filled  for  him  in  his  absence.  The 
waking  in&nt  cried  vainly  for  the  nursing 
mother,  who  had  left  it  to  be  watched  by 
another  for  a  moment. 

The  distracted  bridegroom  and  fierce  brother 
sought  vainly  for  the  maid,  whose  bridal  toilet 
seemed  just  to  have  been  completed,  when,  by 
invisible  hands,  she  was  spirited  away  from 
her  fiither's  halls. 

^  We  b^n  om*  career  of  arms  together  with 
a  painfiil  duty.  Captain  Brant,^'  said  Macdon- 
ald,  after  the  chief  had  expressed  his  deter- 
mination to  move  instantly  upon  the  settle- 
ments in  the  direction  of  Hawksnest.  ''  I 
think  I  have  heard  you  speak  of  having  been 
upon  fiiendly  terms  with  the  present  tenant  of 
this  property,  who,  if  I  mistake  not,  was  one  of 
your  nearest  neighbours  upon  the  river 
side-'^ 
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I  mefin  not  in  any  way  to  harm  old  Mr.  de 
Roos,  but  this  meddlesome  young  Greyslaer 
must  be  removed,  or  he  will  only  qualify  his 
neck  for  the  halter  by  stirring  up  more  treason. 
I  shall  attempt  to  decoy  him  from  the  house, 
or,  failing  in  that,  will  surprise  it  with  so 
strong  a  party  as  to  make  resistance  hopeless ; 
and  we  shall  merely  ruffle  the  nerves  of  his 
friends  a  little  in  seizing  the  springald,"  replied 
Brant  coolly. 

"  Are  there  no  females  in  the  family  ?" 
asked  the  European,  with  some  anxie- 
ty. 

"  Yes,  there  are  two,  a  pair  of  sisters,  mated 
in  love  as  the  kissing  blossoms  that  tuft  a 
single  twig  in  April ;  but  no  more  matched  in 
character  than  the  briole,  whose  lazy  nest 
swings  from  the  bough  beneath  him,  with  the 
eagle,  whose  majestic  wing  is  circling  yonder 
mountain. 

"  Yet  the  pale  girl,  whom  they  call  Tjnitie, 
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is  a  fidr  and  gentle  hdy,  and  her  kindness  has 
been  owned  by  more  than  one  woman  of  my 
own  kindred.  But  Afida,  that  queenly  stag- 
eyed  creatare — sorely^  Captain,  you  have  heard 
of  that  beautiful  and  haughty  Alida  de  Boos; 
she  for  whom  my  mad-cap  son  has  conceived 
so  strange  a  hatred/^ 

^  Of  which  of  his  sons  speaks  the  noble 
Thayendanagea  ?" 

^  Of  that  dark  and  dangerous  boy  whom 
Bradshawe  has  spoiled  by  encouraging  him  in 
his  wild  doings ;  of  him  who  nearly  compro- 
mised his  fiither's  honoiu*  and  a  chieftain^s 
name  by  consorting  with  the  ruffian  Valt- 
mcyer." 

**  Valtmeycr  ?  surely  this  is  not  the  lady 
whom  Valtmeyer  wronged  so  deeply,  where 
Bradshawe  saved  his  neck  from  the  gal- 
lows P' 

**  The  same.'^ 

**  I  have  heard  the  story/*  said  the  Scotch- 
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man  musingly ;  *'  I  have  heard  the  dreadful 
tale,  but  after  being  outraged  so  cruelly,  I 
should  have  looked  rather  for  her  resemblance 
in  the  fragile  fiuling  girl  of  whom  you  first 
spoke,  than  in  the  blooming  creature  you  des- 
cribe as  her  sister/' 

'^  Miss  de  Roos  was  scarcely  more  than  a 
child  when  the  affair  happened  ;  years  have 
passed  since  then ;  time  will  do  much  with 
sorrows,  pride  perhaps  more.  But,  if  you  had 
ever  marked  the  bright  and  glassy  glare  of 
Alidads  eyes,  you  would  have  thought  of  those 
whom  we  Indians  beUeve  to  have  become  the 
tabernacles  of  another  spirit  than  that  which 
first  possessed  the  body ;  and  such  a  spirit,  'tis 
said,  no  mortal  grief  can  overshadow/' 

*^  A  beautiful  superstition  to  assuage  the 
horrors  of  lunacy,  but  too  fanciful  for  truth.  I 
have  heard,  indeed,  of  men  with  souls  so 
haughty  that  they  would  never  entertain  a 
grief,  if  its  memory  were  linked  to  her  with 
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ihame  to  themselyes  or  lineage^  especially  if 
the  conscioiisness  of  unmerited  obloquy  or  the 
keen  hope  of  ultimate  revenge  buoyed  up  their 
sanguine  nature )  but  with  a  woman  of  blighted 
honour — '* 

^  Tou  may  hold  there,  Macdonald.  That 
proud  girl  could  never  be  made  to  believe  that 
aught  of  reproach  has  assailed  her  name; 
though  her  slim  sister,  they  say,  faints  at  the 
sound  of  Valtmeyer's  name,  and  has  pined 
away  £rom  the  moment  the  ruthless  villain 
crossed  Alidads  path/^ 

^  Good  God  1  was  there  no  brother,  no 
kinsman,  to  look  after  this  horrible  business  ?" 

**  Not  one,  save  the  old  father,  who  lived  so 
retired  that  the  story  never  reached  his  ears  5 
for  Alida  was  off  on  a  visit  to  some  friends  in 
a  distant  settlement  when  the  abduction  took 
place.  Her  brother,  young  Derrick,  then  but 
a  child^  was  with  Greyslaer,  his  father's  ward, 
at  school  at  Albany.     And  he  has  turned  out 


114  ORET8LAEB. 

such  a  fiery  fellow^  since  he  came  to  man's 
estate^  that  no  one  would  now  dare  to  hint  the 
matter  to  him." 

^^  And  had  the  family  not  one  friend  to  lift 
an  arm  in  such  a  quarrel  ?  And  yet^  indeed,  it 
were  a  delicate  business  to  meddle  with,"  said 
Macdonald,  doubtingly. 

*^  They  had  two/'  answered  Brant,  with  some 
hesitation ;  ^*  two  friends  to  whom  the  country- 
people  looked  for  dragging  the  offender  to 
justice.     One  of  them,  Walter  Bradshawe,  who 

was  said  to  be  wooing  the  young  lady,  at  the 
time.  But  he  never  moved  in  the  matter,  save 
secretly,  to  use  his  influence  in  Valtmeyer's 
fevour.*' 

"  The  base  mongrel !  And  what  said  men 
of  such  a  recreant  ?*' 

"  His  conduct  was  known  to  but  few,  and 
those  said  it  sprung  from  a  mean  spirit  of 
vengeance  for  having  been  rejected  by  the  lady. 
But  this  may  have  been   mere  calumny,  for 
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parties  were  running  high  at  the  time;  Brad- 
ihxire  was  never  popular,  and  being  a  candi- 
date for  public  office,  his  character  was  roughly 
handled/' 

**  Tou  have  said  the  de  Roos  family  had  two 
friends  they  might  have  looked  to.  Had  the 
other  one,  then,  no  influence  with  the  magis- 
tracy of  the  country?'' 

«  He  had,''  said  Brant,  again  hesitating,  with 

tome  emotion,  before  he  made  his  reply ;    ^'  he 

was  connected  with  them  both  by  alliance,  by 

political  position,  and  by  official  station ;    and 

were  not  the  honour  of  his  blood  involyed  in 

the  inquiry,  no  feeling  of  paternal  tenderness 

would  haye  preyented  him  from  cutting  off  his 

misbegotten    offspring    with    his    own   hand. 

And  yet  the  spirit  aboye,  knows  I  loye  that 

wayward  boy." 
Tlie  cfaiefbain  seemed  now  deeply  agitated 

for  a  moment,  and  then,  turning  suddenly,  so 

as  to  fix  his  eagle  glance  full  upon  the  eye  of 
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his  companion^  be  added^  in  a  stern,  and  almost 
fierce  tone — *'  I  have  answered  your  inquiries* 
Sir,  from  no  mere  prating  spirit  that  feeds  on 
an  idle  curiosity.  You  have  formed  a  sudden 
intimacy  with  Au-neh-yesh;  I  would  warn 
you^  as  a  gallant  soldier  of  the  King  and  a 
friend  to  the  Mohawk,  against  the  son  of  my 
own  bosom.  But,  though  the  unnatural  boy 
has  twice  attempted  his  father's  life,  yet  one 
whisper  that  attaches  infamy  to  the  blood  of 
Thayendanagea  will  bring  veng — ^'^ 

*^  Spare  the  threat,  noble  Sachem;  your 
secret  is  ever  safe  with  me.  I  cannot  be  too 
grateful  for  the  confidence  you  have  this  day 
reposed  in  me ;  yet  I  cannot  think  there  is 
anything  of  malignancy,  much  less  of  meanness, 
in  the  character  of  Isaac  Brant,  or  Au-neh-yhes, 
as  you  prefer  calling  him.  God  forbid  that  I 
should  attempt  to  palliate  his  unnatural  con- 
duct towards  his  father.  But  phrenzied  as  are 
the  passions  of  youth,  yet — '' 
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"Enough  !*'  said  the  chief,  in  a  tone  so 
emphatic,  as  at  once  to  cut  short  the  discus- 
sion; and  then  striding  forward  impatiently, 
as  if  to  get  beyond  the  reach  of  a  reply  from 
his  companion,  he  added  in  a  low  and  tremu- 
lous, but  still  distinct  voice  :-^ 

^  The  friend  of  Thayendanagea  will  bury  this 
subject  for  ever  in  his  own  bosom/' 

A  few  moments  afterward,  the  two  partisans 
reached  the  clearing  upon  the  Sacoredaga, 
where  the  principle  warriors  of  Brant  had  taken 
up  a  strong  position  in  an  elbow  of  the  river, 
fortifying  their  camp  with  mounds  and  pali- 
sades, after  the  military  custom  of  the  six 
nations. 

The  day  was  now  long  past  the  meridian, 
and  the  chieftain  lost  no  time  in  making  his 
preparations  for  a  movement  upon  the  settle- 
ments of  the  "  German  Flats'*  on  the  morrow. 
After  a  brief  harangue  to  his  followers,  he 
drew  out  a  select  band  of  warriors,  his  son. 
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Au-neh-yesh^  being  one  of  the  number,  for  the 
proposed  expedition ;    and  straightway  com- 
menced the  fantastic  pageant  incident  to  the 
setting  out  of  a  war-party  at  the  commence- 
ment of  an  Indian  campaign,  while  Macdonald^ 
surveying  the  spectacle  with  a  curious  eye,  was 
not  a  little  surprised  to  witness  the  almost 
childish  zeal  with  which  Thayendanagea  took 
his  full  part   in    the    savage  mummery.     A 
strange  and  bombastic  metamorphosis  seemed 
to  have  come  over  the  reasoning  companion 
with  whom  he  had  hitherto  been  acquainted ; 
so  changed  indeed,  did  the  whole  man   seem 
within  one  brief  hour,  that  the  wondering  Scot 
could   scarcely  recognize  in   him,  the  person 
with  whom  he  had  lately  walked  conversing. 

"  This  Mohawk,^'  said  Macdonald,  mentaUy, 
^'  with  all  his  talents  and  attainments,  can  never 
be  given  as  an  instance  of  the  capacity  of  his 
race  for  civilization.  The  man  seems  to  have 
two  natures ;  or,  rather,  the  artificial  character. 
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produced  by  education,  is  as  distinct  from  his 
Indian  nature  as  if  it  belonged  to  another 
person.  And  if  they  do  ever  mingle,  it  is  only 
as  I  have  sometimes  seen  the  blood  of  a 
European  veining,  without  suffusing,  the  cheek 
of  a  half-bred/' 

This  opinion    of     the    shrewd  Scotchman 
seems  to  have  been  subsequently  borne  out 
bj  the  singular  incongruities,  which  character- 
ized the  career  of  the  remarkable  person,  of 
wliom  it  was  pronounced ;  and  the  historian 
of  the  times,  still  hesitates  in  what  light  to 
regard  him,  who  is  described  by  many  of  his 
contemporaries  ^  as  a    mere    cruel,   coarse- 
minded  savage,''    at  the  very  time  when  the 
chief  enjoyed  the  friendship  of  some  of  the 
most  chivalric  hearts,  and    could    boast  an 
intimate   correspondence,  with    some  of   the 
most  polished  minds  of  Europe, 

The  sun  had  got  low  in  the  heavens,  by  the 
^e  the  warriors  were  all  arrayed  for  battie. 
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and  the  important  task  of  putting  on  the  war- 
paint was  concluded.  His  level  beams  shot 
through  the  tree-tops,  on  the  opposite  shore, 
and  glancing  luridly  upon  the  broad  stream,  that 
flowed  in  front  of  the  Iroquois  camp,  lighted 
up  a  grotesque  array  of  forms  and  faoea, 
mirrored,  in  every  variety  of  attitude,  in  the 
tranquil  river. 

"  Good !"  said  an  Indian,  who  had  just 
completed  his  barbaric  toilet,  and  still  lingered, 
surveying  the  result,  with  childish  gratification, 
in  the  tide  that  rolled  at  his  feet,  "  very  good," 
Squinandosh  is  a  great  man.  The  Sacondaga 
is  a  happy  stream,  to  reflect  a  face  so  terrible 
as  his.  Go,  river,  and  bear  his  image  in  thy 
current,  while  men  tremble  along  thy  shores, 
as  they  see  it  float  by.  Go  river,  and  tell  the 
great  lake,  into  which  thou  pourest,  that  thou 
hast  seen  Squinandosh.*' 

"Who    is    greater    than     Kan-au-gou ;'' 
cried  another,  rising  with  solemn  gravity,  from 
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the  position  in  which  he  had  crouched,  ^'  the 
bravest  of  the  men,  who  surpass  all  others. 
He  paints  not,  he,  to  make  his  features  terrible, 
but  to  hide  the  countenance  from  which,  if 
seen,  his  enemies  would  fly  so  &st,  his  bullets 
would  never  overtake  them." 

^'  Behold,  Au-neh-yesh  !  look  well  upon  the 
tall  one,"  said  a  third  warrior,  with  the  same 
Homeric  diffidence  of  self-praise.  '^  It  is  the 
blood  of  fifty  white  warriors,  that  besprinkle 
his  forehead.  I  hear  their  widows  and 
cbDdren  howling  after  their  scalps,  which  shall 
dry  in  the  smoke  of  his  lodge ;  but  what  hand 
can  ever  reach  up  to  the  scalp  of  him,  who 
walks  with  his  head  among  the  clouds." 

One  youth,  more  sentimentally  given,  seemed 
to  regret  only,  that  there  were  none  of  the 
softer  sex  present  to  yield  their  admiration  to 
the  gallant  figure  that  he  made,  in  his  own  eyes. 
Rejoicing  in  the  possession  of  a  bit  of  broken 
looking-glass,  this  animated  personage  paused, 
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ever  and  anon,  to  elaborate  his  toilet  with 
some  additional  grace,  as  he  strutted  about  like 
a  bantam  cock,  exclaiming :  *'  Where  are  the 
maids  of  the  Mohawk,  who  love  to  look  upon 
such  a  man  as  Le-petit-soldat  P  Where  is 
Tze-gevinda,  the  fawn-eyed  girl  of  the 
Unadilla?  And  she  whose  feet  move  like  a 
rippling  brook,  when  the  hawks'  bells  tinkle 
around  her  slender  ancles  in  the  dance,  the 
laughing  Ivalette  ?  Where  Waneka,  of  the 
willowy  form,  and  Chdrie,  whose  eyes  out- 
sparkle  those  of  Ononthio's  daughters  at 
Montreal?  Where  is  she,  whose  foot-falls 
leave  no  print  behind  them,  in  the  greensward 
or  snowdrift;  she  who  ste^s  upon  men's 
hearts,  they  know  not  whence,  or  how  ?  Where 
is  the  ^  Spreading  Dew  ?'  Let  each  of  them 
come,  look  upon  ^  Le-petit-soldatj^  and  sigh 
to  be  the  squaw  of  such  a  warrior/' 

'^The  little  Opossum  is  a  great  painter,'' 
added  yet  another  of  these  heroic  worthies ; 
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^none  but  a  medicine  can  find  out  his  secret 
for  mixing  colours.  Owanego  has  not  yet 
breathed  in  the  nostrils  of  the  man  that  is 
meant  to  kill  him.  This  island  has  but  one 
sach  warrior.  Who  but  '  the  little  Opossum' 
can  kill  '  the  little  Opossum  ?' '' 

As  the  night  closed  in,  they  lighted  their 
tordies,  formed  of  the  pitchy  knots  of  the 
yeUow  pine ;  and  their  barbaric  boasting 
grew  still  more  extravagant,  as  they  tossed 
them  wildly  in  the  war-dance.  But  here,  the 
demoniac  forms^  their  distorted  features,  and 
ferocious  gesticulations,  as  they  moved  in 
savage  measure  to  the  deep  roll  of  the  Indian 
dram,  gave  at  least  a  fiendish  dignity  to  the 
scene  in  the  eyes  of  the  European.  It  seemed 
as  if  the  yawning  earth  had  released  a  troop  of 
demons  from  below,  to  practice  for  a  while 
their  mad  antics  in  the  upper  air;  and  the 
Briton  shuddered,  as   he  thought  of  such  a 
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hellish  crew  being  let  loose,  to  work  their  will 
upon  his  rebellious  countrymen. 

There  was  a  heavy  rain  during  the  night, 
and  many  of  these  gallantly-apparelled  warriors, 
who  slept  in  their  war-dresses,  looked  sadly 
bedraggled,  after  an  hour's  march  through  the 
dripping  forest,  the  next  morning ;  but  their 
appearance  was  still  sufficiently  formidable,  to 
awaken  the  admiration  of  the  martial  Scotch- 
man ;  and  their  military  order,  their  silence, 
and  precision  of  movement,  in  obedience  to 
each  command  of  their  leader,  when  they  were 
once  fairly  started  upon  their  war-path,  struck 
him  as  characterizing  a  race,  who  were  soldiers, 
both  by  nature  and  education. 

But  among  no  martial  people  of  whom 
history  preserves  a  record  were  there  severer 
disciplinarians,  than  among  those  semi-civi- 
lized tribes,  which  are  known  by  the  generic 
name  of  the   Iroquois;    a   stem   and   stoical 
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people,  wbose  peculiar  institutions  and  Spartan- 
like  character — ^for  their  discipline  extended 
to  all  the  relations  of  life—  have  been  so  igno- 
rantly  confounded  with  the  loose  customs  of 
more  mercurial  races,  the  mere  barbaric  tribes, 
that  are  still  scattered  over  the  northern  and 
western  parts  of  this  continent.  Many 
indeed,  have  denied  the  superiority  of  the  Six 
Nations  over  other  aboriginal  races,  and  ques- 
tioned the  d^ee  of  civilization  which  they 
had  reached,  because  it  was  not  progressive ; 
because  the  era  of  the  revolution  found  them 
with  the  same  social  habits  that  are  ascribed 
to  them,  by  the  earliest  writers  who  make 
mention  of  the  Iroquois.  But  if  that  ano- 
malous and  remarkable  feature,  the  respect 
paid  to  women,*  among  them  were  wanting  to 

*  The  written  treaties  of  the  confederated  cantoni,  pre- 
lerred  among  the  goremmeDt  archirei,  always  open  with 
**^e  the  Sacbems  and  principal  woTnen  of  the  fire  nations/* 
Ac. 
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confute  this  position,  how,  it  may  be  asked, 
how  can  that  nation  be  progressive  in  civiliza- 
tion which  makes  war  the  end  of  all  its  efforts 
for  improvement,  instead  of  keeping  prepared 
for  it,  merely  as  the  means  of  preserving  the 
blessings  of  peace,  which  enconrages  agricul- 
ture, and  builds  granaries,  only  for  the  supply 
of  armies,  and  explores  the  navigable  waters 
of  a  vast  continent,  not  for  the  purposes  of 
trade,  but  to  secure  the  transportation  of  those 
mimitions  which  may  enable  its  forces  to  keep 
the  field  through  a  succession  of  campaigns  ? 
Yet  such  was  the  policy  which  enabled  the 
six  Iroquois  to  carry  their  conquering  arms 
through  every  region  that  is  now  comprehended 
in  this  wide  spread  union,  and  which  made 
them  formidable,  not  only  to  the  wild  tribes 
far  west  of  the  Mississippi,  but  to  the  French- 
man of  St.  Lawrence,  the  Englishman  of  the 
Chesapeake,  and  the  Spaniard  of  Mexico. 
The  Scottish  soldier  hstened,  with  thrilling 
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interest,   to  the  wild  and  warlike  tales  of  dis- 
tant forays^    as  Thayendanagea  beguiled  the 
marchy  by  dwelling  upon  the  former  glories  of 
his  people.     Their  religion  and  laws  were  fre- 
quently   the    subject  of  his  inquiries ;     and 
strange  and  uncouth  as  many  of  their  obser- 
yanoes  appeared  to  him,  he  had  travelled  too 
widely  over  the  earth,  to  judge  pecuUar  usages 
by  the  narrow  standard  of  his  own  national 
customs.      The  partisans  talked  next  of  the 
civil  war,  whose  out-break,   so  long  threaten- 
ing, seemed  now  at  hand ;   and  the  sagacious 
and    comprehensive   views    of  the  chieftain 
were  not  thrown  away  upon  his  experienced 
companion,  though  more  than   once  a  strange 
discord  was  struck  in  the  bosom  of  the  latter, 
by   the   ferocious    sentiments    that    gleamed 
through  the  polished  language  of  his  Indian 
comrade. 

Macdonald,  though  a  soldier  of  fortune,  had 
never  been  engaged  in  quite  so  disagreeable  a 
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business  before.  For  though  on  the  same 
side,  with  a  majority  of  his  Catholic  country- 
men, yet  there  were  great  numbers  of  Camero- 
nian  Scotch  acting  with  the  Whigs;  and 
Jacobite  as  he  was,  he  felt  that  there  was  a 
difference  between  battling  with  an  opposite 
&ction  at  Culloden,  and  cutting  the  throats  of 
countrymen,  who,  like  himself,  had  come  to 
find  a  peaceful  home  in  a  strange  land.  This 
not  unnatural  feeling  of  compunction  was 
brought  out  more  strongly  by  a  fierce  reply, 
which  Brant  made  to  some  observation  of  his, 
about  the  relations  of  friendship,  in  which  the 
chieftain  had  recently  stood,  towards  those 
with  whom  he  must  now  come  into  immediate 
collision. 

'^  And  what,"  said  the  Mohawk,  ^'  what  are 
private  ties  in  times  like  these,  when  those  of 
nations  are  so  rudely  severed  ?  Do  you  expect 
an  Indian  to  play  the  woman,  when  you 
white     men   have    forgotten   all    the  claims 
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of  blood,  and  kindred  in  this  strange  quarrel 
with  each  other?  If  the  wolf  devour  his 
own  whelps,  why  should  the  panther  spare 
them,  merely  because  they  are  tenants  of  the 
same  forest  with  himself  P' 

But  the  night  has  again  closed  in  around  us, 
and  the  prowling  Indian  has  reached  the  fold 
he  would  plunder. 
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CHAPTER   VII. 


THE    RIFLING    OP  THE    HAWK8NEST. 


« 


A  crash  !     TheyVe  forced  the  door,  and  then 
One  long,  long;  shrill  and  piercing  scream 
Comes  thrilling  through  the  growl  of  men. 
Tis  hers !" 

DAND. 


The  farmer's  homestead,  from  which  the 
estate  of  Greyslaer  took  its  name,  lay  upon 
the  banks  of  the  Mohawk,  immediately  at  the 
mouth  of  one  of  those  wooded  gorges  through 
which  the  tributaries  of  the  river  descend  from 
the  mountains  of  Montgomery,  to  unite  witli 
the  parent  stream.     The   broad,     low   caved 
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mansion  reposed  in  a  rich  alluvial  meadow, 
amid  a  clump  of  weeping  elms,  the  luzuriancy 
of  whose  foliage,  betrayed  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  brook  that  watered  their  roots ;  and 
which,  descending  impatiently  amid  the  copses 
of  hazel  and  wild  cherry,  from  the  upland  in  the 
rear  of  the  house,  glided  slowly  and  noiselessly 
through  the  green  pastures,  as  if  unwilling  at 
last  to  merge  its  current  into  the  broader 
stream  beyond* 

'^  Here,''  said  Thayendanagea  to  his  Euro- 
pean friend,  when  having  stationed  his  band 
in  the  underwood,  that  lined  the  sides  of  the 
gorge,  he  began  to  move  cautiously  towards  the 
house,  accompanied  only  by  Macdonald ;  '^  here 
is  the  Hawksnest  of  which  I  have  spoken,  and 
within  an  hour  we  will  clip  the  wings  of  the 
wildest  of  the  falcon  brood." 

The  two  royalists  now  approached  the 
house  with  the  most  stealthy  caution,  and  by 
glancing    from    one  outbuilding    to    another. 
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keeping  always  within  their  shadow^  they  at 
last  attained  a  position^  in  which,  screened  by  a 
trellice  covered  by  gourds  and  hop-vines^  that 
sheltered  the  cottage-Uke  porch,  they  could 
easily  look  into  the  low  windows  of  the  man- 
sion. 

The  scene  thus  witnessed  brought  so  vividly 
to  mind  the  recollections  of  his  early  home, 
that  the  British  officer  again  shrunk  from  the 
stem  task  in  which  he  had  consented  to  share. 
The  window  opened  into  a  large  room,  wain- 
scotted  with  black  walnut,  whose  dusky  panels 
were  relieved  here  and  there  by  the  glimmering 
of  a  brass  mounted  press,  or  an  antique  beaufet 
with  its  attendant  service  of  painted  china,  and 
other  furniture,  of  European  manufacture, 
which  had  probably  been  brought  irom  his 
fatherland  by  the  first  owner  of  the  dwelling. 
There  was  no  carpet  upon  the  floor  of  the 
apartment,  which  seemed  to  be  a  sort  of  hall 
or  common  sitting  room  of  the  family ;  and  a 
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large  ducking  gun,  supported  upon  a  magnifi- 
oentpair  of  antlers  over  the  fire-place,  with 
other  appointments  and  trophies  of  the  chase, 
indicated  the  predominant  tastes  of  its  cus- 
tomary male  inhabitants. 

But  there  were  traces  also  of  the  presence 
of  woman  in  this  rural  household,  in  the 
framed  needle-work  that  adorned  the  walls,  the 
vase  of  freshly  gathered  flowers  upon  the 
mantelpiece,  and  above  all,  in  the  general  air 
of  neatness  that  pervaded  its  simple  arrange- 
ments. Nor  did  Macdonald  long  doubt  to 
whom  Uiese  slight  but  indubitable  evidences 
of  feminine  taste  were  owing,  when  he  gazed 
upon  the  occupants  of  the  apartment.  These 
were  an  aged  man  and  his  two  daughters.  A 
white-haired  patriarch,  who  sat  a  little  aloof 
from  the  table,  at  which  a  slight^made  invalid- 
looking  girl  was  seated,  reading  aloud,  while 
the  other,  a  dark-eyed  luxuriant  beauty,  stood 
reeling  some  coloured  worsted  from  the  back 
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of  a  chair.  The  glow  of  healthy  the  purple 
light  of  youth^  the  pride  of  rich^  resistless  wo- 
manhood, seemed  all  mantling  in  the  cheek, 
and  animating  the  person  of  the  latter ;  and 
when  the  European  gazed  upon  her  haughty 
intellectual  brow,  her  mouth,  whose  ripe  and 
melting  soffaiess  was  still  redeemed  from  all 
weakness  of  expression,  by  something  wayward 
and  even  aspiring  in  its  smiles  ;  when  glancing 
from  her  white  and  exquisitely  turned  shoul- 
ders, just  touched  by  the  light  which  poUshed 
her  velvet  bodice,  he  looked  to  the  noble  con- 
tour of  her  person,  brought  out,  as  it  was  by 
the  position  in  which  she  stood,  with  one  fairy 
foot  upraised  upon  the  lower  rung  of  the  chair 
before  her,  the  portrait  of  more  than  one  proud 
dame  of  princely  courts  rose  freshly  radiant  to 
his  view;  while  the  pale  passionless  looking 
girl,  upon  whom  the  old  father  gazed  with  eyes 
of  such  affectionate  interest,  seemed  the  far 
fitter  tenant  of  an  abode  so  obscure. 
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'^  It  is,  indeejy  a  cruel  dnty^  Sachem^  to  dis- 
turb such  a  home  as  that,''  be  whispered  to 
hb  companiou. 

"^  Tes,  but  still  it  is  a  duty/'  muttered  the 
Indian,  sternly. 

^^  And  yet  not  necessarily  ours  to-night;  the 
young  man  whom  you  seek  is  evidently  not  at 
home ;  for  see,  now,  the  tall  girl  has  laid  aside 
her  work;  they  are  preparing  for  family 
prayers  ;  yet  Greyslaer  is  still  absent/' 

^  Speak  lower,"  said  Brant,  in  a  suppressed 
tone,  which  sounded  like  the  hissing  of  a  ser- 
pent in  the  ear  of  the  other.  '^  That  tall  girl 
could  wield  the  souls  of  a  hundred  rebels  with 
her  eyes  !  She  must  be  placed  out  of  the  way, 
till  these  fanatic  boys  of  the  same  traitorous 
household  recover  their  senses.  Nay,  murmur 
not  at  this  decision — a  hair  of  her  head  shall 
not  be  injured.  But,  hist!  what  noise  is 
that  P'  he  added,  turning  round  as  he  retired  a 
few  paces  from  the  trellis,  which  interposed 
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its  leafy  curtain  between  him   and  ihe    win- 
dow. 

"  It  is  only  some  of  your  followers ;  you  told 
them  to  approach  for  ihe  seizure  the  moment 
that  the  rising  moon  should  cast  her  first  beam 
above  yon  clump  of  maples/^ 

*'  Yes^  but  she  lacks  a  hand's  breadth  of 
gaining  the  top  of  the  sugar  bush^  and  that 
tramp  was  never  made  by  an  Indian  mocassin.'^ 

As  the  chieftain  spoke,  the  sharp  crack  of  a 
rifle,  followed  instantly  by  the  wild  whoop  of 
Indian  warfare,  rang  out  on  the  night  air,  while 
a  young  warrior,  whose  approach  had  been 
hitherto  unobserved  by  Thayendanagea  himself, 
stood  suddenly  before  them. 

"  A  party  of  Corlear's  fighting  men  !  but  we 
outnumber  them.  Our  warriors  sent  me  to 
ask  leave  to  fight ;  but  the  foe  has  stirred  their 
covert  before  the  message  could  reach  my 
father.*' 

"  And  where  was  Au-neh-yesh,  not  to  know 
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of  their  approach  ?"  fiercely  asked  the  chief  of 
his  son,  in  their  own  language. 

^  Au-neh-yesh  watched  upon  the  hills  above 
the  waterfall ;  Ran-au-gow  on  the  fields  below. 
The  sons  of  Corlear  came  up  the  bed  of  the 
ronning  water,  and  Elan-au-gou  must  have 
mistaken  the  plashing  of  footsteps  on  one  side 
for  the  ripple  of  waters  on  the  other." 

"  It  is  well;  let  our  people  stand  fast  till 
tihey  hear  my  signal  firom  the  hill  behind  them, 
and  then  disperse  as  best  they  may.'' 

The  chieftain  spoke,  and  Au-neh-yesh  disap- 
peared on  the  instant.  And  now.  Captain 
Macdonald,''  said  Brunt,  '^  we  have  not  a  mo- 
ment to  lose  in  securing  our  captive,  while  my 
young  men  keep  the  rebels  at  bay.  Nay,  I 
pledge  myself  to  the  girl's  safety,^'  he  added, 
with  a  gesture  of  impatience,  observing  still 
symptoms  of  reluctance  in  his  coadjutor. 

But  the  feat  so  often  afterwards,  during  the 
war,  accompUshed  by  Brant,  with  such  con- 
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summate  address^  was  fated,  in  the  present 
instance,  to  a  more  serious  result  than  could 
have  been  anticipated. 

Of  the  different  parties  of  whigs,  who,  ac- 
cording to  previous  concert,  were  to  rendez- 
vous at  the  Hawksnest  this  evening,  that  of 
Greyslaer  was  the  only  one  which,  for  reasons 
that  will  be  hereafter  mentioned,  moved  to 
the  proposed  conference.  It  was  well  that 
the  band  was  better  armed  and  better  ordered 
than  were  most  yeomanry  corps  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  civil  struggle,  and  that  they 
were  commanded  by  one  who,  on  this  night, 
gave  as  signal  proofs  of  his  quickness  of  re- 
source and  ability  as  a  partisan  soldier,  as  he 
had  formerly  shown  evidence  of  high  moral 
courage  upon  the  occasions  we  have  already 
noticed. 

The  twenty-four  hours  which  had  elapsed 
since  his  deUverance  from  the  myrmidons  of 
Sir  John   Johnson,  Greyslaer   knew  afforded 
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sufficient   time  for   that   vigilant   loyalist    to 
obtain  information  of  die  proceedings  of  the 
patriot  party^  and  to  adopt  measures  to  prevent 
the  proposed  meeting.     This^  in  the  excited 
state  of  popular  feeling,  could  scarcely  be  ef- 
fected by  an  open  exercise  of  his  authority  as 
a  magistrate,  a  stroke  of  address  in  seizing  the 
rebel  ringleaders,  or  the  cutting  off  the  diffe- 
rent parties  in  detail ;  by  waylaying  them  on 
their  approach  to  the  rendez-vous  seemed  the 
only  movement  that  could  serve  his  purpose. 
Fearful,  therefore,  of  an  ambuscade,  Greyslaer 
had  exercised  the  greatest  caution  in  approach- 
mg  the  scene  of  danger. 

Marching  warily  along  the  banks  of  the 
river,  until  he  came  within  half  a  mile  of  his 
destination,  he  had  turned  aside  upon  reaching 
the  mouth  of  the  tributary  before  mentioned ; 
and,  making  the  bed  of  the  smaller  stream  his 
highway,  had  struck  inland  towards  the  hill, 
so  as,  by  a  serpentine  course,  to  approach  the 
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house  from  the  rear.  These  precautions,  how- 
ever, would  only  have  served  to  throw  him 
into  the  midst  of  Brant's  party,  which,  intent 
upon  the  operation  which  had  brought  their 
chiefs  to  the  spot,  lay  concealed  upon  the 
banks  of  the  brook  where  it  first  descended  to 
the  lowlands,  if  the  military  foresight  of  the 
young  partisan  had  not  added  another  safe- 
guard to  his  march  by  throwing  out  a  picket 
upon  either  side  of  the  stream. 

The  worthy  Bait,  who  chanced  to  be  one 
of  the  two  persons  detailed  upon  this  duty, 
used  always  to  quote  his  deeds  of  this  night  in 
illustration  of  a  favourite  assertion  of  his,  that 
a  true  woodsman  always  knew,  by  instinct, 
when  an  Indian  was  within  fifty  yards  of  him. 
Certain  it  is,  that  he  had  not  proceeded  in  ad- 
vance of  his  comrades  a  hundred  yards  up  the 
stream,  when  a  faint  whistle,  like  that  of  a 
woodcock  settling  in  a  cornfield  when  a  sum- 
mer shower  has  lured  him  from  his  favourite 
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morass,  caused  an  instant  halt  of  his  party. 
The  call  was  answered  by  an  Indian,  who, 
rising  slowly  from  a  brake,  showed  his  shaven 
crown  for  a  moment  in  the  moonlight,  and 
then  slunk  back  to  his  cover,  as  if  having,  for 
the  instant,  mistaken  the  call  of  a  real  bird  for 
the  signal  of  some  comrade  come  to  relieve 
him  at  his  post. 

Some  three  minutes  were  now  passed  by 
Gfreyslaer's  party  in  breathless  attention  for 
another  signal.  These  were  so  skilfully  em- 
ployed by  the  woodsman  in  gliding  towards 
his  foe,  that  they  measured  the  mortal  exis- 
tence of  the  unhappy  Indian.  A  short  and 
desperate  struggle,  a  smothered  cry,  and  the 
crashing  of  branches,  as  a  heavy  body  rolled 
tlirough  the  thicket  into  the  water,  finished  the 
career  of  the  warrior  Kan-au-gou. 

"  Thank  your  stars,  boys,  that  your  lives 
are  not  trusted  to  such  a  stupid  lout  as  that," 
whispered  Bait,  joining  his  party  the  next  ins- 
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tant.  ^*  Capting,  that  chap  was  painted  for  a 
war  party,  and  you  may  depend  there  is  more 
Vermillion  in  the  neighbourhood.  The  red 
devils  must  be  beyond  the  rifts  upon  the  hill 
above  us ;  God  knows  how  many  of  'em,  but 
the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  change  oiur 
course,  and  strike  straight  through  the  fields 
to  the  homestead,  where  we  can  stand  a  siege 
— ^if  the  worst  come  to  the  worst." 

Greyslaer  nodded  approval,  and  instantly 
gave  the  necessary  order,  while  his  men  si- 
lently deployed  from  the  bed  of  the  stream, 
and  ascended  the  bank,  preparatory  to  making 
a  swift  movement  across  the  meadows  to  the 
house.  Two  fields,  separated  by  a  high  rail 
fence,  laid  "  worm  fashion,'*  intervened  between 
them  and  the  homestead,  and  it  was  the  sound 
of  their  feet,  in  running  across  the  first  field, 
which  caught  the  quick  ear  of  Thayendanagea, 
and  in  the  same  moment  alarmed  his  ambushed 
followers.     Au-neh-yesh,  by  the  order  of  one 
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of  the  chiefs,  had  bounded  off,  on  the  instant, 
to   commimicate   with'  the   Sachem,  and   had 
nearly  reached  the  house    when    casting  his 
eyes  behind  him,  he  beheld  Greysker's  party 
in  the  act  of  surmounting  the  division  fence 
we    have   mentioned.      Without   waiting    to 
select  his  man,  he  instantly  fired  upon  them, 
and  the  shot  produced  at  once  the  effect  in- 
tended by  the  keen-witted  savage.    The  whites 
finding  themselves  thus  attacked  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  house,  deemed  that  it  was  already 
in  the  possession  of  the  enemy*    They  faltered 
in  Uieir  advance,  and  then  as  a  tumultuous 
yell  burst  from  the  thickets  on  their  flank,  they 
ibnned  in  the  angles   of  the  serpentine  fence 
^  the  nearest  cover  at  hand,  and  poured  their 
be  upon  the  advancing  foe.     The  Mohawks 
recoiled  on  the  instant,  and  both  parties  lay 
now  protected  by  their   cover,  with  a  broad 
sWp  of  moonUt  meadow  between  them,  into 
^hich  both  were  afiraid  to  venture,  contenting 
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themselves  with  keeping  up  a  dropping  fire 
upon  each  other,  as  the  gleam  of  weapons 
betrayed  here  and  there  an  object  to  aim  at. 

The  situation  of  Greyslaer's  party  seemed 
now  precarious  in  the  extreme.  "  The  red- 
skins are  surrounding  us^  Captain^''  said  one  of 
the  brave  but  undisciplined  yeomanry.  "  We 
had  better  back  out  by  crawling  in  the  shadow 
of  the  fence,  to  the  bushes  on  the  river-side  in 
our  rear.'* 

"  Rayther,"  said  another,  "  let  us  go  ahead, 
and  make  a  clean  thing  of  it,  by  charging 
through  the  varmint  in  front,  and  gain  the 
heavy  timber  in  their  rear.'* 

**  Now,  my  say  is,  boys,"  quoth  Bait,  "  just 
to  do  neither  one  nor  t'other.*' 

"  What,  then,  do  you  counsel.  Bait ;  for  we 
cannot  long  maintain  ourselves  where  we  lie, 
if  the  Indians  are  in  any  strength,"  said  Grey- 
slaer. 

"  Why,  the  business  is  a  bad  one,  anyhow 
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you  can  fix  it,  Capting ;  but  I  think  I  under- 
stand the  caper  on't.     Don't  you  see — saire 
you  righ^  Bill ;  I  told  you  they^d  spile  that  hat 
afore  the  night  was  over,  if  you  would  pop  up 
your  head  above  the   rider  instead  of  firing 
atween  the  rails — don't  you  see  that  we've  only 
had  one  shot  firom  the  house,  while  the  old 
fence  is  already  pretty  well  riddled  firom  the 
hiU  side.    Well— elevate  a  little  lower,  Adam, 
if  ifs  that  skulking  fellow  by  the  big  elm  you^r 
trying  for— well,  then,  as  I  was  sa3^g,  it's 
pretty  easy  to  guess  where  the  strength  of  the 
redskins  must  Ue ;  and  I  don't  see  that  we  can 
do  better  than  streak  it  right  ahead  for  the 
bouse,  and  trust  to  legs  and  luck  for  getting 
safe  into  it." 

'Hie  suggestion  was  too  much  in  accordance 
^th  Greyslaer*s  feelings  not  to  be  eagerly 
^^ht  at  by  him.  Indeed,  so  overpowering 
^^  his  anxiety  for  the  beloved  inmates  of  the 
Mansion,  that  nothing  but  considerations  of 
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duty  toward  the  party  who  had  trusted  them- 
selves to  his  guidance,  had  hitherto  prevented 
him  from  dashing  forward  io  his  destination  at 
all  hazards.  But  if  he  had  still  hesitated  as  to 
the  course  to  adopt  in  the  present  exigency^ 
all  doubt  as  to  his  movements  was  at  once 
dispelled  in  the  moment  that  Bait  finished 
speaking. 

A  sound  of  terror,  the  shriek  of  women  in 
distress,  with  the  hoarse  cry  of  age  imploring 
mercy  and  assistance,  rose  suddenly  from  the 
dwelling,  chilling  the  blood  of  some,  and 
making  the  pulses  of  others  leap  with  mad  and 
vengeful  impatience. 

And  it  was  then  that,  bursting  simultane- 
ously from  their  cover,  the  red  man  and  the 
white  could  be  seen  urging  their  way  with  rival 
fleetness  towards  the  same  goal,  for  the  mo- 
ment apparently  regardless  of  each  other's 
neighbourhood ;  pausing  not  to  strike  down  a 
competitor  in  the  race,  but  striving  only  who 
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first  could  reach  the  bourne.  The  one  thirst- 
ing to  share  in  the  massacre  that  seemed  in  the 
act  of  perpetration ;  the  other  burning  with 
fierce  impatience  to  arrest  or  avenge  the 
butchery  of  his  friends. 

A  light  and  agile  youth,  a  fair-haired  boy  of 
sixteen,  was  the  first  that  gained  the  door  of 
the  mansion  ;  but  even  as  he  planted  his  foot 
upon  the  threshold,  his  head  was  cloven  asun- 
der by  an  Indian  tomahawk,  and,  with  limbs 
quivering  in  death,  his  body  rolled  down  the 
iteps,  while  the  exulting  savage  who  dealt  the 
blow  leaped  over  it  brandishing  his  fatal 
weapon.  But  his  triumph  was  short.  Grey- 
ilaer  was  close  upon  him,  and,  as  he  strained 
every  nerve  in  rushing  forward,  he  came  with 
his  drawn  rapier  so  impetuously  upon  the 
Indian,  that  the  point  was  driven  through  his 
back  deep  into  the  panel  of  the  door,  which 
burst  open  from  the  shock. 

Leaving  his  friends,  for  the  moment,  to  make 
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good  their  entrance  as  best  they  could^  by  op- 
posing their  hunting-knives  and  clubbed-rifles 
to  the  tomahawks  and  maces  of  the  Indians, 
who  instantly  mingled  with  them  in  wild  m^l^ 
around  the  porch,  Greyslaer  rushed  forward  to 
the  sitting-room  of  the  family.  He  shrunk 
aghast  at  the  sight  of  horror  which  told  him 
that  he  came  too  late. 

The  master  of  the  house  lay  stunned  and 
senseless  upon  the  floor.     Alida — the  beautiful 
Alida — had  disappeared;    but  her  fair-haired 
sister  lay  weltering  in  her  blood,  while  a  gash 
across   her   forehead,   with  the   tangled  locks 
drawn  backward  from  her  brow,  and  the  print 
of  gory  fingers  fresh  upon  the  golden  tissue, 
called  Greyslaer's  eye  to  a  savage  who  shook 
his  scalping*  knife  at  him  with  a  hideous  grin  of 
disappointed  malice  as  he  sprang  through  the 
open  window.     But  there  was  no  time  now  for 
grief  to  have  its  way.     The  din  of  conflict  still 
rose  fresh  behind  him,  and  Greyslaer  turned  to 
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the  succour  of  his  friends  whotn  it  might 
avail. 

^*  Powder,  powder,  Capting  !*'  shouted  Bait, 
who  this  moment  presented  himself.  "  There's 
a  big  redskin  keeping  three  of  our  men  at  bay 
with  his  tomahawk;  I  must  rise  him  up  at 
onoe,  to  give  the  rest  an  opportunity  of  making 
a  rush  from  the  out-house :  our  best  men  are 
still  outside.  Bedlow  and  Boonhoven  are  both 
down ;  but  big  Hans,  the  miller,  yet  holds  the 
door  stoutly,  and  Bill  Stacey  has  gone  up  with 
his  axe  to  drop  the  gutter  from  the  eaves  upon 
the  redskins  that  are  hammering  at  the  win- 
dows. Ah  !  there's  the  tool  for  my  purpose,^* 
he  added,  seizing  the  ducking-gun  from  the 
chimney,  and  throwing  down  his  half-loaded 
rifle;  while  Greyslaer  had,  in  the  meantime, 
secured  the  window,  through  which  the  feroci- 
ous Au-neh-yesh  had  a  moment  before  made 
his  entrance  and  escape. 

Greyslaer  now  rushed  to  support  the  man 
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who  was  holding  the  door  agunst  odds  so 
stoutly;  while  Bait  ascended  the  staircase, 
freshly  priming  the  ducking-gun,  and  adding  a 
handful  of  buckshot  to  the  already  heavily 
charged  piece  as  he  went.  He  gained  a  win- 
dow in  the  same  moment  that  Greyslaer,  sally- 
ing out  from  the  house  sword  in  hand,  cut 
down  the  sturdy  warrior  for  whom  Bait  had 
prepared  his  charge.  A  dozen  Mohawks  in- 
stantly rushed  forward  to  avenge  the  fall  of 
their  comrade.  But  the  heavy  piece  of  Bait 
did  good  service  in  the  moment,  or  Greyslaer's 
career  would  have  been  cut  short  for  ever.  A 
shower  of  buckshot  drove  them  quickly  to  re- 
gain their  cover. 

"  Now,  boys,*'  shouted  the  woodsman,  "make 
a  rush  for  the  house,  while  the  red  devils  digest 
that  peppering.'^ 

The  handful  of  out-lying  whites  did  not 
wait  for  the  invitation  to  be  repeated,  but 
rushed  pell-mell  within  the  patch  so  furiously, 
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as  to  bear  down  each  other  in  the  hall3  while 
the  sturdy  miller  made  a  liberal  use  of  his  foot 
in  pushing  aside  their  bodies  while  shutting 
the  heavy  oaken  door. 

Furious  at  being  thus  foiled,  the  brave 
Mohawks  made  a  simultaneous  rush  towards 
the  entrance,  when,  at  that  instant,  the  rude 
and  ponderous  gutter,  loosened  from  the  eaves, 
descended  with  a  crash  upon  their  heads ;  and, 
with  a  wild  howl  of  grief  and  dismay,  the  sur- 
Tivors  of  their  party  drew  off  their  wounded 
and  disabled  comrades,  and  left  the  stout 
yeomen  masters  of  the  field. 


BOOK  SECOND. 


THE  CAPTIVES. 


**  Send  forth  your  woodmen  then  into  the  walks 
Or  let  them  prick  her  footing  hence." 

Ben  Jotuon. 

"  This  lady  in  the  blossom  of  my  youth. 
When  my  fire  knew  no  adulterate  incense 
Nor  I  no  way  to  flatter  hut  my  fondness. 
In  the  best  language  my  true  tongue  could  utter 
And  all  the  broken  sighs  my  sick  heart  lend  me 
I  sued  and  serred— long  did  I  love  this  lady.** 

Moftinger, 


H  3 
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CHAPTER  I. 


THE    RUINED    HOMESTEAD. 


'*  The  father  gused  in  anguish  wild, 
He  pressed  the  bosom  of  his  child : 
Tliere  beat  no  pulse  of  life.'* 

YAMOYDBN. 

The  human  heart  has  no  more  bitter  grief 
than  that  which  springs  from  the  recollection  of 
unkindness  toward  those  who,  loving  us  when 
living,  are  now,  by  the  barriers  of  the  grave, 
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placed  for  ever  beyond  the  reach  of  our  re- 
morseful recollection. 

But  love — whether  it  be  the  love  of  kindred, 
or  the  wilder,  warmer  passion,  that  more 
generally  bears  that  name,  is  ever  humble  to 
self- chiding  when  absent  from  its  object.  The 
heart  then  forgets  the  frailties  that  may,  at 
times,  have  shaken  its  esteem ;  it  softens  in 
degree  the  faults  which  have  so  severely  tried 
its  regard,  that  it  cannot  but  remember  them ; 
it  pardons  every  offending  quality  that  may 
often  have  tasked  its  forbearance,  and  threat- 
ened even  the  continuance  of  its  tenderness  ; 
it  imputes  to  itself  all  the  blame  that  it  has 
ever  attached  to  the  beloved  object ;  and  finds 
an  excuse  for  each  caprice  of  the  one  who  may 
have  trifled  with  it,  in  its  uiiworthiness  to 
inspire  true  affection. 

It  was  not  unnatural,  therefore,  that  the  young 
Greyslaer,  when  he  surveyed  the  desolation  that 
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come  over  the  home  of  Alida,  and  thought 
ber  as  torn  from  that  home,  a  captive 
depoidant  upon  the  mercies  of  the  half  civilized 
Mohawk,  it  was  not  unnatural  that,  while  every 
humane  and  generous  impulse  of  his  heart 
shotild  be  called  into  action,  the  more  subtle 
emotions  of  latent  tenderness  should  also 
quicken  afresh  in  his  bosom. 

^  She  loved  me  not,  she  never  would  have 
loved  me,"  said  the  youth  mournfully ;  *'  yet 
God  knows,  I  would  have  laid  down  my  life 
for  her.  Yes— coldly  as  she  received  me  the 
last  time  I  crossed  this  threshold,  and  forbid- 
ding as  I,  for  months,  have  found  her  where'er 
^met,I  would  give  worlds  for  one  haughty 
^'^d  impatient  glance,  checking  ray  ill-timed 
assiduities,  could  she  but  now  sit  there  in 
safety  to  receive  them.  So  noble,  so  gifted,  so 
S^'^^e,  to  be  torn  thus — gentle  ?  no,  Alida,  the 
^orf  befits  not  thy  proud  and  aspiring  nature ! 
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yet  why  should  I  hold  her  high  spirit  in 
proach^  because  I  may  at  times  have  chafed  its 
imperiousness^  and  thought  that  it  looked  too 
insolently  down  upon  such  a  thing  as  I  am  t 
What  am  /,  that  I  should  aspire  to  the  love  of 
such  a  being  ?» what  guerdon  have  I  won  from 
glory^  what  deed  of  nobleness  have  I  achieved 
that  I  may  aspire  to  mate  myself  with  one 
whose  queen-like  step  should  be  upon  the  neck 
of  emperors  ?^* 

And  the  young  man  strode  to  and  fro  across 
the  apartment  with  disordered  pace  and  gesti- 
culations that  became  the  extravagance  of  his 
language ;  while  desperate  resolves  and  bitter 
self-reproaches  were  so  wildly  mingled  in  his 
speech^  that  one  who  had  never  before  wit- 
nessed the  fantastic  mood  of  a  lover^  would 
have  deemed  that,  if  not  the  immediate  instru- 
ment of  the  calamity  that  had  overtaken  his 
mistress^  yet  the  preferring  of  his  unwelcome 
suit  must  have  been  in  some  way  the  cause  of 
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her  disastrous  fortunes.  But  when  was  there  a 
lover  who  was  not  an  ^otist  ?  or^  who  did  not 
believe  that  the  dream  which  wraps  his  senses 
must  somehow  shape  the  destiny  of  her  who 
inspires  the  infiitoation  ?  who  can  be  made  to 
think  that  the  current  of  his  feelmgs,  like  the 
ocean  tides,  may  reflect  the  image  without 
influencing  the  actions  of  his  mistress.  But 
Greyslaer,  though  the  first  burst  of  feeling  will 
ever  haye  its  way  in  one  so  yoimg  in  years 
and  new  to  sorrow,  was  not  a  man  to  waste 
the  moments  that  were  precious,  in  a  lover's 
idle  rhapsodies;  nor,  indeed,  had  he  given 
way  to  even  this  transient  weakness,  until  he 
had  done  all  that  could  be  at  present  accom- 
plished for  the  distressed  household. 

The  bereaved  father,  when  first  brought  to 
his  senses,  and  enabled  to  recall  his  share  in 
the  events  of  the  night,  left  little  doubt,  by  his 
testimony^  as  to  the  disposal  that  had  been 
made  of  Alida.     But  the  narration  was  so  loose 
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and  unconnected,  as  wrung  piecemeal  firom  the 
broken-hearted  old  man,  that  we  have  ventured 
to  enlarge  and  connect  his  relation,  in  order  to 
make  it  intelligible  to  the  reader. 

The  shot  and  shout  which  heralded  the  con- 
flict had  struck  dismay  into  the  family,  engaged 
in  the  peaceful  avocations  we  have  described 
at  the  opening  of  the  last  chapter.  The 
invalid  girl  had,  the  moment  before,  laid  aside 
the  book  which  she  had  been  engaged  in 
reading  aloud  ;  and  her  sister,  taking  a  Bible 
from  the  chimney  piece,  handed  it  to  her 
father,  to  close  the  evening  with  the  customary 
religious  service  before  retiring. 

*'  It  would  be  provoking,^^  remarked  Alida, 
while  opening  the  good  book  on  the  table  before 
him,"  if  some  of  Derrick's  rough  comrades  should 
not  have  heard  that  the  night  of  the  rendez- 
vous was  changed,  and  come  and  rouse  us  an 
hour  hence  from  our  slumbers  !  There's  one 
gallant  I  wot  of,  Tyntie/'  added  she,  passing 
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her  hand  archly  over  the  head  of  her  sister^ 
^  who  would  not  be  sorry  for  the  omission,  if 
it  gave  him  an  excuse  for  showing  his  new 
imiforcn  at  Hawksnest." 

"  Pshaw,  sister,  you  know  that  young 
Harper  is  no  more  to  me  than  any  other  young 
man  of  the  valley,  that  comes  to  our  house. 
But  I  am  sure  that  to-night  I  should  be  glad 
to  see  him,  or  any  of  the  bold  friends,  that 
Dirk  has  collected  around  us,  in  these  stormy 
times.  Brave  as  you  are,  I  don^t  believe  you 
would  have  been  sorry,  if,  instead  of  the  boy 
they  sent  with  the  note,  wise  Max  Greyslaer 
had  been  bearer  of  it.'' 

'^Tbe  striplings  are  alike  to  me,''  said  Alida, 
without  noticing  the  faint  smile  of  the  invalid. 
^  As  for  Greyslaer,  he  had  to  go  south,  to  the 
Reinhollow  settlement,  to  get  his  friends  toge- 
ther ;  and  they  would  have  eaten  us  out  of  house 
and  home,  if  we  had  to  keep  his  hungry  hunt- 
ers over  the  morrow.     But,  silly  one,  think  you 
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that  if  there  were  danger,  Derrick  would  have 
kept  aloof  himself?  Father,  let  me  look  again 
at  this  note !  See,  there's  nothing  to  alarm  us 
here/'  pursued  she,  reading  the  missive  aloud. 
'*  We  shall  not  disturb  the  repose  of  your 
house  to-night,  my  dear  fether,  as  the  pro- 
posed meeting  of  the  Jriends  of  the  king  and 
comtitution  is  deferred.    The  ministerial  mA- 
lignants  are  abroad.     Johnson,    indeed,  still 
lies,  with  all  his  power,  at  the  hall ;    but  his 
tool,  Joseph  Brant,  has  got  together  some  va- 
gabond Mohawks  at  the  north,  and  has  pre« 
pared  to  move  to-morrow  towards  the  river. 
He  claims  that  he,  and  his  miscreant  followers, 
represent  the  sentiments  of  the  whole  six  na- 
tions ;    and  we  are  going  outward  to  intercept 
his  march,  and  seize  his  person,  before  he  can 
communicate  with  the  other  Indians,  and  work 
us    farther    mischief.       I    always    told    you, 
honoured  sir,    that  this  precious  specimen  of 
the  civilized  savage,  would  go  with  the  British 
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ministers  in  their  tyrannical  attempts  to  en- 
dare  08,  and  I  will  make  your  quondam  friend 
confess  as  much  before  to-morrow  night,  if — " 
The  sudden  report  of  fire  arms,  followed  im- 
mediately by  the  appalling  war-whoop,  broke 
off  the  farther  reading  of  the  note,  and  struck 
diamay  into  the  defenceless  household.    The 
timid  Tyntie^  pressing  her  hands  to  her  tem- 
plet, as  if  to  shut  out  the  fearful  sounds,  bent 
ber  head  down  to  the  table,  cowering  like  a 
fiigfatened  bird,  hopeless  of  escape,  when  the 
fowler  is  upon  her.    The  old  man  clasped  his 
hands,  and  uplifted  his  aged  and  prayerful  coun- 
tenance,   with  a  look  of  mute,    but  anxious 
pleading.    Alida  only,  of  the  three,  seemed  to 
retain  the  power  of  action.    Pushing  the  table 
impatiently  firom  her,  she  stood  for  a  moment, 
with  flashing  eye  and  dilated  form,  and  senses 
all  aler^  as  if  Penthisalea-like,  the  sounds  of 
approaching  combat  were  music  to  her  soul. 
Then,  as  the  turmoil  of  the  strife  rose  nearer 
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and  clearer,  she  cast  a  hurried  look  of  anxiety, 
at  the  helpless  beings  by  her  side,  and  rushed 
to  a  window  to  gain  intelligence  of  the  extent 
of  the  danger. 

It  was  the  same  window  beside  which  Brant 
and  his  Scottish  accomplice  had  planted  them- 
selves ;  and  as  impetuously  throwing  up  the 
sash,  she  leaned  far  out,  to  catch  a  view  of  the 
grounds  beyond  the  end  of  the  house,  the 
sinewy  arm  of  the  chieftain  encircled  her  waist, 
in  a  moment ;  and  incapacitated  from  resistance 
alike  by  surprise,  and  the  position  in  which 
she  stood,  she  was  lifted  from  her  feet,  by  a 
power  that  was  equally  rapid  and  resistless, 
and  placed  in  the  arms  of  Macdonald,  who 
moved,  but  not  melted  by  her  shrieks,  hurried 
from  the  spot  with  his  captive.  As  for  Brant, 
he  had  only  delayed,  for  a  moment,  to  pinion 
her  arms,  by  securing  the  ends  of  his  knotted 
baldrick,  which  unobserved  by  Macdonald,  he 
had  thrown  over  her  shoulders,  in  the  moment 
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he  seized  her  person,  and  then  he  bounded 
through  the  open  window  into  the  apartment. 

"  Joseph  Brant !"  cried  the  old  man,  raising 
the  pahns  of  his  hands,  Uke  one  startled  by  an 
apparition ;  and  averting  his  head,  as  if  to  shut 
out  the  conviction  of  the  character,  in  which 
his  former  neighbour  now  presented  himself. 
^*  Joseph  Brant,  my  enemy !'' 

"  Thayendanagea,  your  ancient  friend,' '  re- 
plied the  chief,  advancing  with  outstretched 
hand. 

^'Off,  off,  perfidious  and  ruthless  villain. 
If  a  father's  vengeance  could  renew  the  strength 
in  these  withered  limbs,  you  durst  not.'' 

"By  the  eternal  spirit  of  truth  above  us, 
not  a  hair  of  your  daughter's  head,  old  man, 
shall  come  to  harm.  'Twas  but  to  prove  to 
you,  Alida's  safety  in  the  hands  of  Thayen- 
danagea, that  I  have  betrayed  my  share  in  this 
night's  business ;  for  that,  and  to  assure  you 
of  your  own,  is  all.'' 
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"  Yes,  as  the  hound  protects  the  hind  from 
the  knife  of  the  hunter,  when  he  has  driven 
her  into  his  hands.  Off,  dog  of  an  Indian,  off 
wretched  mercenary ;  or  if  your  power  to  save 
be  equal  to  your  will  to  slay,  protect  yourself 
at  this  moment.^'  And  seizing  a  tall  handiron 
from  the  fireplace,  he  brandished  aloft  his 
awkward  weapon,  and  rushed  upon  the  chief- 
tain. Phrensied  with  passion,  the  feeble  old 
man  had  summoned  all  his  remaining  energy, 
to  deal  a  single  blow  at  the  spoiler  of  his  house- 
hold ;  and  as  Brant  leaped  lightly  aside  from 
the  descending  blow,  he  fell  forward,  striking 
his  hoary  brow,  with  stunning  effect  against  the 
iron  instrument,  which  came  between  his  head 
and  the  floor.  At  this  moment,  Alida,  escaping 
from  the  care  of  Macdonald,  presented  herself 
at  the  window,  with  the  Indian  Au-neh-yesh  in 
close  pursuit  behind  her.  The  ferocious  young 
savage  had  already  raised  his  tomahawk  to 
strike,  and  it  was  only  the  menacing  cry  of  his 
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chieftain  and  fiither,  which  saved  the  life  of  the 
maid.  A  few  hurried  words  from  him,  told 
Brant  there  was  now  no  time  to  be  lost,  if  he 
would  secure  Jhe  only  prey  yet  in  his  power. 
He  tore  the  shrieking  girl  from  the  window-sill, 
to  which  she  clung;  and  lifting  her  like  a  child 
in  his  arms,  rushed  through  the  garden,  and 
up  the  wooded  hill  in  the  rear  of  the  house. 

The  young  Mohawk  turned  to  bear  back 
the  command  of  his  Sachem  to  his  party,  but 
catching  a  glimpse  of  Tyntie's  prostrate  form, 
who  still  lay  lost  in  the  swoon,  into  which  the 
first  alarm  had  thrown  her,  he  could  not  resist 
his  ferocious  propensities,  while  the  tumult  of 
the  strife,  which,  at  this  moment,  rose  nearer 
and  nearer,  urged  their  gratification.  He  sprang 
forward^  buried  his  tomahawk  in  her  brain, 
and  twisting  his  fingers  in  her  long  tresses,  had 
already  drawn  the  scalping  knife  from  his  gir- 
dle, when  Greyslaer's  sudden  appearance  com- 
pelled him  to  seek  safety  in  flight. 
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The  other  incidents  of  the  assault  have  been 
already  detailed  to  the  reader  in  the  preyious 
chapter.     The  note  we  have  mentioned,  which 
still  lay  open  upon  the  table,  fpr  the  first  time 
acquainted  Greyslaer  with  the  altered  intentions 
of  his  friends.     But,   under  existing  circum- 
stances,     he    determined    to    remain  at  the 
Hawksnest,    and   await  their  coming  on  the 
following  day.     An  attempt  to  rescue  Alida, 
with  his  present  handful  of  men  would,  he  soon 
acknowledged,  be  worse  than  vain ;  but  he  did 
not  abandon  the  idea,  until  by  a  close  exami- 
nation of  the  ground,  he  had  made  a  tolerably 
accurate  estimation    of  the  number  of  follow- 
ers Brant  had  with  him,    and  his  means   of 
securing  an  escape  to  the  upper  country. 

He  was  even  able  to  trace  the  footsteps  of 
Alida  herself,  in  several  places.  But  a  dog 
belonging  to  the  household,  which  had  been 
unchained  to  assist  in  the  examination,  and  had 
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proved  himself  eminently  useful,  in  striking 
the  Indian  trail  in  the  first  instance,  and  shown 
his  sagadous  sympathy  in  their  search  by  ut- 
tering a  sharp  howl,  when  they  first  lighted 
upon  the  traces  of  his  mistress,  disappeared 
soon  afterward  amid  the  darkness  of  the  fo- 
rest ;  the  use  of  the  lanterns,  in  groping  about 
added  nothing  farther  to  their  discoveries, 
vhen  the  aid  of  the  animal  was  withdrawn. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  patriot  party  took 
every  precaution,  to  secure  themselves  against 
I  surprise  during  the  night.    The  windows  of 
the  house  were  strongly  barricaded,   sentinels 
vere  posted,  and  a  shed,  with  other  slight  out- 
buildings, which  might  cover  the  approach  of 
an  enemy,  were  levelled  with  the  ground.    The 
body  of  the  unfortunate  Tyntie  was  consigned 
to  the  care  of  a  couple  of  female  slaves,  whose 
vociferous  grief  over  the  gory  remains  of  their 
young  mistress^,    almost  drowned    the    deep 
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mourning  of  her  stricken-hearted  father,  who 
was  forcibly  torn  from  the  body,  and  car- 
ried off  to  another  chamber. 

After  a    night  made  tedious,     by  broken 
clumbers  and  harrassing    dreams,    confusedly 
alternating  each  other,   it(.  was  with  no  slight 
feeling  of  relief,  that  Greyslaer  hailed  the  ap- 
proach of  dawn.    The  summer  landscape  wore 
a  Sabbath-like  stillness,  as  he  gazed  upon  it 
from  his  open  window,      while    inhaling  the 
fresh  breeze  of  morning.    The  mist  wreaths 
curling  up  from  the  river,  were   the  only  ob- 
jects  moving,     and  even   these  stole    off    as 
gently,  as  if  fearful  of  breaking  the  silence  by 
a  more  rapid  motion ;    creeping  now  around 
some  imbowered  islet,  pausing  now  to  twine, 
,for  a  moment,  amid  the  leafy  festoons  of  vines, 
and  branching  elms   upon  some  jutting  pro- 
montory, and  now  circUng  the  brow  of  one  of 
those  cliffs,  whose  craggy  and  frowning  summits 
give  its  only  feature  of  sternness,  to  the  soft 
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and  lovely  vale  of  the  Mohawk,  and  at  once 
dignify,  and  diversify  its  exquisite  landscape. 

The  heart  of  the  young  patriot  bled,  to 
dunk  that  a  scene  so  fair  and  smilii\g,  must  be 
given  up  to  the  cruel  ravages  of  war.  Of  a 
war  too,  which,  while  presenting  itself  in  the 
worst  form  of  that  scourge  of  humanity, 
bionght  with  it  the  threatening  horrors  of  many 
a  savage  massacre,  superadded  to  the  dire 
calamity  of  armed  discord,  among  those  who 
call  themselves  civilized. 

"And  what/'  thought  Greyslaer,  "  what  are 
the  private  griefs  of  one  solitary  being  like  my- 
self, to  the  sorrows  of  thousands  whose  fate  is 
wound  up  in  this  impending  struggle;  what 
wdghs  the  present  doom  of  all  of  us,  when 
balanced  in  the  scales  of  Omniscient  benevo- 
lence, against  the  wel&re  of  millions  yet  unborn, 
whose  destiny  hangs  upon  the  success  of   our 
endeavour.      God  of   Heaven!    but   it  is    a 
gallant  game,  a  noble  stake  we  play  for.    But 
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those  that  come  after  us  1  will  they  prize  it 
when  won,  will  they  cherish  the  glorious 
guerdon,  and  remember  the  deeds,  and  the 
men  who  made  it  theirs  ?  Will  they  love  each 
rood  and  inch  of  their  blood-bought  patrimony, 
where  every  acre  that  was  sown  with  the  dragon 
teeth  of  despotism  produced  its  hero?  Will 
they  too  rear  a  race  of  men,  fit  to  be  the 
second  crop  of  a  soil  so  generous  ?  Will  the 
free-bom  dames  of  those  days?  Will  the 
mothers  that  tutor  them  ?  alas !  if  their 
mothers  were  to  be  such  as  thee,  Alida,  who 
could  doubt  their  high-souled  nurture  ?"  But 
the  thoughts  of  the  youthful  Qreyslaer  became 
less  coherent,  as  they  assumed  a  softer 
character,  nor  need  we  follow  the  reflections 
of  the  ardent  young  patriot,  as  they  became 
merged  in  the  vague  musing  of  the  less  san- 
guine lover. 

As  the  day  wore  on,  and  the  hour  of  the 
expected  return  of  the  younger  de  Roos  to 
'.  '"^  father's  house  drew  nigh,  Grevslaer  shrunk 
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from  witnessing  the  harrowing  impression 
which  the  desolate  household  must  make  upon 
his  friend.  Derrick  came  not,  however,  in  the 
manner  that  was  painfully  anticipated,  by  those 
who  dreaded  the  shock  of  surprise  that  seem- 
ed to  await  him.  Ill  news  flies  fast;  the 
story  of  his  ruined  homestead  was  soon 
spread  over  the  country,  and  when  the  young 
<le  Roos,  returning  from  his  bootless  quest  of 
Brant,  first  fell  in  with  his  friends  and  neigh- 
bours, flocking  to  the  scene  of  disaster,  he 
soon  learned  the  dark  story  from  the  agitated 
feoiales,  who  were  hurrying  in  company  with 
their  ikthers  and  brothers,  toward  the  Hawks- 
i^  Leaving  another  to  take  charge  of  his 
<>^  immediate  party,  the  horror-stricken 
young  man  threw  himself  on  a  fresh  horse 
^stwas  proffered  by  a  kinsman,  and  striking 
^^  spurs  into  his  flanks,  dashed  furiously 
fenrard. 
"  Where  is  she )  Where  are  their  bodies  ?^ 
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he  exclaimed,  foaming  with  impatience,  as  he 
leaped  from  the  saddle,  and  rushed  into  the 
house,  as  if  the  mad  energy  of  his  grief  could 
even  yet  rekindle  life,  in  the  bosoms  of  the 
dead. 

'^  My  son,  my  son  V'  cried  the  old  man, 
moving  a  step  toward  Derrick,  then  tottering, 
and  sinking  helpless  into  the  chair  from  which 
he  had  risen. 

"  My  father  V^  screamed  the  youth,  in  a  wild 
tone  of  delight  and  grief,  most  strangely 
mingled.  '^  And  did  the  wretches  then  spare 
your  grey  hairs ;  are  all  then,  not  gone  ?*' 

"  All !  look  there,  look  there,  Derrick  !  they 
left  my  aged  blood  to  chill  in  my  veins  throiigh 
time,  if  horror  might  not  curdle  it ;  but  those 
young  pulses  have  ceased  to  beat  for  ever/^ 
And  the  frame  of  the  youth  trembled  like  that 
of  a  woman,  as  his  father  pointed  to  the  nar- 
row cot,  where,  stark  and  stiff,  but  still  com- 
posed, in  the  decent  attire  of  a  christian  grave. 
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reposed  the  remains  of   Tyntie,  his  younger 
suta*.    His  fisatares  were  as  pale  as  those  of 
the  corpse,  as  he  advanced  to  its  side,  and 
nised  the  napkin  which  covered  the  face.     He 
started*    "  What,  Tyntie,  my  poor,  my  gentle 
girl!  And  was  thy  delicate  thread  of  life,  that 
might  have  snapped  so  easily — so  nearly  worn 
too,  that  any  moment  might  have  severed  it — 
was  that  firail  thread  thus  rudely  riven  asunder  ?" 
He  spoke  mournfully,  but  there  was  no  bitter- 
ness in  his  grief;    and    nascent    hope,    and 
burning  anxiety  were  depicted  in  his  counte- 
nance as  he  turned  hastily  to  his  father,  in  a 
hoarse  and  tremulous  whisper : 

*<Alida — Alida,  my  father!''  His  agitation 
was  too  great  to  utter  more. 

''She  was  borne  off  by  the  villain  Brant, 
unharmed,  as  we  think  and  trust,''  said  Grey- 
slaer,  advancing.  ''  I  waited  but  your  arrival 
Derrick,  to  reinforce  my  rifles,  and  start  in 
pursuit.'* 
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A  complete  re-action  now  took  place  in  the 
feelings  of   the    mercurial  young    de  Roos. 
Rumour,  who  generally  flies  on  magic  wings, 
generally  too,  excites  a  magical  power  in  ex- 
aggerating the  tidings  that  she  bears.    The 
dismayed  youth  had  heard,  in  the  first  instance, 
of  the  total  destruction  of  the  house ;  indeed, 
there  had  been  tales  of  burnings,  as  well  as 
massacres ;    and  when   he   rode   so  furiously 
homeward,   it  was   not  until   he  beheld  the 
quiet  smoke  ascending  from  the  hall  of  his 
infancy,  that  he  hoped   ever  to  recover  the 
bodies  of  his  kindred  for  christian  burial.     To 
find  his  father  Uving,  and  Alida,  his  favourite 
sister,   his   pride    and   his    delight,    still    not 
numbered   with    the   dead,    wrought    such    a 
change    in     his     mind,    that     every      object 
around  him  wore  a  new  aspect.     The  world, 
which  a  few  moments  before  seemed  so  drear 
and  gloomy,  that  the  very  idea  of  drawing  out 
his  desolate  existence,  for  an  hour  was  accom- 
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pamed  by  that  suffocating  sense  of  pain  in- 
tolerable, that  most  men  perhaps,  have  some- 
times known — the  world,  the  young  and  half 
tried  world  around  him,  seemed  now  almost 
as  firesh  and  fidr  as  ever.  With  buoyant  steps 
he  hurried  out  to  meet  his  approaching  friends, 
and  as  the  waggons  of  the  gathering  yeomanry 
droTe  into  the  court^3rard,  it  would  have 
seemed,  from  the  congratulations  that  passed 
among  the  females,  whom  sympathy  or  curio- 
lity,  had  brought  to  the  house  of  mourning, 
that  every  cause  of  grief  was,  for  the  moment, 
removed. 

All  the  particulars  relating  to  the  last  hours 
of  the  young  girl,  who  thus  far  had  been  the 
chief  sufferer  by  these  events,  were  now  told 
over  and  over,  amid  frequent  exclamations 
among  the  females,  while  the  incidents  of  the 
fight  were  recounted,  with  not  less  animation, 
by  the  men  who  participated  in  it,  as  they 
dostered  around  some  mounted  rangers,  who 
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being  among  the  new  coiners,  were  now  en- 
gaged in  grooming  their  horses  at  the  stable. 
The  fate  of  the  brave  fellows  who  had  fidlen^ 
and  who^  being  few  in  number,  chanced  to  be 
mere  hangers-on  of  the  community,  with  no 
near  kindred  to  lament  them,  was  by  their 
acquaintances  and  comrades  sincerely  deplored. 
As  the  evening  drew  on,  many  of  the  party 
dispersed,  some  to  seek  a  supper  and  bed  with 
the  nearest  neighbours,  none  of  whom  dwelt 
within  a  mile  of  the  Hawksnest ;  and  others  to 
seek  a  berth  for  the  night  in  the  bam  or  some 
other  out  building,  where  they  might  be  ready 
for  attendance  upon  the  funeral  on  the  morrow. 
Greyslaer,  in  the  meantime,  having  taken 
counsel  with  the  friends  of  Alidads  family,  it 
was  agreed  that  he  and  Derrick  should  leave 
the  care  of  the  ceremonial  to  a  near  kinsman 
of  the  latter,  while,  selecting  a  chosen  party  of 
followers,  they  should  set  out  together  an  hour 
after  midnight,  to  follow  up  the  trail  of  Brant. 
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CHAPTER    11. 


death's  doings. 


"  Aad  he  looks  for  the  print  of  the  rnffiaD*!  feet, 

Where  be  bore  the  maiden  away, 
And  he  darts  on  the  fatal  path  more  fleet 
Than  the  blast  that  hurries  the  vapoar  and  sleet 

O'er  the  wild  November  day.** 

BRYANT. 


It  was  through  the  lefiity  of  Macdonald^  in 
releasing  the  bonds  of  his  captive,  the  moment 
he  disoovered  her  arms  were  pinioned^  that  Alida 
had  succeeded  in  making  her  single  attempt 
at  escape^  which  we  have  aheady  seen  was 
fiitile.  The  worthy  Scotchman  was  deeply 
chagrined  at  having,  in  any  way,  participated 
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in  the  business  of  the  night,  which  he  deemed 
affected  his  characted  both  as  an  officer  and  as 
a  gentleman ;  and  now^  while  hmrying  toward 
the  Indian  station^  he  did  not  hesitate  to  ex- 
press his  regret  that  the  lady  had  not  succeeded 
in  regaining  the  protection  of  her  friends. 
Thayendanagea  seemed  in  no  wise  offended 
with  the  bluntness  of  his  language,  as  the 
major  denounced,  in  no  measured  terms,  the 
Indian  system  of  making  war  upon  women 
and  children — answering  only,  very  drily,  that 
that  was  a  question  for  the  moralist,  which  he 
would  be  happy  to  discuss  with  his  friend, 
when  they  should  be  at  leisure  to  talk  over 
the  whole  subject  of  war,  with  Sir  John's 
chaplain  to  make  a  third  party  in  the  discus- 
sion. ^^  But,  Major  Macdonald,"  said  he, 
^^  I  could  tell  you  that,  in  regard  to  the  posi- 
tion  of  this  young  lady,  which  entirely  prevents 
her  case  from  being  included  in  the  question 
you  have  raised." 
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^  Tou  have  already  told  me  the  considera- 
tions of  policy  which  prompted  the  act;  but, 
Sachem,  there  is  but  one  policy  which  should 
ever  govern  gallant  men  when  the  welfare  of 
women  is  concerned.  Our  humane  civilization 
teaches  us  that  war — " 

^  Is  an  honourable  game,  at  which  the  noble 
and  the  far  descended  should  play  with  the 
lavished  lives  of  their  inferiors,  the  wail  of 
whose  desolated  kindred  can  never  reach  the 
ears  of  the  upper  classes,  to  whom  alone  the 
prize  of  glory,  in  any  event,  may  fall.  Pardon 
my  interruption ;  but  that.  Major  Macdonald, 
is  the  real  purport  of  what  you  would  say. 
Tou  would  shudder  at  the  bare  thought  of  one 
of  England's  high-bom  dames  being  torn  from 
her  luxurious  home  to  a  prisoner's  dungeon; 
and  the  horror  of  her  being  tortured  at  the 
stake  would  darken  the  recollection  of  the 
most  brilliant  successes  in  war.  But  the 
wretched  children,  whom  you  doom  to  grow 
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up  in  poveity  and  contempt^  by  making  them 
fatherless — the  lacerated  hearts  of  thousands 
of  widows^  whose  existence  you  protract  by 
your  reluctant  bounty,  after  rendering  that 
existence  miserable — ^these  are  never  remem- 
bered, to  cast  a  shade  over  the  tale  of  victory. 
Call  you  this  hiunanity,  which  embraces  but 
the  welfare  of  a  class  within  its  mercies  ?  Call 
you  this  consideration  for  woman,  which  re- 
gards the  rank  rather  than  the  sex  of  the  suf- 
ferers ?  The  sex  !  Great  Spirit  of  the  universe ! 
have  I  not  read  of  your  gallantry,  your  tender 
mercies  toward  them  in  the  storming  of  towns 
and  castles !  /,  an  Indian,  a  savage,  have  seen 
your  own  records,  the  white  man's  printed 
testimony  to  these  abominations  of  his  race ; 
but  the  breath  of  life  is  not  in  the  nostrils  of 
him  who  has  seen  a  female  insulted  by  her 
Iroquois  captor/* 

Macdonald   listened    to  the    tirade   of   the 
chieftain  without  caring  to  contradict  what  he 
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^if  and,  by  way  of  catting  short  the  discus- 
sion and  changing  the  subject  to  one  of  a  less 
^i^ttnct  nature,  he  admitted,  that  if  war  were 
tt  eri],  not  the  least  summary  way  of  putting 
Bn  end  to  it,  was  by  the  Indian  mode  of  mak- 
ing aQ  who  were  interested  in  its  result  indis- 
criminate sharers  in  its  horrors.    ^^  But  I  have 
yet  to   learn.   Sachem,''   said  he,  ^*  why    the 
wdUare  of  this  young  lady  is  not  involved  in 
tbe  question  ?*' 

Brant  smiled  grimly,  and  pomted  to  a  Utter 
of  boughs  carried  by  a  couple  of  Indians, 
whereon  reposed  the  form  of  Alida,  wrapped 
in  his  own  mantle.  ^*  Could  a  father,''  he  said, 
^  care  more  gently  for  his  own  daughter  than  I 
do  for  the  lady  Alida  ?  Could  that  feeble  old 
man,  with  his  rash  hot-headed  son,  have  given 
her  the  safe  shelter  she  may  find,  in  times  like 
these,  beneath  the  roof  of  Thayendanagea  ? 
The  devil  is  unchained,  I  tell  ye.  Major  Mac- 
donald,    and    there    are    wild    men    enough, 
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beside  Indians,   to    do  his  bidding  in  these 
parts/' 

^'  Why/'  said  Macdonald,  in  a  tone  of  sur- 
prise and  pleasure,  ^^why  did  you  not  hint  this 
to  me  before  ?  You  spoke  but  of  taking  the 
lady  as  an  hostage.  Had  I  thought  that  so 
generous  a  concern  prompted — " 

"  Nay,  speak  not  of  generosity.  Perhaps, 
after  all — though  her  safety  is  best  secured  by 
the  act — ^it  was  but  as  a  hostage  that  I  did 
seize  my  captive.  But  I  mean  her  as  an  hos- 
tage to  restrain  far  more  dangerous  spirits  than 
the  madcap  de  Roos,  or  the  dreaming  enthu- 
siast, Greyslaer.  There  are  men — men  bearing 
the  commission  of  the  King — who  bring  the 
ferocious  nature  of  outlaws  to  our  cause — men 
whom  you  and  I  would  scorn  to  act  with,  save 
in  a  cause  so  holy ;  and  in  the  mad  dance  of 
devilish  passions  which  the  convulsion  of  the 
times  will  let  loose,  they  must  be  restrained  by 
other  powers  than  those  of  official  authority .'' 
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^^  There  is  one  man  who — but  this  is  not  the 
time  to  speak  of  him,  let  us  urge  onward  to 
onr  destination.'^ 

That  time  never  came  with  Brant,  who 
seemed  to  have  forgotten  the  promised  solu- 
tbn  of  his  dark  and  mysterious  language  when 
they  arrived  at  the  Indian  station;  nor  did 
Maodonald,  who  soon  after  departed  with  an 
escort  through  the  woods  to  Johnstoun,  under- 
stand, till  long  afterward,  the  bearing  of  what 
the  chieftain  said  upon  events  disclosed  in  the 
sequel,  and  which  may  be  best  unfolded  in 
the  regular  course  of  our  story,  which  recurs 
again  to  the  scene  of  our  last  chapter. 

It  was  about  the  hour  of  midnight  that  the 
foonger  de  Roos,  taking  Bait  to  guide  him 
upon  the  Indian  track,  quietly  withdrew  to  the 
hill-side  with  his  followers ;  where,  after  some 
ten  minutes*  impatient  waiting  for  Greyslaer, 
they  took  up  their  hne  of  march  through  the 
forest  without  him. 
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Greyslaer,  in  the  meantime,  rising  from  itt^^ 
pallet  whereon  he  had  snatched  a  brief  repose,^ 
descended  the  staircase^  and  already  had  his  c 
hand  upon  the  outer  door,  when  a  deep  moan-    - 
ing  in  the  room  adjacent  to  the  passage  arrested 
his  attention.  A  feeble  light  streaming  through 
an  aperture  showed  that  the  door  was  ajar,  and, 
with  cautious  and  subdued  steps,  he  hesitated 
not  to  enter.    It  was  the  chamber  of  the  dead. 

The  flickering  taper  upon  the  hearth  revealed 
the  figure  of  an  old  woman  in  a  grey  doak, 
whose  attenuated  and  sallow  features  looked 
still  more  ghastly  from  the  scarlet  hood  which 
was  thrown  back  from  her  forehead  and  rested 
upon  her  shoulders.  She  sat  upon  a  low 
wicker  chair,  with  one  of  her  feet  upon  a  foot- 
stool, and  the  other  with  the  toe  stiffly  up- 
turned and  the  heel  resting  on  the  floor,  thrust 
out  so  far  beyond  her  dress  that  its  shrivelled 
proportions  showed  like  the  stark  limb  of  a 
skeleton.    Her  cheek,  supported  upon  her  bony 
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fingers,  with  the  dosed  tids  of  her  sunken  eyes, 
showed  that  her  yigil  had  been  badly  kept; 
and  Greyslaer,  pained  at  the  thought  that  the 
remains  of  the  gentle  Tyntie  should  be  left  to 
lodi  a  watcher,  turned  from  the  forlorn  old 
crone  to  the  coffin  in  which  the  body  had  been 
hid.  It  was  empty.  But  before  he  could  rally 
kit  thoughts  to  account  for  a  circumstance  so 
utoonding,  the  moaning  sounds  which  had 
first  drawn  him  to  the  chamber  again  caught 
his  ear.  He  turned  and  beheld  a  sight  both 
piteous  and  awful. 

In  a  shadowy  comer  of  the  room,  removed 
ubiBs  possible  from  the  slumbering  guardian 
of  the  dead,  sat  the  venerable  father  of  the 
murdered  maiden,  foldmg  her  stiffened  corpse 
in  his  arms,  and  pressing  it  to  his  bosom  with 
1  tenderness  as  passionate  as  if  he  thought  that 
the  pulses  of  parental  affection,  which  beat 
within,  could  rekindle  those  of  life  in  his  de- 
parted daughter.    The  shroud  with  its  formal 
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drapery,  still  veiled  the  lineaments  of  her  day- 
cold  form;  but  the  napkin  that  shielded  her 
throat,  and  the  fillet  or  muslin  band  that 
covered  the  gash  in  her  forehead,  while  keeping 
the  long  locks  smoothly  parted  beneath  it,  had 
escaped  from  their  place;  and  the  golden 
tresses,  floating  loose,  mingled  with  the  grey 
hair  of  the  old  man,  as  he  madly  kissed  the 
frightful  wound  through  which  her  gentle  spirit 
had  been  dismissed  to  heaven. 

The  agonized  parent,  who  had  thus  crept,  in 
the  dead  of  night,  to  hold  this  awful  communion 
with  his  child,  seemed  wholly  unconscious  of 
the  presence  of  Greyslaer,  who  would  fain 
have  slunk  away  in  silence  as  one  who,  by  un- 
witting intrusion,  profaned  some  hallowed  mys- 
tery ;  but  his  power  of  volition  seemed  taken 
away,  and  he  still  continued  to  stand,  in  spite 
of  himself,  as  it  were,  with  eyes  riveted  upon 
the  heart-rending  spectacle.  At  length,  the 
mute  anguish  of  the  old  man  found  vent  in 
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words.  The  colour  went  and  came  strangely 
over  his  ashen  countenance ;  while  his  features 
writhed  as  if  it  were  difficult  for  them  to 
assume  the  new  expression  of  malevolent  and 
vindictive  feeling  they  had  now  for  the  first 
time  to  wear. 

"Brant,  cruel  Brant,"  cried  the  wretched 
parent,  **  the  God — the  Christian's  God,  whom 
I  aided  in  assisting  thee  to  worship,  may  for- 
give thee  this,  but  I — I  never  can.     A  parent's 
curse — the  curse  of  a  bereaved  and  stricken 
heart,   be   upon — "      A  burst  of  sobs,    that 
for  a  moment  threatened  to   suffocate   him, 
cat  short  the  blasphemous  appeal ;  but  history, 
in  the  tragic  fate  of  Brant's  own  family,  has 
shown  how  deep  the  malediction  wrought  in 
after  years ;  and  the  old  man,  like  one  startled 
by  a  spell  himself  had  worked,  seemed,  with 
the  prophetic  eye  of  approaching  dissolution, 
to  foresee   the  working   of   his   curse.      He 
shivered  as  with  a  grave-chill ;  and,  dropping 
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now  upon  his  knees^  with  the  lifeless  tao^  of 
his  daughter  upturned  upon  his  bosom^  mutely 
pleading  toward  heaven^  he  essayed  in  prayer 
to  beseech  a  pardon  and  recall  his  words.  But 
his  quivering  lips  refused  to  syllable  a  sound. 
A  sudden  and  subtile  agony  seemed  on  the 
instant  to  travel  through  his  limbs  and  rack  his 
aged  frame ;  and  then^  while  unresistingly  per- 
mitting Greyslaer  to  take  the  body  from  his 
arms,  he  sank  unconscious  upon  the  floor. 

Calling  the  old  woman  to  his  aid^  Greyslaer^ 
with  the  tender  care  of  a  mother,  lifting  the 
fragile  form  of  her  child  in  which  life  still 
feebly  hovers,  again  consigned  the  body  to  its 
formal  receptacle ;  and  while  the  crone  busied 
herself  in  readjusting  the  grave-clothes  of  the 
maiden,  he  turned  to  raise  the  wretched  father 
from  the  ground. 

But  the  sorrows  of  the  old  man  had  ceased 
for  ever;  the  thread  of  his  feeble  existence, 
protracted  only,  as  it  seemed,    beyond    the 
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usual  length  to  be  interwoven  at  last  with 
more  than  usual  misery,  had  snapped  beneath 
die  tension  of  an  agonized  spirit. 

He  had  been  called  away — afler  a  long  hfe  of 
blameless  benevolence  and  Christian  meekness 
—he  had  been  mysteriously  called  away  in  a 
moment  of  contumacy  toward  heaven.  He 
departed,  indeed^  with  a  prayer  upon  his  lips, 
but  his  last-uttered  words  were  those  of  im- 
precation. He  had  been  called,  though,  by  a 
God  of  mercy. 

It  was  with  a  sad  heart  that  Greyslaer,  after 
climbing  the  hills  to  strike  the  trail  of  his 
fiiends,  succeeded  at  last  in  overtaking  them 
after  an  hour's  rapid  walk  through  the  forest ; 
nor,  for  a  long  time,  could  he  find  the  heart  to 
break  to  Derrick  de  Roos  the  mournful  event 
which  he  had  just  witnessed.  The  blow  was 
better  received  than  he  had  anticipated.  The 
grief  of  the  warm-hearted  but  mercurial  young 
man  was,  indeed,  in  the  first  instance,  passionate 
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to  a   degree  that  was  outrageous;   but  as  it^ 
found  an  immediate  outlet  in  words — ^for,  in^ 
the  madness  of  his  mood,  he  poured  out  such_ 
a  torrent  of  curses  upon  Brant,  the  author  oE. 
his  sorrows,  as  to  shock  the  better-disciplined^ 
mind  of  his  friend — the  first  paroxysm  sooil 
passed  over.     When  this  violent  burst  of  emo- 
tion had  had  its  way,  he  seemed,  by  a  versatility 
of  feeling  not  uncommon  in  persons   of  his 
keen  but  transient  susceptibility  to  the  impres- 
sion of  the  moment,  to  be  almost  reconciled  to 
the  event.     And  his   words   characteristically 
betrayed  this  condition  of  his  mind.     He  stood 
a  few  minutes,  distracted  between  the  natural 
wish  to  return  and  aid  in  the  last  obsequies  to 
his  father,  and  an  eager  impatience  to  hurry  on 
to  the  rescue  of  his  sister,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  strike  instant  vengeance  upon   the   de- 
solator  of  his  household. 

"  Yes,  I   will  proceed,'^   cried  he,  at  last ; 
"  and  now  Alida  —the  only  living  object  that 
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'^tsaiDs  for  my  care — must  at  once  be  got  out 
^  the  clutches  of  these  hell-hounds.    Perhaps 
teo,  after  all,  my  dear  Max,  it  is  better  that  the 
old  man  departed  as  he  did;   there  will  be 
^nH  work  doing  in  the  valley  for  years  to 
come,  and  the  kind  heart  of  my  father  already 
Uedforthe  distracted  stab  of  the  country,  as 
he  used  to  pray  that  he  might  never  live  to 
witness  the  scenes  of  havoc  and  bloodshed 
that  most  soon  ensue.     Strange !  and  I  used 
to  thbk  it  but   an  old  man's  dreaming — ^yes — 
yes,  Greyslaer,  it  was  better  that  he  should  be 
removed  at  the  first  outbreak  of  the  storm, 
Aan  that  those  gray  hairs  should  be  left  to  be 
*tin  farther  bleached  by  its  peltings,  and  bowed 
down  to  the  grave  at  last,  without  ever  be- 
holding the  bright  days  to  come,  that  you  and 
I  may  yet  witness/* 

^d,  with  the  wonted  buoyancy  of  his  gay 
and  not  wholly  unselfish  nature,  refusing  thus 
*^  entertain  a  grief  where  regret  was  unavailing, 
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with  the  sanguine  hopes  of  youth  gilding  thus 
quickly  the  clouds  of  a  new  sprung  sorrow,  the 
young  man  seemed  to  dismiss  the  subject  for 
the  present,  whatever  may  have  been  his  after 
emotions.  Constitutionally  reckless  and  unre- 
flecting as  he  was,  it  would  be  doing  injustice 
to  de  Roos^  however,  to  say  that  his  step  was 
buoyant  as  before,  though  he  again  strode 
stoutly  forward  with  his  comrades. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE    FOREST  TRAIL. 

"  He  skims  th«  blue  tide  in  his  birchea  caDoe, 
^^re  the  foe  io  the  moonbeam,  kis  path  may  descry ; 
The  ball  to  its  scope  may  speed  rapid  and  true, 
Aad  lost  in  the  ware  be  thy  father's  death-cry." 


**  Well,  Squire  Dirk,'^  said  Bait,  breaking 
a  long  silence,  and  speaking  for  the  first  time 
smoe  the  party  had  got  fairly  on  the  move  once 
more,  ^^  I  mistrust  that  your  Injun  friend 
there,  Teondetha,  or  whatever  be  the  chapes 
nime,  that  you  and  Captain  Greyslaer  are  so 
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thick  with,  I  mistrust  that  he  didn't  help  you 
much  arter  all,  in  finding  out  old  Josie.  I'll 
warrant  me  now^  the  sarpents  one  of  Brant's 
own  crew  sent  out    to  mislead  our  people. 

Whereabouts    did    the    Oneida    leave    your 

party  ?'' 

"  What  V^    exclaimed   Greyslaer ;    ^^  surely 

Teondetha  did  not  desert  you,  Fll  answer  with 

my  life  for  the  fidelity  of  that  Indian." 

^*  And  so  twenty- four  hours  since  would  I 

with  mine,^'  said  Derrick  sorrowfully.     "  I've 

known  Teondetha  much  longer  than  you,  Max ; 

l\e  was  here  at  Mr.  Kirkland's  missionary 
school  while  you  were  getting  your  college 
training  at  the  east.  With  our  bows  and 
arrow,  we  used  to  watch  the  stone  walls  for 
chipmunks  when  boys  together ;  often  have  I 
taken  off  my  stocking  for  him  to  bag  the  flying 
squirrel,  as  he  climbed  to  the  hollow  bough  of 
some  tall  chestnut,  while  I  thundered  wdth  the 
back  of  his  tomahawk  upon  the  decayed  trunk 
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below.  And  in  later  years,  when  he  came  to 
Guy  Pkrk  with  his  tribesmen  to  receive  the 
gOTemment  presents,  many  a  hunt  have  we 
had  in  these  woods  together.  But  one  knows 
not  whom  to  trust  in  times  like  these ;  there^s 
Brant  himself  was  for  years  my  father's 
friend,  though  I  never  liked  the  haughty 
Sachem/' 

The  last  words  suggested  associations  so 
hitter,  that  the  young  man  was  for  the  moment 
overcome  by  his  emotions,  and  then,  regaining 
his  composure,  he  resumed  still  in  a  mournful 
tone.  '*  Certain  it  is,  Greyslaer,  that  Teon- 
dettha  separated  from  us  in  the  forest,  but 
whether  from  accident  or  treachery  I  am  una- 
hle  to  determine.^' 

**  Well,  a  painter  is  always  a  painter,  an 
Injun  always  an  Injun,  no  matter  how  you  may 
tame  'em  ;  and  I  don't  quarrel  much  with  the 
crittur  because  he  chose  to  sort  with  his  own 
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kind.  No  man's  to  be  blamed  for  sticking  to 
his  colour^  for  that's  human  natur  through 
and  through,  any  way  you  may  £x  it.  Fm  not 
mad  with  him  for  that.  I'm  only  mad  with 
myself  that  I  didn*t  throw  him  down,  jist  by 
accident  as  it  might  be,  afore  he  got  fairly  into 
our  councils." 

^^  Bait !"  whispered  Greyslaer,  in  a  low  but 

stem  voice,  for  he  did  not  wish  to  mortify  the 

faithful  woodsman  before  his  comrades ;  ^  fee 

me,  Bait,  and  to  our  cause — to  all  whom  you 

call  your  friends,  I  believe  you  to  be  a  good  man 

and  true,  and  as  such,  I  would  peril  my  like 

with  you  or  for  you ;  but  Indian  or  white,  by 

the  God  that  made  me,  if  you  ever  practise 

such  a  peace  of  treachery  upon  breathing  man, 

you  shall  die  the  death  at  my  hands ;  I  will 

pistol  you  upon  the  spot." 

^'  Wh-eu-gh  !  and  what  would  old  Bait  care 
for  that,  if,  by  shooting  one  of  the  red  devils. 
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he  codd  save  your  scalp   or  Squire  Dirk^s, 

yoo'ie  boys  both  on  ye,  and  don't  know  the 

nature  of  an  Injan.    But  I  tell  ye,  Capting 

Greyslser — as  I  suppose  I  must  call  ye — it  isn't 

&ir  and  comely,  it  isn't  treating  me  in  a  likely 

manner,  to  use  sich  hard  words  to  me,  consi- 

(ierin  its  only  two  days  gone  that  I  let  ye  put 

down  my  name  on  your  muster-paper  there,  as 

niaking  myself  a  raal  sodger   under  you;  I 

ought  better   have  let  the  cause  go  to  the 

devil,  or  have  gone  and  taken  service  in  Brad* 

*awe'8  battahon    with    wild  Wolfert    Valt- 

0^,  rather  than  be  spoken  to  like  a  dog— I 

'^t,  I  almost  wish  I  was  shut  out  of  the  busi- 

'^  of  sodgering  altc^ether,  if  sich  talk  as  that 

'^  to  be  my  wages/' 

^If  those    are  your  sentiments   my  good 

^^ttow,"    said  Greyslaer,  stopping  short  in  his 

^^Uc,  as  the  two  pursued  a  path  together  a 

"^e  apart  from  the  rest  of  the  band,    "  if  you 

"^^y  wish  to  side  with  the  tories,  and  shed 
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the  blood  of  your  countrj^en,  I  will  stxike 
your  name  off  tliis  paper  in  an  instant,  and  you 
have  full  liberty  to  go  where  you  please."  And 
Greyslaer  drew  the  muster  roll  of  his  company 
from  his  bosom,  as  if  about  to  give  his  last 
and  most  valuable  recruit  a  fidr  discharge. 

^'  Well,  that  beats  natur ;  that's  really  the 
worst  thing  arter  all.  The  boy  talks  just  as  if 
he  could  get  along  without  me.  Ah  !  ye  green 
springald  ye !  ye  callow  fledging !  ye  yearling 
that  would  gore  with  his  horns  yet  in  the 
velvet !  ye,  with  your  book  laming,  yere 
speechifying ;  yere  marchings  and  counter- 
marchings;  yere  shoulder  firelocks,  and  yere 
right  foot,  left  foot,  yeM  make  a  pretty  how-de- 
do,  in  times  like  these,  with  only  such  a 
rollicking  younker  as  Squire  Dirk  to  counsel 
and  guide  ye ! — I  tell  ye  what,  Capting  Max 
Greyslaer,  I've  holpen  your  edication  in  some 
things,  that  may  cause  ye  to  make  a  figure  in 
such  times  as  these,  with  some  one  to  look  after 
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ye;  but,  though  ye  want  now  to  get  shut  of 
me,  as  if  I  was  an  old  granny  of  a  Yankey 
schoohnaster,  dogging  his  urchins  in  the  holi- 
days, I'm  d d  if  I  give  ye  up  till  Pve  seen 

the  end  of  ye.  Put  that  in  your  pipe  and 
smoke  it,  my  laddie  1  and  now  go  a  head  as 
loon  as  ye  choose^  for  where  your  trail  is, 
there  old  Bait  will  follow/' 

^  A  hopeful  subject  I  have  here,  for  a  dis* 
dplined  soldier,"  said  Greyslaer,  mentally. 
Amused,  provoked,  and  at  the  same  time, 
touched  by  the  petulant  freedom,  and  staunch 
fidelity  of  his  follower,  he  silently  abandoned 
the  altercation,  and  pocketing  the  muster-roll, 
with  an  emphatic  ^'umph!"  that  said  every 
thing  to  Bait,  once  more  pursued  his  way  with 
the  doughty  hunter. 

"  How  do  you  know,  Bait,*'  said  he,  after 
they  had  walked  some  time  in  silence,  moving 
through  the  forest  as  nearly  as  possible,  in  a 
parallel  line  with  the  main  body  of  de  Roos' 
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band,  from  which,  two  corresponding  flankers 
had  been  thrown  out  upon  the  opposite  side, 
^^how  do  you  know  that  Valtmeyer  has  taken 
up  arms  with  the  tories  under  Bradshaw  V' 

"  How  do  I  know  ?  why  I  had  it  from  Red 
Wolfert  himself,  only  the  day  before  yesterday, 
when  I  left  you  to  go  and  look  after  farmer 
Stickney's  tall  sons.  Two  likely  fellows 
they  be  too,  these  boys,  Syl  and  Marius 
Stickney,  though  Bradshaw  has  got  'em  clean 
safe  into  his  following  by  this  time." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?'* 

**  I  mean  to  say  that  Valtmeyer  beat  me  at 
'lectioneering,  that's  all.  I  could  only  promise 
the  boys  Uberty,  and  equality  o'  human  rights, 
if  they'd  turn  out  with  our  people,  as  they 
promised  they  would  at  the  last  training ;  but 
Wolfert  promised  heM  bum  down  their  bam, 
if  they  did,  and  he  carried  the  day  arter  all.'' 

*'The  pitiful  scoundrels!"  exclaimed  the 
young  officer,  indignantly. 
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^  Tes,  CSapting,  seeing  as  how  they  promised, 
they  oaght  to  have  come,  if  it  was  to  a  nest  of 
rattlesnakes.  But  the  bam  is  fall  of  grain, 
and  the  old  man  had  his  say,  for  Wolfert 
threatened  to  return  a  couple  of  horses  on  his 
hands,  that  he  had  just  bought  with  some  head 
pieces  for  Bradshaw's  use.'^ 

"  Do  you  think  that  Valtmeyer  would  really 
hare  burned  the  bam  y 

"Sorting/  and  mayhap  the  hausen  too. 
He  hates  a  white  man  like  pisin,  and  has  jined 
Bradshaw,  just  to  work  ont  his  grudge  agin 
his  own  kind  and  colour.  He  burn  a  farmer's 
bam  ?  Vd  like  to  see  the  day  of  the  week 
when  Red  Wolfert  Valtmeyer  would'nt  like  a 
pretence  for  doing  of  that.'* 

^^  And  does  Valtmeyer  think  that  these  two 
Stickneys  will  keep  their  faith  more  truly  with 
his  people,  than  they  have  with  our's,^*  said 
Greyslaer,  not  incuriously. 

^^Sarting  they  will,''   replied  Bait,  shaking 
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his  head.  ^^  I  never  knew  a  Connecticat  chap 
yet,  but  what  stack  to  his  bargain  when  it  wa^ 
once  made,  clean  out  and  out ;  the  snarl  of  Uie 
thing  is  to  find  out  what  they  consider  a  real 
bargain  complete.  I  rayther  mistrust,  its  only 
when  they  put  their  names  right  down  in  Uack 
and  white  upon  paper.  Wolfert,  I  know^ 
made  them  do  this^  he  seemed  so  tamal  sure 
of  his  men^  for  ever  and  aye.  But  here  we 
are  at  Damond's  run,  and  the  squire  had  better 
order  a  halt,  as  we  must  be  within  half  a  mile 
of  the  Fish  house  clearing/' 

In  the  moment  that  Bait  spoke,  a  fidnt 
signal  from  the  extreme  right,  which  was 
repeated  by  de  Roos  from  the  centre,  reached 
the  ears  of  Greysiaer,  and  the  flankers  at  once 
closing  in,  the  whole  party  united  upon  the 
banks  of  a  rivulet,  at  a  point  where  it  first 
commenced  its  ascent  from  the  upland. 
Taking  his  orders  now  from  de  Roos,  for 
Greysiaer  was  only  acting  as  a  volunteer  upon 
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the  expedition.  Bait  ascended  a  tall  hemlock, 
to  reconnoitre  the  point  to  which  they  were  ap- 
proaching, and  where  it  was  presumed  that 
Brant  lay  with  his  followers. 

**  How  many  fires  do  they  count  P^  cried  de 
Koos  from  the  root  of  the  tree.  "  Fires  ? 
MI  the  one  V  muttered  the  scout,  in  a  tone 
of  sdlen  surprise  and  chagrin.  *^A  fool's 
errand  ye  come  upon.  They've  shut  them- 
sdves  up  in  a  block- house  and  stockade  upon 
^  banks  of  the  river,  and  our  mighty  bisiness 
tt  done  for." 

''  Can  we  not  decoy  them  from  their  de- 
fences ?"  asked  Ghreyslaer,  anxiously;  ^^  it  would 
be  noadness  to  assault  their  palisades  without 
tftillery,  and  it  would  be  folly  to  wait  until 
cannon  can  be  transported  through  woods  like 
these  we  have  traversed  to-night.^' 

^  Easy  enough  to  get  some  of  the  critters 
oat,  and  pepper  'em  for  the  fun  of  it,"  said 
Bait;  ^'  but  that  wouldn^t  help  us  in  retaking 
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Miss  Alida.  By  the  etamal  thunder!  bat 
there's  some  of  the  varmint  now,  pushing  off 
in  a  canoe  to  gig  trout  or  examine  a  fish-weiti 
I  don't  know  which ;  but  I  see  by  the  light  of 
the  pine  knots  in  the  bow  that  they  push  along 
mighty  slow,  as  if  looking  for  something  at  tht 
bottom  of  the  stream.  I  have  it,  I  have  it) 
Capting ;  I  have  it,  Squire ;''  and,  as  if  some 
rare  device  had  struck  him  on  the  instant^  Bait 
straightway  ascended  the  tree.  *^  We  can  cap- 
tivate those  chaps  complete,  I  tell  ye,  if  they 
only  move  a  little  further  down  stream,  where 
yon  woody  mound  shoulders  the  current.  I 
know  the  ground  here  all  to  pieces.  Those 
maples,  whose  round  tops  are  just  now  slicked 
up  by  the  moon,  cover  a  thick  undergrowth 
that  will  conceal  us  in  creeping  along  the  shore^ 
and  we  can  cut  off  the  Injuns  from  the  fort  as 
soon  as  they  turn  the  pint." 

"  Ay,  but  how  do  you  know  they  will  turn 
the  point,*'  said  Greyslaer,  who,  standing  upon 
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%  Tock  round  which  the  runnel  gurgled,  looked 
down  the  defile  through  which  it  travelled  to 
the  river^  and  csught  a  glimpse  of  the  moonlit 
hndscape  below. 

^  Leave  that  to  me,  if  chance  dont  fix  it/' 
r^ibd  the  woodsman ;  "  and  now,  Squire  Dirk, 
u  you  command  here  to-night,  jist  let  old 
Bait  order  the  position  of  all  of  us  before  we 
ttOTc  &rther.'' 

'^  If  you  know  the  grotmd,  as  you  say  you 
do,  Bait,  you  are  the  proper  person  to  guide  us 
in  our  operations.  I  give  you  full  power  to 
*ct,  if  you  will  only  secure  me  a  chance  of 
trying  my  yager  upon  the  miscreants/' 

*^  WeHf  well,  that  shall  be  cared  for,  only 
don^t  be  too  headysome,  or  you'll  spile  all. 
I  want  to  take  the  redskins  alive,  and  get  some 
tidings  about  Miss  AUda,  and  if  one  be  a  chief, 
we  may  exdiange  him.  We  must  divide  into 
three  parties,  to  make  sure  of  our  object.  I 
want  five  of  our  stoutest  men  to  creep  with  me 
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to  the  water's  side,  to  the  bend  south  of  the 
mound^  where  we  must  secure  the  canoe- men, 
if  any  where.  You,  Squire,  must  throw  your- 
self, with  the  strength  of  the  party,  to  the  north 
side,  so  as  to  cut  off  the  Injuns  from  the  fort 
with  your  rifles  if  they  escape  from  our  hands, 
and  attempt  to  return  to  it.  Capting,  I'm 
sorry  I  cannot  give  you  more  lively  work  at 
the  outset,  but,  if  the  thing  comes  to  a  fight, 
you  will  have  a  sodger's  share  of  it  where  I'm 
going  to  place  you.  We  must  trust  to  your 
spunk  and  headwork  in  getting  us  out  of  the 
scrape  if  my  plan  fails  ;  and  you  must  take  a 
position,  with  half  a  dozen  men,  where  you  can 
see  what's  going  on,  and  bring  us  off  safely  if 
the  worst  come  to  the  worst ;  and  if  the  fire 
of  Squire  Dirk's  party  draws  a  sally  from  the 
fort,  we  shall  see  hot  work,  I  tell  ye.  There's 
a  ledge  of  bald  rock  to  the  left  yonder,  that 
puts  out  from  the  ridge  we  are  on,  about  a 
hundred  yards  from  this ;  that  cliff  commands 
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the  whole  valley  below^  and  there  is  a  deer 

mnway  leading  up  from  the  water  side  to  its 

base,  that  way  lies  our  retreat.    A  half  hour 

hence  the   moon  will  touch    the  cliff,  whose 

edge  is  still  in  deep  shadow  from  the  hemlock 

thicket  that  still  covers  it ;  so  you  must  gain  it  at 

once,  and  lie  there  close  as  a  hunted  opossum 

to  a  gray  log.    If  we  are  pursued^  you,  Capting 

how  as  well  as  I  do  what  follows,  we^D — " 

**  Toull  lure  the  chase  to  the  base  ol  the 
rock,  make  a  detour  to  my  rear,  and  leave  me 
to  deal  with  the  rascals  in  front.  Exactly, 
Bait;  I  comprehend  your  plan  completely, 
and  its  details  are  worthy  of  a  veteran  parti- 


»} 


^  I  don't  know  what  sort  of  a  chap  that 
amy  be,  but  if  it  mean  an  old  bush-fighter, 
there's  no  man  in  all  Tryon  county,  not  even 
Bed  Wolfert  himself,  but  must  knock  under 
to  old  Bait  in  expeyrience.'^  And  with  this 
harmless  ebullition  of  vanity  on  the  part  of 
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the  woodsman,  the  council  of  war  was  broken 
up;  the  party  was  divided  agreeably  to  his 
suggestions,  and  the  three  bands  immediately 
afterward  separated,  and  sped  with  silent  haste 
to  their  different  destinations.  Greyslaer, 
having  but  a  short  distance  to  move  vritfa  his 
handful  of  foUowers,  soon  gained  the  position 
indicated  by  Bait,  and  throwing  himself  upon 
the  ground,  with  his  feet  hanging  over  the 
rocky  ledge,  he  cast  a  thoughtful  eye  over  the 
sleeping  landscape  below. 

The  moon  was  in  her  last  quarter,  but  the 

atmosphere  was  so  clear  that  her  waning  beams 
lighted  up  the  scene  with  a  splendour  that  is 
rarely  witnessed  in  other  climes.  The  Sacon- 
daga,  which  near  this  region,  at  the  present  day, 
winds  through  green  meadows  grazed  by  a 
thousand  cattle,  was  at  the  time  of  which  we 
write,  thickly  wooded  along  its  banks.  The 
luxuriant  foliage  of  primeval  forests  impended 
in  billowy  masses  over  the  devious  water,  which 
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only  showed  to  view  in  shining  intervals,  like 
the  broken  links  of  a '  silver   chain.    A  few 
deared  acres  only^  around  the  Indian  stockade, 
let  the  moonlight  down  more  broadly  upon  the 
stream,  where  the  burned  and  blackened  stumps 
itood  grimly  marshalled  along  the  water's  edge, 
like  the  dwarfish  opponents  of  the  girdled  trees, 
whose  tall,  stark  stems,  and  jagged  and  ver- 
dareiess  array,  bounded  the  opposite  sides  of 
the  dearing.    The    stockade  itself   lay  a  de- 
fixnned  and  shapeless  mass  of  logs  in  the  midst 
rfthis  desolate  area,  and  the  eyes  of  Greyslaer, 
>9  he  watched  the  twinkling  lights  which  ever 
iod  anon  revealed  the  floating  canoe  upon  the 
river,  reverted  continually  to  this  sidlen  den  in 
whidi  he  thought   Alida  was   immured.     He 
imaged  to  himself  the  lady  of  his  love  as  look- 
ing out  with  the  cheerless  spirit  of  a  captive 
upon  the  few  dreary  acres  of  the  Indian  clear- 
ing, which  could  alone  meet  her  eye  from  her 
forest  walled  prison-yard ;   he  thought  of  her 


ciipe,  and  tiiLMi  nc  i.iiv,«^..., 
iiiiiid  wiuidcr  in  sucli  a  mood,  he 
verting  to  the  white  man^s  improve 
racterized  by  similar  features  to  tl 
scene  before  him^  he  thought  wh< 
could  not  in  any  way  work  out  h 
soipe  less  unsightly  and  devastat 
than  the  ordinary  one  of  clearing  t 
trv. 

«  Ajid  must  the  prodigal  soul  c 
said  he^  mentally,  ^'  must  the  pri 
ness  of  all  things  earthly  be  thus  w 
verted  to  their  final  ends  ?     Mu 
virgin  nature  be  thus  encumbei 
wreck  of  its  beauty,  thus  enrichec 
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redolent  of  hope  and  high  affections^  moving 
with  each  generous  impulse^    like  this  plumy 
f<»re8t  to  the  breeze,  must  it  also  give  up  its 
first  noble  natural  growth  of  feelings,  and  be- 
come barren  and  desolate,  like  yon  blackened 
dearing,  before,  like  that,  it  can  bear  fruits 
fit  for  the  best  purposes  of  social  being? — 
The  wild  Indian,  too  ! — ^is  he  subject  to  the 
nme  mpterious  law,  or  has  nature  a  different 
dispensation  for  her  own  immediate  children  ? 
Doth  age  alone  ripen  his  mind,  and  by  gradual 
tnd  kindly  means  steal  from  him  the  pledges 
of  life's  morning    promise,  and  lead  him   to 
to  mviting    grave,    with    youth — all-glorious 
eternal  youth,  still  glowing  beyond  its  portals  ? 
Or  doth  he  too,  like  us,  grow  old  before  his 
time,  with  Acuities  quickened  by  suffering  and 
matured  by  pain  ?     Doth  he,   bewildered  by 
conflicting  passions,  like  ours,  and  misled  by 
stombUng  reason,  chase  the  phantom  Hope, 
where'er  she  leads  ?      Or  doth  rather  a  narrow 
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but  subtle  instinct  deter  him  from  the  Tain 
pursuit,  or  guide  him^  with  unerring  finger,  to 
fruition  ?'* 

'^  But  what  boots  this  vain  dreaming  ?"  cried 
he,  interrupting  himself  impatiently,  as  a  doud 
at  that  moment  obscuring  the  moon,  snatched 
the  scene  which  had  awakened  these  reflections 
from  his  view.  '^  What  matters  it  that  our 
scheme  of  existence  should  be  as  vain  and 
uncertain  as  the  landscape  that  but  now  glim- 
mered below  me,  when  death,  like  yon  cloud, 
may  come,  at  any  moment,  and  obscure  it  for 
ever !" 

As  the  last  thought  passed  through  the 
mind  of  Greyslaer,  and  even  before  language 
could  have  given  it  shape  and  utterance,  it 
seemed  as  if  the  chilling  image  of  death  had 
but  presented  itself,  as  the  precursor  of  the 
reality.  A  sharp  stunning  blow,  that  came 
with  such  force,  along  his  ribs,  as  to  turn  his 
body  completely  round,  drew  a  sudden  excla- 
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mation  of  pain  and  surprise  from  him.    "  Ha ! 
God  of   Heaven!    what's    that?"    he    cried^ 
dapping  his  hand  to  the  wound,  as  he  roUed 
over  upon  the  rock^  straggling  to  gain  his  feet. 
Bnt  the  effort  was  yain — he  became  dizzy  on 
the  moment.     He  tried  to  shout  to  his  com- 
ndes ;  but  the  voice  seemed  drowned  in  other 
sounds.    A  fearful  yell^  that  nmg  confusedly 
in  his  ears,  like  the  spirit  call  from  another 
world,  swallowed  up  the  feeble  cry.     But  still 
he  seemed  not  dead — for  a  strange  sensation, 
like  that  of  falling  into  a  fathomless  depth, 
yet  called  out  the  exercise  of  volition.     His 
hands  groped  about,  as  if  clutching  at  some- 
thing to  hold  on  by — and  then  he  lay  in  utter 
iinconsciousness,    with    the    cold     moonlight 
streaming  on  his  motionless  form. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  hunter's  ambuscade. 

**  Again  upon  the  grass  they  droop, 
When  burst  the  well-known  whoop  on  whoop ; 
And  bounding  from  the  ambushed  gloom,. 
Like  wolves  the  savage  warriors  come.'* 

STREET. 


The  plans  of  the  hunter,  Bait,  when  fa 
permitted  to  arrange  the  movements  o 
party  for  the  night,  were  well  laid  in 
respect  save  one — the  omission,  on  the  p 
de  Roos  and  his  forest  counsellor,  to  ke 
a  communication  with  Greyslaer,  eithe 
messengers  or  signals,  to  be  available  ii 
they  met  with  any  obstacle  to  the  consu: 
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tion  of  their  design.    The  unfortunate  issue  of 
the  ambuscade    was  mainly   attributable    to 
this OTcrsight.     "The  attempt,"  they  argued, 
^must  either  be    fully    successful,  when  we 
shall  rejoin  our  comrades  without  molestation ; 
or,  if  we  are  interrupted  by  a  sally  from  the 
fort,  or  other  untoward  occurrence,  the  report 
of  our  fire-arms  will  soon  show  Greyslaer  how 
toigs  are  going."     In  guerilla  warfare,  how- 
c^,  so  much  often  depends  upon  an  instan- 
taneous change  of  the  mode  in    which    you 
would  effect  your  design,  when  carrying  any 
giren  piece  of  strategy  into  execution,  that  the 
most  perfect  concert  of  action  should  be  ob- 
served, if  you    would  avail  yourself  of  their 
flexible   councils,   without    endangering  your 
brother  partisans. 

The  two  parties,  led  severally  by  Bait  and 
de  Roos,  after  gaining  the  bottom  of  the  hill 
upon  which  they  had  left  the  ill-starred  Grey- 
slaer, separated  near  the  base  of  the  promon- 

VOL.   I.  L 


::  lit  lie  l)<'iv  Ji  (l'w  liiiiidrcd  v.'ir(l«= 
Indian  stockade,  from  which  it  wai 
tlie  river,  which  was  here  about  a 
breadth.  Tlie  promontory  extend" 
the  stream  upon  its  right ;  and 
which  was  the  object  of  attack,  w{ 
ing  this  headland  as  he  reached  1 
and  might  be  said  to  be  thus  ahn 
from  the  fort,  had  he  dared  to  fii 
But  Bait,  who  gained  the  shore  a 
vines  and  thickets  of  elder,  upoi 
side  of  the  promontory,  awaited  t 
portunity  to  seize  the  fishermen 
peaceable  manner. 

Placing  his  followers   in  a  copi 
moutli  of  the  brook  already  mentioi 
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a  stick  about  two  feet  in  length  from  a  green 
flatting,  and,  after  rolling  it  between  his  palms, 
for  a  few  moments,  he  succeeded  in  drawing 
out  the  woody  part  from  its  bark  casing,  form- 
ing thus  from  the  latter  a  hollow  tube,  which 
might  answer  the  purpose  of  a  speaking-trum- 
pet   Placing  one  end  of  this  to  his  mouth, 
and  bending  his  body  so  as  to  bring  the  other 
within  an  inch  of  the  ground,  and  partly  to 
sniother    the  sound  he  intended   to  produce 
from  the  instrument,  he  drew  from  it  a  deep 
discordant  noise,  not  unlike  the  distant  roaring 
of  a  bull.  The  call  almost  immediately  brought 
i  re[dy,  both  from  the  hill  side  and  from  the 
water.     From  the  hills  it  came  back  in  a  wild 
bellowing,   that  was  evidently  that  of  a  real 
aaimal,  answering  a  beast  of   its  own   kind. 
Upon   the  water,  it    was  replied  to    by  the 
Indians,  who,  equally  deceived  by  sounds  that 
seemed  to  indicate  their  vicinity  to  a  moose- 

L  2 
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deer  buck^  or  bull  moose — as  our  hunters  call 
it — attempted,  by  putting  their  closed  fists  to 
their  mouths,  to  mimic  the  cry,  and  lure  the 
animal  to  the  water  side,  where  the  torches  in 
the  bow  of  the  shallop  would  enable  them  to 
fix  the  buck  at  gaze,  and  to  approach  suffi- 
ciently near  to  destroy  him  with  their  fishing 
spears. 

Guiding  their  brichen  vessel  now  into  an 
eddy  of  the  stream,  by  a  scarcely  perceptible 
motion  of  the  paddle,  they  approached  with 
care,  the  spot  where  Bait  and  his  comrades 
lay.  But  the  next  moment,  exchanging  some 
words  with  each  other  in  a  low  tone,  which 
made  them  inaudible  to  those  on  shore,  the 
steersman  gave  a  flirt  of  his  paddle,  and  the 
light  bark  swung  round  again  to  the  centre  of 
the  stream.  Here  the  Indians  paused,  as  if 
listening  intently ;  and  the  wary  Bait,  fearing 
now  that  their  attention  was  fuUy  awakened. 
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to  repeat  the  same  lure,  which  might  fail  to 
deceive  them  when  so  near,  resorted  to  ano- 
ther, less  easy  of  detection. 

He  took  a  cup  from  his  hunting-pouch,  and 

stooping  down  to  the  brook,   dipped  up  the 

^itety  and  let  it  &R  again  into  the  current,  to 

i^nitate  the  plashing  footsteps  of  an  animal, 

staUdng  along  the  bed  of  the  stream.    The 

'ndians  had  drawn  out  toward  the  channel  of 

the  ri?er,  in  order  to  give  the  supposed  moose 

^     wide    berth  between    themselves  and  the 

**^cre,     where   as  he  waded  out  to  lave  his 

^'^iiks,  according  to  the  custom  of  the  animal 

^^  this  season,  they  would  hold  him  to  advan- 

^^^ge  in  the  deep  water.    But  as  the  plashing 

^^unds  which  they  had  just  heard  grew  fainter, 

^^  if  the  moose  were  retiring  from  the  river 

^^de,    they  abandoned    this  expectation,    and 

^^micking  his  bellowing  cry  once  more,    they 

^ave.the  canoe  a  direction  toward  the  cove, 

Bnd  glided  silently  into  the  mouth  of  the  brook. 
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Their  glaring  torches  shone  double  upon  its 
shallow  and  pebbly  bottom,  and  lighted  up 
the  overhanging  thicket  with  a  ruddy  glare. 

"  Captur,  but  slay  not !"  cried  Bait,  leaping 
into  the  frail  shallop,  with  a  force  that  drove 
his  feet  through  the  flimsy  bottom,  and  an- 
chored it  to  the  spot,  at  the  same  moment  that 
an  Indian  in  the  bow,  was  vainly  attempting^ 
with  his  long  spear,  to  push  back  into  the 
parent  stream.  A  blow  from  the  hatchet  of 
the  woodsman  snapped  the  shaft,  leaving  tlie 
barbed  end  quivering  in  the  bank,  and  the 
other  a  harmless  weapon  in  the  hands  of  the 
Indian,  who  was  instantly  secured  by  his 
opponent.  Not  so,  however,  with  Ids  two 
comrades ;  one  of  those,  who  held  the  steering 
paddle,  threw  himself  backward  over  the  stem, 
floundered  with  mad  desperation  through  the 
shallow  water,  and  diving  like  a  duck,  the  mo- 
menthe  attained  that  deep  enough  for  swimming, 
struck  out  for  the  opposite  side  of  the  river. 
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which  he  gained  in  safety.  The  remaining 
Indian  was  not  less  successful  in  his  attempt 
to  escape.  This  man,  a  warrior  of  powerful 
frame  and  great  prowess^  deeming,  himself  sur- 
rounded,  leaped  from  the  canoe  at  the  first 
alann,  and  charged  into  the  midst  of  his  ene- 
niies;  grasping  hb  fishing-spear  by  the  middle, 
so  as  at  the  same  time,  to  protect  his  person 
ttui  prevent  the  long  shaft  from  becoming  en- 
tangled in  the  underwood,  he  levelled  a  yeoman 
with  a  blow  from  either  end  at  the  first  onset, 
and  seizing  a  rifle  from  one  of  the  men  as  they 
fell,  bounded  off,  unharmed,  into  the  forest. 

^Old  Josey  himself,  by  the  etamal!  there's  no 
Injun  breathing,  but  he  could  have  done  that," 
cried  Bait ;  ^^  we  have  let  the  head-devil  of 
them  all,  boys,  slip  through  our  fingers,  and 
we  shall  have  the  hull  kennel  of  hell  hounds 
let  loose  upon  us  in  an  instant.  We  must  lose 
no  time  in  crossing  from  these  parts,  or  our 
scalps  will  fly  off  like  thistle-down ;   we  must 
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make  a  divarsion^  too,  or  we'll  lose  our  pri- 
soner.^'  And  binding  the  hands  of  his  only 
captive  with  a  tendril  of  grape  v  ine^  the  hunter 
hastily  consigned  him  to  the  care  of  his  com- 
rades^ and  told  them  to  move  down  along  the 
banks  of  the  river  as  rapidly  as  possible, 
without  attempting  to  regain  the  place;,  fiiat 
designated  as  a  rendezvous.  With  these  hur- 
ried directions^  Bait  sprang  forward,  to  give  in 
person  the  necessary  warning  to  de  Roos, 
whom  he  met  mid-way,  hurrying  with  his  men 
to  join  him. 

'^  Turn,  Bait,  turn,  or  the  dogs  MriU  be  on 
our  trail  in  a  moment ;  Pve  seen  a  dripping 
savage,  emerge  like  a  musquash  from  the 
water  on  the  opposite  side,  whrere  a  dozen 
canoes  are  drawn  up  before  the  station,  and  we 
must  put  the  rapids  between  them,  and  our 
party  as  quickly  as  possible/^ 

"What,  risk  our  only  prisoner.  Squire? 
when  I've  sent  my  men  that  way  with  him. 
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nng  that  we  could  lead  off  the  pursuit  to- 
ward the  cliffy  where  the  Capting  awaits  us/' 

^It  will  never  do/'  said  de  Roos^  still 
keeping  his  party  in  motion ;  ^^  Greyslaer  will 
get  sufficient  warning  to  retire  in  time^  seeing 
the  moyements  around  the  fort ;  and  as  for 
j<nning  him,  it  is  too  late.  My  men  have 
dready  seen  one  armed  Indian  skulking 
between  them  and  the  hill^  and  we  may  be  at 
this  moment  surrounded  by  a  hundred/' 

As  these  words  passed  hurriedly  between 
^  commander  of  the  expedition,  and  his 
ttnlucky  adviser.  Bait,  who  had  for  the  moment 
^flowed  his  course  to  be  turned,  and  himself 
uorne  along  with  the  rapid  march  of  his  com- 
i^des,  stopped  short,  exclaiming,  *'  On,  then, 
%  Squire  Dirk ;  you  may  have  changed  our 
pbos  for  the  better,  and  the  Capting,  mayhap, 
would  consider  your  retreat  sodger-like,  seeing 
so  many  lives  are  at  stake ;   but  I  cannot  leave 

l3 
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him  to  take  his  chance^   of  first  hearing  of  it 
from  the  Injuns  themselves/' 

With  these  words,  only  the  first  of  which 
were  heard  by  de  Roos,  Bait  broke  away  from 
his  comrades,  and  ran  back  until  he  reached 
the  brook,  which  the  retreating  party  had 
crossed  a  few  moments  before ;  turning  then, 
and  following  up  its  current  as  the  readiest 
highway  that  offered,  amid  the  heavy  forests, 
through  whose  glooms  its  course  occasionally 
made  an  opening  toward  the  moonlit  sky. 

"  Tamal  crittur !  she's  hid  her  vixen  face/' 
he  exclaimed,  as,  looking  upward  through  one 
of  these  openings,  he  saw  that  the  planet  was 
obscured.  "  Shine  out,  old  lily  white,  shine 
out,  for  shame,  upon  the  Red  skins,  or  they'll 
cross  the  river  and  be  upon  the  Capting  afore 
I  can  stir  his  kiver." 

The  prayer  of  the  woodsman  was  quickly 
answered.  The  moon,  indeed,  shone  out  but 
too  soon,  for  the  sharp  crack  of  a  rifle,  follow- 
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ed  by  the  war-whoop,  and  answered  by  a  brief 

and  irregular   discharge   of  fire  arms,  showed 

that  her  reappearance,  instead  of  being  the 

harbinger  of  safety,  had  been  but  the  signal 

for  onslaught.     Rushing  forward,  the   hunter 

gained  the  top  of  the  hilly  ridge,  whereon  he 

had  lefit  Greyslaer,  and  was  moving,  with  hasty 

but  cautious  steps,  towards  the  shelf  of  rocks 

where  that  luckless  officer  had  taken  post  with 

his  party. 

**  The  Capting,  the  Capting,  what  have  you 
done  with  the  Capting  V'  cried  Bait,  as  he  met 
Oreyslaer's  men  in  full  flight  from  the 
ipot 

^  Run,  Bait,  for  your  life  run,  it  is  all  up  with 
Capting  Max!  a  rifle  from  the  woods  below 
the  cliff,  picked  him  off  the  very  moment  the 
moon  got  high  enough  to  bring  his  body  out  of 
shadow. 

'^  The  woods  are  aUve  with  Redskins,  and 
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our  legs  must  serve  now  if  we  would  live  to 
avenge  him." 

An  incessant  whooping^  that  each  moment 
came  nearer  and  nearer^  seemed  to  prove  the 
truth  of  what  the  man  said;  and  with  a  light 
heel  but  a  heavy  heart,  the  sorrowing  woods- 
man turned  and  fled  with  the  rest ;  muttering 
imprecations  on  himself  the  while  for  having 
left  for  a  moment,  amid  such  scenes,  his  com- 
mander, friend,  and  prot^g^. 

De  Roos,  in  the  meantime,  hurrying  along 
with  his  prisoner,  followed  the  course  of  the 
Sacondaga,  which  here  runs  in  a  north  east 
direction  for  a  few  miles,  and  then,  leaving  it 
abruptly,  struck  due  south,  making  for  the 
nearest  settlements  upon  the  Mohawk.  The 
approach  of  morning  found  his  party  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Galway;  and  crossing  the 
highway,  or  trail  as  it  might  rather  be  called  at 
that  day,    between   Saratoza    Johnstown,  he 
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made  a  sweep  to  the  south  of  the  latter  place^ 
and  striking  due  west,  passed  Stone  Arabia, 
{uncus  afterwards  for  the  gallant  fight  and 
sobsequent  slaughter    of  the  brave    Colonel 
Brown  and  his  regiment,  reached  the  Mohawk 
it  Keeder's  Rifts,  equally  noted  in  the  border 
story  of  after  years.    The  retreat^  considering 
&at  de  Roos  had  not  only  to  escape  from  his 
Indian  foes  in  the  first  instance,  but  that  he 
carried  his    prisoner  through  a  district,  the 
greater  portion  of  whose  scattered  inhabitants 
were  as  yet  either  luke  warm  patriots  or  zeal- 
ous adherents  of  the  Johnson  party,  was  cre- 
ditable to  his  address  as  a  partisan. 

Worn  down  with  fatigue  and  long  watching, 
Derrick  and  his  companions  were  rejoiced  to 
find  shelter  and  refreshment  in  the  hospitable 
mansion  of  Colonel  Jelles  Tonda,  a  faithful 
officer  and  confidential  friend  of  the  father 
of  Sir  John  Johnson,  but  who,  having  now 
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sided  with  the  patriot  party,  was  exposed  to 
the  vengeance  of  the  royalists^  which  was 
afterwards  so  terribly  wreaked  upon  his  house- 
hold  by  the  devastating  hand  of  the  stem  and 
inexorable  son  of  his  friend. 

The  Mohawk  captive,  during  the  route,  had 
borne  himself  with  dogged  indifference  to  his 
fate,  obstinately  refusing  to  answer  any  of  the 
questions  with  which  de  Roos,  who  spoke  his 
language,  plied  him,  whenever  occasion  offered, 
during  a  brief  halt  of  his  party.  Refreshments 
were  now  placed  before  him,  but  he  refused  to 
partake  of  them,  replying  only  to  the  repeated 
invitations  of  his  captors  by  glancing  with  a 
look  of  mute  indignation,  from  their  faces  to 
the  bonds  by  which  his  right  arm  was  still 
pinioned,  the  left  having  been  temporarily  re- 
leased to  enable  him  to  feed  himself.  This 
silent  appeal,  however,  produced  no  effect  upon 
his  wary  captors. 
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'^  If  the  scoundrel  is  too  proud  to  help  him- 
lelf  with  one  hand,  let  us  see  if  fasting 
won^  bring  humility  with  it,"  said  one. 

"  The  cunning  cat !  he  only  wants  to  get  his 
daws  free  to  use  them/'  cried  another  ;  ^^  but 
ke  can't  come  the  mouser  over  us  with  his 
nod  dignity/' 

De  Roos,  who  had  been  looking  at  the  ac- 
commodations of  his  party  for  to-night,  at  this 
moment  entered  the  room,  and  ordered  a  guard 
of  three  men  to  repair  with  the  prisoner  to  the 
Idtchen,  which   was    assigned   them   as   their 
quarters.     He   at  the  same  time  handed   the 
Indian  a  blanket,  wherewith  one  of  the  women 
of  the  family  had  provided   him,  and  for  the 
first  time  since  his  capture,  a  gleam  of  pleasure 
shot  athwart  the  dusky  features   of  the  Mo- 
hawk,  as  he   stretched  out   his  left  hand  to 
receive  the  boon.     Indeed,  he  folded  it  about 
his  person  with  as  much   care   as  if  he  took 
pride  as  w^eU  as  comfort  in  his  new  acquisition  ; 
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nor  had  he  completely  adjusted  its  folds  to  his 
satisfaction,  before  a  comer  of  his  new  mantle 
had  more  than  once  swept  the  edge  of  the 
table,  as  he  rushed  along  its  sides,  while 
making  his  way  out  of  the  apartment. 

The  kitchen  was  not  entirely  vacant  when 
the  prisoner  and  his  guard  reached  their 
quarters.  For  besides  several  n^ro  slaves, 
which  at  that  time  formed  an  essential  part 
of  the  household  of  every  opulent  former  in 
the  country,  there  sat  in  the  chimney-corner  a 
shabby  looking  way-farer,  who,  in  those  days 
of  infrequent  inns  and  open  hospitality,  had 
been  allowed  a  stall  for  his  horse  and  a  shelter 
for  himself  during  the  night. 

The  dress  of  this  man,  which  was  a  sort  of 
greasy  doublet,  or  fustian  shooking-jacket,  of 
dingy  olive,  with  breeches  of  the  same ;  shoes 
without  buckles,  and  a  broad-leaved  chip  hat, 
having  a  broken  pipe  stuck  beneath  the  band, 
marked  him  sufficiently  as  belonging   to   the 
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lower  order  of  society.    For  while  among  our 
wise  fathers  a  man's  apparel  was  always  thought 
more  or  less  to  indicate  his  social  position,  a 
traveller's  especially,  who  presumed  to  take  the 
saddle  without  being  either  booted  or  spurred, 
would  be  set  down  as  near  akin  to  a  beggar, 
who  had  his  horse  only  for  some  chance  hour. 
Some,  however,  beneath  the  neglected  beard 
tnd  general  sordid  appearance  of  this  wayfaring 
iKVseman,  might  have  detected  features  which, 
if  not  those  of  a  true  cavalier,  belonged  at  least 
to  the  cUss  which  was  then  generally  supposed 
ezdosively  to  furnish  such  a  character.    The 
man's  look  was  sinister,  if  not  decidedly  bad ; 
but  there  was  a  degree  of  haughtiness  mingled 
with  his  duplicity  of  expression,  and  the  intel- 
ligent and  assumed  air  of  his  countenance  was 
&r  above  the  rank  which  his  coarse  habiliments 
would  indicate.     He  started  as  the  Indian  en- 
tered the  apartment ;  and  as  the  name  ^^  Au- 
neh-yesh'^  escaped  his  lips,  the  emotion  seemed 
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for  the  instant  to  be  sympathetic  with  the  pri- 
soner. It  was  so  slight,  however,  upon  the 
part  of  the  Mohawk  as  not  to  attract  observa- 
tion. He  moved,  at  once,  toward  the  kitchen 
iire,  and^  though  it  was  a  summer's  night,  threw 
himself  on  the  floor  with  his  feet  toward  the 
ashes,  and  covering  up  his  head  in  his  blanket, 
seemed  soon  to  be  forgetting  the  cares  of  cap- 
tivity in  soothing  slumber. 

Two  of  the  men,  to  whose  custody  the  pri- 
soner had  been  consigned,  soon  afterwards 
imitated  his  example,  and  stretched  themselves 
upon  a  flock-bed  in  a  comer  of  the  apart- 
ment, while  the  third  paced  up  and  down  the 
room  to  keep  himself  awake  while  acting  as  sen- 
tinel over  the  prisoner.  The  slaves,  vrith  the 
exception  of  a  single  old  negro,  had  all  slunk 
away,  one  could  hardly  tell  how ;  and  this 
worthy,  with  the  sinister-looking  traveller,  were 
left  as  the  only  waking  companions  of  the  sen- 
tinel.   The  traveller,  too,  at  last,  after  ruminat- 
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ing  in  a  drowsy  fashion  for  some  time^  ex- 
pressed his  intention  of  seeking  a  bed  in  the 
haymow^  and  procuring  a  stable-lantern  from 
the  negro  to  look  after  his  horse,  in  the  first  in- 
stance, withdrew  from  the  apartment.  In  pass- 
ing through  the  door,  he  fixed  his  eyes  earnestly 
^ipon  the  sleeping  Indian,  and  his  face  being 
thnsarerted  from  the  passage  way,  he  stumbled 
awkwardly,  so  as  to  make  his  tin  lantern  clang 
^iinst  the  lintel  so  sharply  as  to  startle  both 
the  sentry  and  his  prisoner,  though  the  slight 
movement  which  the  latter  made  beneath  his 
Uwket  was  not  observed  by  the  soldier,  who 
^ed  to  close  the  door  behind  the  retreating 
twveller. 

"What  tink  you  of  dat  trabeller-man, 
Qassa?"  said  the  old  negro,  with  a  knowing 
look,  as  soon  as  he  heard  the  outer-door  closed 
after  the  other. 

"  Think  of  him  ?  why  I  don't  think  of  him 
>t  an.  Cuff;  that  sleeping  hound  by  the  fire  is 
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enough  for  me  to  trouble  myself  about,  after 
trampoosing  for  twenty-four  hours  on  a  stretch, 
with  not  even  a  loon's  nap  at  the  eend  of  it" 

^'  Trabeller-man  hab  mighty  fine  hoss,  massa! 
Him  look  as  like  as  two  peas  to  de  boss  dat 
Wolf  Valtmeyer  bought  last  week  for  Massa 
Bradshawe,  and  drew  to  here,  mighty  like  dat 
same  boss,  massa/' 

"  Well,  what  of  that  ?  you  don't  take  the 
chap  for  a  horse-thief,  do  you?  He's  more 
like  some  travelling  cobler,  that's  going  his 
circuit  through  the  settlements." 

"  He  be  berry  like  a  cobbler,  carting,'*  said 
the  complaisant  negro ;  and  then,  after  musing 
a  few  moments,  added,  ^^  He  be  berry  like 
lawyer  Wat  Bradshawe,  massa." 

"  I  never  saw  that  rip,  CuflF,  though,  if  the 
traveller  has  heard  as  much  of  him  as  I  have, 
he  wouldn't  be  beholden  to  you  for  discovering 
the  likeness." 

^^  Lawyer  Wat  has   shaked  hands   wid  de 
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debbil,  certing/'  said  the  negro^  shaking  his 
bead  mysteriously. 

**  Why  do  you  say  that,  Cuff?" 

"  Cause  he  no  fear  de  debbil." 

^  Why,  what  the  devil  do  you  know  about 
biiD,  you  old  curmudgeon  P' 

^  Hab  not  old  black  Violet  told  me  of  his 
doings  long  ago,  when  he  was  but  a  boy  ?  Let 
Cuff  alone  to  find  out  de  secret;  he  know  all 
ibout  Massa  Bradshawe,  and  he  know  how  to 
keep  de  secret  too/' 

^  Now^  Cuff,"  said  the  soldier,  stopping  short 
in  the  midst  of  the  room,  ^^you  see  that  Injun 
there!  Well,  he's  a  raal  Injun  juggler,  and 
Qnkss  you  tell  me  instantly  your  secret,  as  you 
edl  it,  I^  stir  up  that  fellow  with  the  butt  end 
of  my  rifle,  and  he  shall  fill  this  room  with  fiery 
sirpents  in  a  moment/' 

The  poor  superstitious  negro  recoiled  with 
horror  at  this  alarming  threat.  He  had  all  the 
awe  of  his  race  for  the  red  man,  who,  having 
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never  been  reduced  to  subservience  by  the 
white,  is  regarded  by  the  docile  African  partly 
as  a  wayward,  wicked,  and  disobedient  child, 
who  refuses  to  be  guided  by  those  who  have 
a  natural  right  to  authority,  and  partly  as  a 
hybrid,  heathenish  mortal,  in  whose  paternity 
the  devil  has  so  large  a  share,  that  the  Indian  is 
unfitted  to  take  a  part  in  the  ordinary  lot  of 
mankind. 

"  Why,  you  see,  massa,"  said  he,  beginning, 
at  once,  with  trembling  lips,  to  tell  his  story, 
^^  it  was  when  old  Dinah,  the  black  w^itch,  that, 
perhaps,  you  have  heerd  tell  on  was  living. 
She  used  sometimes,  of  a  winter's  night,  to  be 
let  in  at  de  house  of  Massa  Walter's  pappa, 
where  she  slept  by  de  kitchen  fire,  but  always 
went  up  de  chimbley  on  a  broomstick  before  de 
morning.  Violet  herself  say — and  Violet  live 
at  de  house  for  many  years — Violet  say  she 
often  let  Dinah  in,  but  she  nebber  in  her  life 
see  her  go  out,  ^cept  one  morning,  and  den  she 
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went  out  a  corpse ;  and  she  die  wid  pains  and 
adies,  oh  honible !  so  Violet  say — " 

"The  devil  take  Violet — out  with  your  story; 
what  had  Wat  Bradshawe  to  do  with  the  busi- 
ness F'  cried  the  impatient  soldier,  thinking 
matter  might  be  forthcoming  from  this  kitchen 
gossip  that  would  reward  him  by  adding  some- 
thing worth  repeating  to  the  many  strange 
stories  that  were  told  of  Bradshawe  throughout 
the  country. 

"What  massa  Walter  do?'^   exclaimed  the 

n^,  lowering  his  voice ;  "  why,  who  but  he, 

dat  kill  de  old  woman  ?  Massa  Wat,  he  watch 

Dioah  go  up  the  chimbly,  he  see  that  the  black 

vitch  always  slip  off  her  skin,  and  hang  it  up 

behind  the  pantry-door  before  she  go  up.     So 

le  watch  him  chance,  like  a  mad  boy  he  was ; 

he  go  to   de   dresser,  take   the  casters,  put 

pepper,  mustard,  and  plenty  salt  on  de  skin ; 

him  chuckle,  laugh,  say  he  make  de  debbU  of 

de  old  woman.'     Well,  de  witch  come  back. 
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slip  into  her  skin^  she  kick,  she  hollow,  she 
fall  down  in  fit,  and  so  she  die,  and  dat  de  end 
of  Missy  Dinah.'^ 

"  Why — you — tar-nal— old — black — ^fool!** 
said  the  soldier,  with  a  ludicrously  indignant 
expression  of  baffled  curiosity,  "  You — you 
jackass — you.  IVe  more  than  a  mind  to  stir 
up  this  Injun  juggler,  to  show  what  real  devil- 
try is.  Cuff,  for  making  me  listen  to  such 
heathen  stuff  as  that/* 

As  the  soldier  spoke,  he  advanced  so  near 
the  sleeping  Mohawk,  as  to  strike  him  with 
his  foot,  while  heedlessly  throwing  it  out  to 
annoy  the  apprehensive  negro.  He  had  better 
have  alarmed  a  coiled  rattlesnake.  For  a 
knife,  as  deadly  as  the  fangs  of  a  serpent,  was 
the  next  moment  plunged  in  his  bosom,  as  the 
captive  leaped  upon  him.  A  window  was 
thrown  wide  open  by  some  unseen  hand  in  the 
same  moment.  The  negro  stood  speechless 
with  horror ;  and,  before  the  slumbering  com- 
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rades  of  the  unfortunate  sentinel  could  rouse 
to  avenge  him^  his  scalp  was  filched  from  his 
head,  by  the  carving-knife,  which  the  Indian 
bad  secured  beneath  his  blanket  while  brushing 
past  the  supper-table.      He  shook  his   gory 
trophy  in   the    affrighted    eyes   of  his   half- 
awakened  foemen,  and  bounded  like  a  deer 
through  the  window. 

In  the  morning  there  were  no  traces  to  be 
found,  either  of  the  yoxmg  savage,  or  the 
suspicious  looking  itinerant. 
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CHAPTER    V. 

THE    INDIAN    LEECH. 

''Thus  errors  monstrous  sbapes  from  earth  are  driven  ; 

They  fade,  they  fly — but  truth  surrives  their  flight ; 

Earth  has  no  shades  to  quench  that  beam  of  heaven ; 

Each  ray  that  shone  in  early  time  to  light 

The  faltering  footsteps  in  the  path  of  night, 

Eacli  gleam  of  clearer  brightness,  shed  to  aid 

In  man's  maturer  day  his  bolder  sight, 

Ail  blended,  like  the  rainbow's  radiant  braid. 

Pour  yet,  and  still  shall  pour,  the  blaze  that  cannot  fade.'* 

BVRANT. 


The  wound  of  Greyslaer  had  been  given, 
precisely  in  the  manner  described,  by  the 
])anic-struck  fugitive,  though  both  he  and  de 
Roos  were  mistaken  in  thinking  that  their  party 
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was  surrounded.     A  large    body  of  Indians 
had,  indeed,  crossed  the  river^  under  the  shelter 
of  the  cape  or  head  land,  during  the  few 
moments  that  the  moon  was  obscured;   but 
thiswasafterde  Boos  was  in  full  retreat;    and 
^  ^  skulking  savage/'  who  had  so  alarmed  his 
followers,  as  well  as  the  sharpshooter  who  had 
robiequently  picked  off  Oreyslaer,  and  struck 
a  panic  into  his  party  in  turn,  was  no  other 
^  the  single  desperado,  who  had  so  gallantly 
achieved  his  escape  from  the  canoe.     This  for- 
oudable  warrior — for  as  Bait  surmised,  it  was  no 
<>Aer  than    ^^old  Josey"    or  Thayendanagea 
lumself  was  aided  by  fortune,  not  less  than  by 
lus  own  address,  in  escaping  the  perils  of  the 
>^ght    Foiling  by  his  prowess,  the  ambushed 
&e8  that  attempted  to  seize  him,  he  had  in  the 
first  instance,  after  breaking  from  their  hands, 
struck  direcdy  across  the  neck  of  the  promon- 
tory, as  the  shortest  way  to  the  station.   He  had 
oeariy  gained  the  little  bay  on  this  side,  where  he 

H  2 
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would  take  the  water  to  swim  to  the  opposite 
shore^  when  discovering  the  position  of  de 
Roos's  band,  by  hearing  some  of  the  outlyers 
whispering  together,  he  made  a  detour  to  turn 
their  flank.  The  gleam  of  his  rifle  soon  after 
betrayed  his  vicinity  to  them,  as  was  indicated 
by  a  movement  of  alarm  among  them ;  and 
perceiving  that  he  was  observed,  he  widened 
his  circuit  by  striking  inland  toward  the  hill. 
This  route  brought  him  immediately  beneath 
the  projecting  ledge,  whereon  Greyslaer  was 
reclining. 

Deeming  himself  now  surrounded  by  foes, 
the  chieftain  thought  that  it  only  remained  for 
him  to  fight  his  way  through  them,  as  best  he 
might,  and  when  the  moon,  after  being  a  few 
moments  obscured  by  a  cloud,  shone  out, 
bringing  the  form  of  Greyslaer  above  him  in 
clear  relief  against  the  sky.  Brant  discharged 
his  piece  and  raised  the  war  whoop.  His  fire 
was  returned  with  a  volley  from   the  bushes, 
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where  the  whites  lay  within  a  few  yards  uf 
their  officer,  but  their  shot  was  thrown  away^ 
for  the  darkness  that  reigned  below  the  cliff 
prevented  them  from  taking  aim  at  their  unseen 
assailant.  The  single  war  whoop  of  Brant, 
^^  the  next  moment  echoed  back  by  a  tumul- 
tuous yell  from  the  nearer  side  of  the  river, 
^d  the  dismayed  borderers,  hearing  no  order 
^m  their  insensible  leader,  concluded  that  he 
^  slain,  and  sought  their  own  safety  in  ins- 
tant flight. 

The  darkness  of  the  woods  rendered  pursuit 
ineffectual,  the  forest  rung  for  a  while  with 
the  impatient  yells  of  an  Indian  chase,  and 
then  before  an  hour  had  passed  away,  the 
lonely  whoop  of  some  solitary  savage,  hailing 
his  comrades  after  a  reluctant  and  disappointed 
return,  was  all  that  met  the  ear.  These  last 
sounds,  had  Ghreyslaer  had  sufficient  conscious- 
ness to  comprehend  them,  would  have  told 
him  of  the  safety  of  his  friends,  however  pre- 
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carious  might  be  his  own.  The  wounded  officer^ 
upon  reviving  from  his  swoon,  found  himself 
stretched  upon  a  pile  of  skins  in  an  Indian 
wigwam,  with  a  noble  looking  Mohawk,  a  man 
of  majestic  figure  and  commanding  aspect, 
standing  near,  with  eyes  bent  keenly  upon  his 
own.  Greyslaer  made  a  movement  as  if  to 
lift  one  of  his  hands,  and  was  about  to  speak, 
but  the  medicine  man,  for  such  the  Indian 
seemed  by  the  talisman  which  he  wore  around 
his  neck,  as  well  as  other  emblems  and  equip, 
ments  of  the  aboriginal  leech,  or  conjuror's 
trade,  that  marked  his  appearance,  motioned 
the  youth  to  remain  silent  and  quiet.  The 
sage  then  baring  the  wound  by  stripping  off 
some  moss  or  lichen  with  which  the  blood  had 
been  temporarily  stanched,  proceeded  to  dress 
it.  This  he  did,  with  the  assistance  of  a  withered 
old  squaw,  who  stood  by,  holding  the  various 
preparations  in  her  hands,  while  ever  and  anon, 
she  bowed  reverently  to  the  muttered  charm 
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of  the  operator.  When  this  part  of  his  medical 
treatment  was  carefully  completed,  the  magi- 
cian administered  a  draught  with  the  same 
solemn  and  scqperstitioas  ceremonial^  and  his 
pitient  soon  after  slept. 

The  slombers  of  Greyslaer  must  have  been 
long  and  refreshing,  for  he  found  himself  so 
iDQch  revived  xxpom  awaking,  asto  feel  a  dis- 
position to  rise.    But  upon  the  first  indication 
of  inch  an  intention,  his  ears,  were  saluted  by 
a  ahrill  and  discordant  cry  from  the  old  squaw, 
vho  sat  crouched  among  the  ashes,  watching  a 
brasen  kettle  into  which,  from  time  to  time,  she 
cast  certain  roots  and  herbs,  muttering  some 
gibberish  to  herself  the  while.    Her  call  was 
answered  from  without  by  a  gruff  ^*  ugh/'  as 
of  tome  voice  chiding  her  shrewish  cry  ;    and 
stnightway  the   mat  which   formed  the  only 
door    of   the  lodge    was    raised,      and    the 
benignant    features     of     the   medicine    man 
were  seen  at  the  entrance.    He  advanced  to 
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the  couch  of  Greyslaerand  placing  his  hand 
upon  the  forehead  of  his  patient,  whik  he 
gased  upon  him  thoughtfully  for  some  moments, 
seemed  to  be  at  length  thoroughly  satisfied 
with  the  results  of  his  treatment  thus  far^  for 
he  began  to  engage  lum  in  conversation!  speak- 
ing English  at  the  same  time  with  an  ease  and 
fluency  that  astonished  tiie  soldier  student. 

^^  The  Spirit  hath  not  yet  need  of  thee  in 
another   land,   young   man.     He  leaves  thee 
here  yet  awhile,  to  repent  of  thy  wickedness 
in  aiding  to  drive  his  red  children  from  ther 
country.*^ 

^'  I  drive  them  !    I  love  the  Indians  !*^  sa 
Greyslaer  with  spirit,  "  it  is  only  those  w 
make  themselves  the  slaves  of  a  foreign  Ki 
to  aid  in  enchaining  my  countrymen.     I 
only  the  murderous   Brant  and  his  rene/ 
crew  upon  whom  I  would  make  war.'^ 

"  Darest  thou,  young  man,  speak  th 
the  great  Thayendanagea  ?    and  yet  it  fit 
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presumptuous  years  to  pass  judgment  upon 
the  deeds  of  a  Sachem  who  hath  sat  in  council 
with  the  wisest  of  thy  race/^ 

"  The  great  Thayendanagea  1*^  scornfully  re- 
peated Max.  "  A  presumptuous  half-bred, 
whose  demi-barbarous  vanity  has  been  tickled 
by  sharing  in  the  mummery  of  European 
courts.  A  d^;enerate  hound^  that  has  ex- 
changed the  noble  instincti»  of  his  forest 
training  for  the  dainty  tricks  of  a  parlour-bred 
■P^eL  He  sit  in  council,  the  poor  tool  of 
profligate  tory  partisans,  who  will  use  him  to 
enslave  his  people  when  they  have  destroyed 
niine." 

The  eyes  of  the  medicine  man  shot  fire  as 
Greyslaer^  feverish,  perhaps,  from  his  wound, 
spoke  thus  intemperately  of  Brant,  whose 
doubtful  Indian  origin  did  not  commend  him 
to  the  romantic  student,  and  whose  clerkly 
employment,  as  secretary  of  Guy  Johnson,  had 
not  raised   him  in   the  eyes   of  the   aspiring 
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young  soldier ;  while  recent  events  made  Max 
regard  him  as  a  crafty^  cmel,  semi*civilized 
barbarian^  who  brought  the  name  of  Mohawk 
into  abhorrence  and  contempt.  Oreyslaer 
had  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  rafters  above  him 
while  thus  warmly  and  disdainfully  inveighing 
against  the  captor  of  Alida,  and  he  did  not, 
therefore,  observe  the  agitated  movements 
with  which  the  medicine  man  carried  his  hand 
to  the  knife  which  he  wore  in  his  girdle,  though 
from  the  excitement  under  which  he  spoke,  it 
is  doubtful  if  even  such  observation  would  have 
restrained  his  heated  expressions. 

The  magician  took  two  or  three  turns  through 
the  narrow  apartment  before  he  trusted  himself 
to  reply,  which  he  did  at  last,  with  calmness 
and  dignity  : 

"  Young  man,  you  speak  falsely,  though, 
probably,  unknowingly,  in  calling  Joseph  Brant 
a  half-breed  ;  and,  were  you  not  entrusted  by 
him  to  my  care,  you  should  die  on  this  ground 
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for  80  vile  a  slander.  Tbayendanagea  is  a 
Mohawk  of  the  full  blood ;  and  if  any  gainsay  this 
troth,  Brant,  much  as  he  holds  your  European 
usages  to  scorn,  will— I  take  it  upon  myself  to 
wy— meet  any  rebel  officer  of  his  own  rank  in 
private  quarrel,  after  the  foolish  fiishion  of  the 
vhites.  For  the  rest,^' — and  here  a  strange 
and  iodefinable  expression  of  emotion  passed 
over  the  swarthy  features  of  the  speaker,  who 
sttmed  to  hesitate  for  words  to  express  his  feel- 
Jng»*-<^  for  the  rest,  the  Sachem  would,  I  know, 
foxgiyeyou,for  the  love  you  seem  to  bear  his  race ; 
and  it  may  be  true  that  he  has  done  ill  in  link- 
ing the  fortunes  of  his  tribe  with  those  of 
either  party  of  the  whites.  The  carrion  birds 
^t  have  quarrelled  over  the  carcase;  but 
the  ea^e  should  never  have  stooped  to  share 
^  their  wrangling,  if  he  woidd  soar  with 
^tamted  plumage." 

^  Tour  tribesmen,  noble  Mohawk,  if  indeed 
you  be  an  Indian,"  answered  Greyslaer, 
touched  by  the  proud  yet  feeling  tone  with 
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which  the  last  words  were  uttered,  "  your  red 
brethren  had  indeed  better  keep  aloof  from  us, 
alike  in  war  or  in  peace ;  for  they  seem  to  ac- 
quire only  the  worst  attributes  of  civilized  life, 
by  attempting  to  mingle  with  us  as  one  people. 

And  their  share  in  this  struggle  must '^ 

"  Ay,  you  speak  well,  young  man/'  inter- 
rupted the  Indian,  now  wholly  thrown  oflF  his 
dignified  reserve  of  manner  by  what  appeared 
to  be  a  theme  of  great  excitement  with  him. 
'•  If  your  vaunted  civilization  be  not  all  a 
fraud,  your  perverted  learning  but  a  shallow 
substitute  for  the  wisdom  of  the  heart — your 
so-called  social  virtues  but  a  loose  covering  for 
guile,  like  the  frail  thatch  of  leaves  that  hides 
the  traps  of  an  Indian  hunter — if  your  religion 
be  not  a  bitter  satire  upon  the  lives  of  all  of  ye 
— if,  in  a  word,  all  your  conflicting  teachings 
and  practices  be  indeed  reconciieable  to  truth, 
and  pleasing  to  the  Spirit,  then  hath  he 
created  truth  of  as  many  colours  as  he  hath 
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man;  and  his  red  children  should  still  rest 
content  with  the  simple  system  which  alone 
thdr  hearts  are  fitted  to  understand/' 

Greyslaer  was  precisely  at  that  age  when 
most  men  of  an  imaginative  cast  of  mind  mis- 
take musing  for  philosophy,  sentiment  for 
religion ;  and  with  that  ready  confidence  in  the 
result  of  one's  own  reflections  and  mental  ex- 
perience, which  is  the  darling  prerogative  of 
youth  and  immaturity  of  thought^  he  did  not 
hesitate  to  assume  the  attitude  of  a  teacher,  in 
reply  to  the  last  remark  of  the  Indian. 

*^  Truth,  noble  Mohawk,  hath  ever  been, 
will  ever  be,  the  same.  But  the  truths  of  the 
other  world,  as  well  as  of  this,  are  often 
wrapped  in  mystery.  God  has,  in  two  dispen- 
sations of  light  from  above,  revealed  to  mortals 
so  much  of  his  holy  truth  as  the  human  mind 
Was  fitted  to  receive.  The  first  revelation  was 
like  a  dawn  in  the  forest,  where  the  young 
day  shoots  its  horizontal   rays    beneath    the 
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dusky  canopy  of  tree-tops^  and  glancing  be- 
tween the  columned  trunks,  streams  upon  the 
path  of  the  benighted  wanderer  of  the  wilder- 
ness.    That  matin-light— those   holy  rays  of 
the  virgin  mom  of  true  religion — I  am  willing 
to  believe,  illumined  the  lake-girdled  moun- 
tains of  the  Iroquois  hunter,  as  well  as  the 
cedar-crowned  hills  of  the  Hebrew  shepherd* 
It  shone  alike,  perhaps,  upon  the  pathway  of 
either,  if  indeed  they  were  not  one  and  the 
same  people.     But  the  realm  of  glory  to  which 
that  pathway  led,  the  snares  that  beset  it,  the 
solace  and  refreshment  that  lay  within  reach  of 
the  traveller — alternating  his   perils — these  it 
requires  a  second  revelation  to  bring  to  light ; 
when  the  sun  of  righteousness,  fairly  uprisen, 
should  throw  the  blaze  of  noontide  into  that 
forest,  revealing  now,  in  stem  reality,  its  yawn- 
ing caverns,  its   precipices  and  pitfalls — now 
touching  with  mellow  beauty  its  mossy  resting 
places,  or  sparkling,  with    cheerful   radiance. 
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Upon  its  refreshing  wmy-side  waters — and  now 
badiing  with  glorious  efiiilgence  the  region 
beyond  tlie  wilderness,  where  lie  the  final  rest 
ind  reward  of  the  wanderer.  The  good  men 
of  my  race,  Uierefore,  preach  not  a  new  truth 
to  tbe  Indian ;  they  seek  hot  to  share  with  him 
thit  broader  light  which  has  been  vouchsafed 
to  OS  regarding  the  same  one  eternal  truth/^ 

The  Mohawk  Ustened,  with  an  air  of  deep 
respect  to  the  earnest  language  of  the  youth ; 
but  his  own  feeUngs  and  prejudices  were  too 
deqdy  excited,  to  permit  the  discussion  long 
to  preserve  the  abstract  character  which  Orey- 
daer  attempted  to  give  iW 

^  I  spoke  not  against  the  truths  of  Chris*- 
tiaity,"  said  he ;  ^^  for  they  may  have  their 
anctuary  as  well  in  the  desert  and  the  forest 
tt  ia  the  city.  I  spoke  not,  I  say,  of  the  pure 
fight  of  Christianity,  which  your  mobbled  faith 
00  more  resembles  than  do  the  stained  and 
distorted  rays  that    struggle  through  a  dun- 
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geon*s  window,    resemble   the  beams  of  the 
noontide  sun.    The   holy  teachings   of   your 
Master  come  to  us  like  those  unwholesome 
airs,  which,  travelling  out  pure  and  invigorat'- 
ing  from  the    skies,  are    polluted  and  made 
pestiferous,  by  traversing  some  noxious  marsh 
before  they  reach  the  unfortunate  mortal  who 
is  doomed  to  breathe  them.  It  is  your  vaunted 
social  system  from  which  I  recoil  with  loath- 
ing.    Your  so-called  civilization  is,  in  its  very 
essence,  a  tyrant  and  enlhraller  of  the  soul ;  it 
merges  the  individual  in  the  mass,  and  moulds 
him   to  the  puq^oses,  not  of  God,  but  of  a 
community  of  men.     It  follows  the  guidance  of 
true  religion  so  far  only  as  that  ministers  to  its 
own  ends;  and   then  it    turns   and    fashions 
anew  its  belief,  from  time  to  time,  to  suit  the 
'improved'  meclianism  of  its  artificial  system. 
In  crowded  Europe  the  evil  is  irremediable ; 
for  man,  the  machine,  occupies  less  room  than 
man,  the  herdsman  or  hunter.    But  your  mode 
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of  existence  is  not  less  a  curse  to  you — the 
white  man's  curse— which  he  would  fain  share 
with  his  red  brother!  But  have  I  not  seen 
how  it  works  among  you  ?  Have  I  not  been 
to  your  palaces  and  your  churches^  and  seen 
there  a  deformed  piece  of  earth  assume  airs 
that  become  none  but  the  Great  Spirit  above  ? 
Have  not  I  been  to  your  prisons,  and  seen  the 
wretched  debtor  peering  through  the  bars? 
Toa  call  the  Indian  nations  cruel ;  yet  liberty, 
to  a  rational  creature,  as  much  exceeds  pro- 
perty in  value,  as  does  the  light  of  the  sun  that 
of  the  smallest  twinkling  star  !  But  you  put 
^tem  on  a  level,  to  the  everlasting  disgrace  of 
homan  nature.  I  have  seen  the  white  captive 
writhing  at  the  Indian  stake,  and  rending  the 
^  with  shrieks  of  agony.  Strange  that  the 
^wAappy  man  did  not  endeavour,  by  his  forti- 
tode,  to  atone,  in  some  degree,  for  the  crimes 
committed  during  the  life  thus  justly  shortened. 
I  have  witnessed  all  the  hideous  torments  that 
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you  ascribe  to  such  a  death ;  and  yet  I  had 
rather  die  by  the  most  severe  tortures  ever 
inflicted  by  the  Indian,  than  languish  in  one  of 
your  prisons  a  single  year!  Great  Spirit  of 
the  Universe!  and  do  you  call  yourselves 
Christians  ?  Does  the  religion  of  him  you  call 
your  Saviour  inspire  this  spirit,  and  lead  to 
these  practices  ?'^* 

Greyslaer^  who  had  listened  with  curious  at- 
tention to  this  strange  harangue,  as  coming 
from  the  lips  of  an  Indian,  was  completely  be- 
wildered by  the  fluency  and  energy  with  which 
the  magician  delivered  his  tirade,  and  he  scruti- 
nized his  features  and  complexion,  as  if  ex- 
pecting to  discover  the  lineaments  of  some 
disguised  renegado  white,  who,   with  talents 

*  The  crude  sentiments  of  this  ''  medicine-man/*  as  tbas 
spoken,  seem,  by  some  coincidence  or  other,  to  have  been 
afterward  partially  repeated  by  Thayendanagea,  and  in  nearly 
similar  words,  in  a  letter  to  a  correspondent  of  the  chieftain. 
^Vide  Stone's  Life  of  Brant  ^  vol.  ii,  p.  481. 
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fitted  for  a  better  sphere,  had,  induced  by  ca- 
price or  compelled  by  crime,  banished  himself 
fiom  society,  and  assumed  the  character  of  one 
of  tiie  aborigines.  But  the  natural,  and  easy 
mnner  in  which  the  object  of  his  suspicions 
tamed  the  next  moment,  and  addressed  the 
lodiaii  woman  in  her  own  langua^,  not  less 
tbm  the  mode  in  which  the  squaw  re- 
caved  his  behests,  dispelled  the  idea,  while 
Sttle  O|^ortunity  was  given  him  for  making  a 
Qunute  examination.  The  medicine-man, 
SDuling  blandly,  as  if  he  read  what  was  passing 
indie  mind  of  his  patient,  approached  to  his 
lide,  and  telling  him  that  he  was  now  about  to 
coQngn  him  to  the  care  of  others,  asked  Grey- 
daer,  as  the  only  return  for  any  service  he 
migbt  have  rendered  him,  to  curb  his  tongue 
Weafter  in  speaking  of  Joseph  Brant !  Be- 
f(Me  the  patriot  officer  could  reply,  the  magician 
had  turned  upon  his  heel  and  gained  the 
door;  but,  as  if  struck  with  an  afler  thought, 
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tliat  made  the  skin  smart  with 
blood  oozed  through. 

"  He  who  loves  the  red  man 
rifle  or  tomahawk,   but  he  will  i 
graced  by  the  scalping-knife,  or  t 
stake,  if  he  shows  this  mark  to 
of  Thayendanagea  V^ 

And  before  Greyslaer  could 
to  express  his  astonishment,  eithc 
words  which  accompanied  it,  I 
with  the  old  woman,  who  bus: 
reverentially  picking  up,  and  put 
mumming  tools  of  his  professio 
pseudo-magician  had  flung  upon 
as  he  disappeared  through  the  doi 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


THE    SQUAW   CAMP. 


*  A  srampy  Uir,  walled  round  with  suDeD  hills, 
Whose  jagged  rocks  upheaved  their  splintered  creRt«, 
Frovning  above  the  fray  of  wrestling  limbs  below ; 
A  wild  morass,  whose  tangled  thickets  hid 
''^  birsted  sunshine  from  its  oozy  pools, 
^e  where  some  grassy  tussock^  tinctured  by  a  rill, 
^^<cr  which  the  fragrant  birch,  and  spicewood  drooped, 
^  down  the  quivering  light  upon  its  floor.'* 


M  S.    POEMS. 


The  above  lines  describe,  not  inaptly,  the 
■^ne  to  which  the  wounded  prisoner,  had  been 
^rried  for  safety  and  seclusion.  The  lodge  in 
^h  Greyslaer  lay  helpless  upon  the  bed  of 
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pain^  stood  among  several  others  in  the  wil- 
derness^ remote  from  the  station^  where  the 
warriors  of  the  Mohawks  were  collected ;  and 
from  the  pleasant  murmur  of  female  voices, 
and  cheering  call  of  children  at  play,  which  met 
his  ear,  when  returning  strength  enabled  the 
wounded  officer  to  be  more  observant  of 
things  around  him,  he  soon  became  aware  that 
his  present  domicil  must  be  none  other  than 
the  "  Squaw  Camp*'  of  Thayendanagea ;  a 
lonely  fastness  where,  in  time  of  war,  the 
women  and  children  of  his  tribe  were  seques- 
tered for  safety. 

Eager  to  catch  at  any  thing,  to  vary  the 
monotony  of  slow  convalescence,  and  prompt- 
ed by  that  thirst  for  sunshine,  and  the  breeze 
which  gives  such  a  yearning  to  the  sick  man's 
spirit,  Greyslaer  would  fain  have  expressed 
his  desire,  to  be  lifted  out  in  front  of  the 
lodge. 

But,  ignorant  of  the  Mohawk  language,  he 
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found  some  difficulty  in  making  the  old  squaw^ 
who,  is  his  only  nnrae,  affected  to  regulate  all 
bis  movements,  undentand  his  wishes.  Her 
consent  to  the  step,  however,  was  obtained 
without  any  great  difficulty,  and  she  trans- 
ported the  inTslid  beyond  the  porch,  by 
dnggmg  his  pallet  of  skins,  with  the  patient 
i^it,  to  the  outside  of  the  wigwam. 

A  rivulet,  bounded  upon  the  opposite  side, 
bfa  Will  of  vines  and  briers,  which  in  their 
tarn  were  overhung  by  tall  aspens,  intermin- 
gkd  with  the  swamp-ash  and  dusky  tamarack, 
rippled  against  the  mossy  bank  whereon  he  lay, 
ttd  hid  its  wanderings  in  mazy  thickets  beyond. 
The  'hammock'  whereon  the  cluster  of 
wigwams,  which  formed  the  camp  had  been 
nised,  seemed  to  afford  the  only  spot,  firm 
OMQ^  ibr  such  a  purpose,  amid  the  spongy 
>Qd  quaking  morass,  that  spread  around  on 
^v«ry  side.  And  this  grassy  esplanade  was  so 
faoted  in  extent,  that  a  cliunp  of  witch-elms 
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growing  in  the  centre,  cast  their  drooping 
branches  nearly  to  the  middle  of  the  stream, 
that  bathed  the  wild  flowers  on  its  edges. 

Beneath  one  of  these  trees  was  collected  a 
group,  that  instantly  arrested  the  earnest  gaze 
of  the  captive  officer.  A  merry  crew  of  chil- 
dren, which  seemed  to  have  been  confided  to 
her  care,  were  playing  with  a  large,  solemn 
hound,  that  reposed  at  the  feet  of  a  slim 
Indian  girl.  The  girl  leaning  against  the  tree, 
with  one  pretty  foot  upraised  upon  its  strag- 
gling roots,  sat  weaving  a  baldric  of  worsted 
and  wampum,  whose  gaudy  strings  lay  partly 
on  the  green  sod  beside  her,  and  were  partly 
held  in  long  headed  cords,  by  a  noble-looking 
woman  that  stood  behind  her,  playfully  twining 
the  gay  tassels  in  the  raven  locks  of  her  com- 
panion. The  face  of  the  larger  and  more  com- 
manding maiden  was  averted  from  his  gaze,  when 
her  person  first  caught  the  eye  of  G  eyslaer ;  but 
her  snowy  hand,  resting  for  a  moment  upon 
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the  nut  brown  neck  of  the  Indian  girl,  suffici* 
^tly  revealed  to  him  the  neighbourhood  of 
one  of  his  own  race  and  colour ;  perhaps  a 
countrywoman;  perhaps,  indeed — he  could 
hardly  repress  a  cry  of  joy,  at  the  thought  of 
the  bare  possibiUty — perhaps,  AUda!  The 
proud  and  commanding  mien — proud,  even 
though  something  mournful  in  her  air,  was 
blended  with  the  half  sportive  act,  in  which 
slie  was  engaged — was  surely  that  of  Alida. 
The  same  dejection  or  listlessness  of  manner, 
c*ll  it  which  you  will,  it  was  true,  might  cha- 
^^■cterize  any  female  captive  so  situated ;  but 
"le  scenes  which  Miss  de  Roos  had  recently 
P^ed  through,  would  best  mark  her  as  the 
^ctim  of  present  melancholy. 

So  Greyslaer  thought ;  and  his  surmises  were 
^ost  ripened  into  certainty,  when  he  looked 
^n  at  the  hound.  He  thought  he  beheld  in 
Mm,  the  cause  of  an  outcry  which  had  been 
more  than  once  raised  near  his  cabin,  as  the 
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shrewish  squaw  beat  off  a  dog,  that  fixmi 
day  to  day,  persisted  in  thrusting  his  nose 
under  the  blanket  which  formed  the  door,  and 
smelling  round  as  if  in  search  of  an  acquaint- 
ance.  The  inyaUd  had  himself  noticed  the 
intrusion  as  pertinacious,  but  beliered  the 
offender  to  be  one  of  the  wolfish  mongrels  that 
hang  round  an  Indian  camp.  It  was  like 
recognizing  an  old  friend  to  discover  his  mis- 
take. "  Brom,^^  he  called  in  a  low  voice ;  the 
hound  raised  his  ears.  "  Brom  V^  he  repeated 
in  the  same  suppressed  tone.  The  dog  shook 
off  the  urchins  that  beleaguered  him  as  he 
sprang  to  his  feet  and  looked  anxiously  around. 
"Brom,  my  poor  fellow!'^  said  Greyslaer, 
somewhat  louder,  and  the  hound  bounded 
upon  him,  devouring  him  with  caresses. 

^^Down,  Sir,  down/^  he  cried,  extricating 
himself  with  difficulty  from  this  overpowering 
outbreak  of  affection,  and  turning  to  look  for 
the  fair  mistress  of  tiie  animal.     But  Alida, 
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if  it  were  indeed  she,  had  disappeared  on  the 
instant!  and  the  Indian  girl,  collecting  her 
work  together,  was  preparing  to  follow  her 
companion. 

The  wounded  Greyslaer,  whose  situation 
prevented  his  moving,  was  filled  with  grief  and 
▼Qcation,  when  unheeding  every  gesture  by 
which  he  attempted  to  arrest  her  attention^  the 
Indian  girl  also  flitted  from  the  spot.  He  sank 
bade,  exhausted  with  agitation,  upon  his  couch 
of  skins;  and  almost  believing  that  his  fevered 
senses  had  deceived  him,  turned  the  next  mo- 
nient  to  look  for  the  dog,  to  see  if  he  too  had 
been  spirited  away.  The  hound  had  crouched 
downs  few  yards  off,  where  he  sat  watching  his 
newfoond  acquaintance.  He  waggedhis  tail,  and 
^preaching  as  he  caught  an  encouraging  look 
from  Ghreyslaer,  proved,  by  rubbing  his  cold 
nose  against  the  hand  of  his  friend,  that  he  at 
least  was  a  substantial  thing  of  earth. 

*'Why,  old  Brom,  you  are  still  true  to  your 

N    2 
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mistress's  friend,  while  she  flies  his  presence  as 
if  he  were  an  evil  spirit  !*' 

The  dog  looked  as  if  he  had  every  dis- 
])Osition  in  the  world  to  comprehend  what  was 
said  to  him,  but  like  most  dogs  who  fail  in 
such  endeavour,  gave  no  reply. 

^^  But  here  comes  my  termagant  nurse,  and 
you  must  walk  off,  my  poor  fellow." 

As  the  youth  spoke,  he  warded  off  a  blow 
which  the  truculent  dame  aimed  at  the  hound, 
with  a  stick  which  she  seized  from  the  ground, 
and  which  Greyslaer  snatching  from  her  hand, 
sliook  at  her  in  a  threatening  manner,  to  show 
his  displeasure,  before  casting  it  into  the  stream 
near  him.  Tlic  worthy  Brom,  meanwhile, 
either  understanding  the  last  words  which  had 
been  addressed  to  him,  or  unwilling  to  create 
scandal,  by  causing  a  domestic  broil  in  Grey- 
slaer's  establishment,  wisely  abstracted  himself, 
as  fast  as  his  legs  would  carry  him.  It  is 
a  curious  fact,  that  a  well-bred  dog,  who  has 
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been  bappy  in  his  associations  with  the  polite 
of  OUT  species,  will  never  fly  at  a  woman  or 
clSiii  s^  Brom,  though  he  preferred  running 
to  fighting  in  the  present  instance,  curled  his 
tttl  80  erect  upon  his  retreat,  that  no  suspicion 
could  attach  to  his  valour.  Turning  round, 
when  he  had  gained  a  discreet  distance  from 
the  virago,  he  paused  for  a  few  moments,  and 
looked  back  upon  her  with  a  countenance, 
niore  in  sorrow  than  in  anger,  before  taking 
op  the  lazy  trot  with  which  he  finally  disap- 
peared behind  a  remote  wigwam  of  the  group. 
The  young  officer  was  not  at  a  loss  to  account 
for  the  conduct  of  the  white  lady  in  apparently 
avoiding  him,  if  she  were  here  a  captive  like 
Wnwelf.  But  assuming  her  to  be  such,  he 
co\ild  conceive  no  satisfactory  reason  for  her 
^discouraging  every  kind  of  communication 
between  them.  Yet  such  seemed  really  to  be 
tbe  case,  when  a  few  days  after  his  first 
transient  glimpse  of  her  person,  his  eye  again 
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encountered  her  figure^  as^  with  the  luxurious 
laziness  of  an  invalid,  he  loitered  in  the  cool 
shade,  musing  upon  his  situation.  His 
strength,  which  had  rapidly  improved  within 
the  last  few  days,  enabled  him  now  to  move 
toward  the  lady;  but  the  eager  cry  with  which 
he  pronounced  the  name  of  ^'  Alida'^  warned 
her  of  his  approach;  and  its  earnest  and 
anxious  repetition  only  added  quickness  to  the 
speed  with  which  she  eluded  his  pursuit. 

The  dispirited  Greyslaer  began  to  doubt 
whether  or  not  the  fair  captive,  for  such  both 
the  dress  and  complexion  proclaimed  her  to  be, 
were  really  Miss  de  Roos.  And  yet,  while  it 
would  be  equally  strange  for  any  other  of  Ws 
countrywomen  to  practice  a  similar  avoidance, 
considering  the  situation  of  both  parties,  and 
how  much  a  good  understanding  between  them 
might  tend  to  facilitate  their  mutual  escape,  the 
circumstances  under  which  Alida  had  been 
carried  off,  and  the  presence  of  her  favourite  dog, 
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in  company  with  the  mysterious  maiden,  seemed 
^ciendy  to  prore  that  the  white  lady  could 
be  no  odier  than  Miss  de  Roos« 

Another  sospidon  which  had  passed  through 
the  mind  of  Oreyslaer  was  hastily  dismissed 
tt  unworthy  both  of  Alida  and  himself^  con- 
ndering  the  perils  which  he  had  encountered 
to  restore  her  to  her  friends. 

It  was,    that    the     coldness  with    which 

she  had  ever  frowned  upon  his  boyish  suit, 

sctoated  her  conduct  in  the  present  situation. 

''She  is  unwilling,"  said  he  bitterly,  "to 

reoeiye  succour  at  my  hands ;  nay,  she  is  in- 

(fiffierentto  the  disaster  which  has  overtaken 

ine  m  attempting  to  rescue  her,  and  regardless 

peihaps    as  to  what  may  be  my  fate    as  a 

wounded    prisoner    in    the    hands    of    these 

savages ;    yet  she  lacks  not  humanity!    Surely 

am  I  less  than  naught  to  her  V* 

We  have  said  that  Greyslaer  repelled  these 
unworthy  suspidons,  and  so  he  did,  indignant 
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that  a    thought  derogatory    to    his  mistress 
should  have  found  a  place  in  his  mind,  much 
less  have  shaped  itself  into  words.     He  re- 
pelled it,  but  in  vain,  for  the  same  ungenerous 
thought  recurred  again  and  again,  with  a  with- 
ering  effect  upon  his  already  depressed  spirits. 
Alas  !  what  a  bUght  does  that  thought  bring 
over  a  young,  ardent,  ingenuous  mind.     The 
thought  that  it  hath  lavished  its   wealth    of 
loving  upon   one  who   not   only   can  make  no 
return,  but  who  cares  not,  recks  not  how  pro- 
digally   the    treasures   of  the   heart   may   be 
wasted ;  who  regards  the  most  generous  sacri- 
fices of  disinterested  feeling  as  mere  incense 
upon   the   altar   of  vanity;  who   derides    the 
idolatry  of  true  affection,  and  holds  the   deep- 
est throes    of  devoted   passion    but    as   idle 
sallies  of  youthful   extravagance  that  have  no 
claim    upon    her    sympathy,    that  can   never 
awaken  her  gratitude.     Such,  however,  is  too 
often  the  recompense  of  the  misplaced  affection 
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that  knows  not  how  to  conceal  or  r^ulate  its 
own  overflowings. 

Ingratitade,  howeyer,  is  not  therefore  the 
special  fitalt  of  the  sex.  It  is  human  nature, 
not  woman's  nature,  which  sets  lightly  by  a 
homage  which  has  never  been  solicited,  and 
wliich  is  paid  without  stint.  When  that 
homage  is  pertinacious  and  unseasonable,  it 
hecomes  irksome  and  offensive.  The  atten- 
tions of  love,  that  we  do  not  reciprocate,  how- 
^^  pleasing  to  our  vanity  at  first,  cease  to 
^A^,  when  passion  increases  to  infatuation. 
*ae  idolatry,  which  springs  from  too  extrava- 
pnt  an  appreciation  of  our  character  or  per- 
sonal qualities,  seems  akin  either  to  folly  or 
^ness,  and  we  no  longer  value  the  good 
opinions  which  is  the  offspring  rather  of  a 
"^ted  fancy  than  of  a  judgment  which  we 
^respect. 

But  though  these  chilling  laws  of  reasoning 
hiunan  nature  admit  of  but  little  mitigation, 

n3 
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yet  Alida  de  Roos  was  of  too  m^nanitt 
a  spirit  to  apply  them  in  full  to  one  who  1< 
her,  if  not  wisely^   yet  with    all  tmth 
nobleness ;  and  seeing  in  her  youthfnl  ado 
all  the  qualites  to  awaken  a  sister's  tendeni 
she    mourned  his    infatuation    with  a  m\ 
sorrow.     Love  him  she   thought  she  m 
could,  even  if  her  heart  had  not  been  preot 
pied  by  an  emotion  that  closed  it  comple 
against  such  a  sentiment.    Her  haughty 
aspiring  mind  had  hitherto  detected  no  quali 
in  Greyslaer's  character  which  could  touch  i 
gentle  issues.    It  was  only  as  the  refined 
visionary    student,    the    romantic    cherii 
of  vain  and  speculative  dreams  such  as  1 
around  a  young  enthusiast    who  knows 
world  through  books  alone,  that  Ghneyslaer 
hitherto  appeared  to  the  lady  of  his  love,    ' 
play  of  his  polished  fancy,  the  allurement 
his   cultivated  intellect  had  interested  her 
studying  the  character  of  a  stripling,  who,  so 


OBETSI^AER.  275 

fCM  her  juiii(»r,  and  continually  thrown  into 
*^T  society  as  ihe  most  intimate  friend  of  her 
'^'tXber,  did  not  onnatorally  attract  her  kindly 
'^^ard.    But  while  with  less  mental  acqnire- 
•^«nt  Txpon  her  own  part,  Alida  perhaps  over- 
^^tiinated  that  of  which  Greyslaer  could  boast, 
3r^^  her  esteem  for  his  talents  and  accomplish- 
^^>^ent8  was  full  as  neariy  allied  to  pity  as  to 
^•^^miiation.      She    admired    the  qualities  in 
^^KmselYes,  but  she  thought  that  their  posses- 
sor m  this  instance,  was  deficient  in  the  power 
^  make  them  useful  either  to  himself  or  to 
others.    She  thought  the  character  of  Greyslaer 
'^m  wholly  unstated  to  the  country,  and  the 
tarcomstances  amid  which  his  lot  was  oast ;  he 
possessed  the  requisites,  among  other  scenes 
«id  other  times,  to  grace  a  fortune  or  uphold 
*n  honourable  name,  but  he  ladced  the  stirring 
qoalities  to  win  either  by  his  own  exertions. 
He  was,  in  a  word,  one  whose  impracticable, 
'^ble,  or  misapplied  energies  doomed  him  to 
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mediocrity  in  life ;  a  mediocrity  which^  by  the 
comfortable  respectability  that  she  believed 
would  attend  it,  gained  nothing  in  the  eyes  of 
a  woman  whom  poverty  or  peril  would  never 
have  prevented  from  sharing  the  destiny  of  the 
man  she  loved. 

'Twas  strange  !  yet  the  acute  minded  Alida 
de  Roos  seemed  never  to  dream  that  the  wild 
devotion  which  the  student  bore  her  was  what 
absorbed  all  the  salient  energies  of  his  soul ; 
that  she  was  the  bond  that  kept  its  pinions 
from  mounting ;  that  idolatry  for  her  alone  had 
robbed  ambition's  shrine  of  Greyslaer's  wor- 
sliip  ;  that  love — love  only — all  absorbing,  all 
devouring  love,  had  delved  the  grave  in  which 
his  youth's  best  promise  was  swallowed 
up. 

The  bitter  reflections  of  the  lonely  prisoner 
were  destined  to  a  more  early  and  agreeable 
relief  than  he  had  anticipated.  An  hour  or 
more    had  passed    away,  and  Greyslaer   still 
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sat  beneath  the  weepmg  elm,  now  moodily 

gtting  npon  the  stream  that  twinkled  through 

tb  bushes  near  him,  and  now  casting  a  fierce 

ud  impatient    glance  npon    some  lounging 

Indian,  an  aged  or  broken  down  warrior  of  the 

l^d,  who  had  been  left  by  the  chief  for  the 

nominal  protection  of  the  camp.    At  last  an 

object  of  more  agreeable  interest  presented 

Itself  m  the   shape  of  Brom  the  stag  hound. 

Wfslaer  had  not  seen  the  dog  for  some  days ; 

ud  surmising  that  the  firiendly  animal  had 

l^cen  kept  out  of  his  sight  by  design,  he  was  at 

^'Boe  struck  with  the  peculiarity  of  his  conduct 

^  as    the  hound,     instead    of   bounding 

^■gerly  forward   to  fawn  upon  him,   exhibited 

^  coolest  indiflference  to  the  call  of  his  friend. 

^e  sagacious   Brom  went  wandering  hither 

*nd  thither,  smelling  idly  along  the  ground, 

^,  although  gradually  coming  nearer,  making 

^  approaches   after  such  a    careless  fashion, 

that  Greyalaer  was  in  doubt  whether  the  brute 

knew  him  or  not. 
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He  whistled,  and  again  called  him  by  nam^. 
but  the  dog,  raising  his  head,  looked  vacantia— 
around   him,  and  then   resumed  his 
without  adding  either  to  the  rapidity  or 
ness  of  his  steps.    At  last,  getting 
yards  of  his  friend,  the  worthy  Brom 
to  be,  for  the  first  time,  aware  of  his  neighbo^Mi 
hood,  though  not  until  he  had  first  passed 
and  as  it  seemed,  thrown  a  chance  look 
his  shoulder,  which  induced  him  to  torn 
come  gravely  forward,  as  not  wishing  to  cot 
old  acquaintance  by  design.    Amused  with  dH^ 
airs  of  the  dog,  for  in  happier  days  Greyalaer  hid 
frequently  seen  him  put  on  the  same  whiniacd 
dignity  for  less  cause  than  might  have  giwa 
Brom  offence  at  his  last  visit  to  the  wigwam,  the 
young  man  took  the  head  of  the  hound  in  his 
lap  and  patted  it  kindly.    Brom  only  acknow- 
ledged the  caress  by  rubbing  his  head  against 
the  knees  of  his  friend,  as  if  his  collar  wmt 
too  tight  for  him,  and  placing  his  hand  under 
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the  clasp  to  loosen  it,  Greyslaer  felt  beneath 

it  a  scroll  of  birchen  bark,  whose  smooth  and 

^ble  texture  allows  it  to  be  written  upon 

^i  folded  like  paper.    Agitated  with  joy  at 

^e  discovery,  the  surprise  of  the  youth  did 

*H>t^  however,  prevent  him  from  instantly  con- 

^^ealing  the  missive  in  his  dress,  while  the  wise 

ftrom,  apparently  contented  with  the  interview, 

^^ent  smelling  and  loitering  on  his  way  around 

^  camp,  as  if  his  tour  were  one  of  idleness 

^together. 

The  note,  as  read  by  Greyslaer,  the  moment 

1)6  had  attained  the  interior  of  his  lodge,  from 

which  his  quondam  nurse  and  present  amiable 

housekeeper  was  happily  absent,  contained  only 

these  words,  written  with  charcoal. 

^  An  hour  after  midnight,  be  near  the  fallen 
sycamore  which  crosses  the  brook  within  a  few 
paces  of  your  wigwam.  The  Indian  girl  will 
conduct  you  to  an  interview  with 

«  A.  D.  R." 
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CHAPTER    VII. 


THB    HAUNTED    ROCK. 

"  And  in  the  mountain  mist,  the  torrent's  spray, 

The  quivering  forest  or  the  glassy  flood, 
Soft  failing  showers  or  hues  of  orient  day, 

They  imaged  spirits  beautiful  and  good  ; 
But  when  the  tempest  roared,  with  voices  rude, 

Or  fierce  red  lightning  fired  the  forest  pine, 
Or  withering  heats  untimely  seared  the  wood. 

The  angry  forms  they  saw  of  powers  malign  ;        [vine. 

These  they  besought  to  spare,  those  blessed  for  aid 

SANDS. 


"  And  wliat  fears  the  Spreading  Dew  in 
this  place^  that  she  would  have  me  now  choose 
another  for  her  to  lead  the  white  man  to,  that 
I  may  hear  tidings  of  my  friends  ?'* 
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"  Tliis  rock  whereon  we  sit  lady — ^for  Teon- 
detha  told  me  thou  wert  a  chieftainess  among 
thy  people — this  rock  is  sacred  to  the  spirit 
that  watches  over  true  affection.  Here  the 
young  hunter  breathes  the  vow  that  binds  his 
fidelity  for  ever.  And  she  that  hearkens  to 
It  here,  if  listening  but  from  girlish  levity,  or 
induced  by  maiden  prankishness  to  break  it 
»fterward — she  withers  from  the  earth  like  a 
plant  plucked  from  the  garden  of  the  blessed, 
^i  sent  to  shrivel  mid  the  fires  of  the  evil 
one/' 

^'  But,  foolish  girl,  I  mean  not  to  mislead 
4is  youth/'  rejoined  Alida,  in  the  Mohawk 
^ngue,  which,  like  many  a  lady  near  the 
horder  at  that  time,  she  spoke  with  ease  and 
nuency,  *^  Is  the  soul  of  my  young  friend 
80  full  of  Teondetha,  that  she  thinks  every  man, 
■ike him, a  lover?'' 

"  The  image  of  her  true  warrior,   though 
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ever  present  to  the  Spreading  Dew,  Btill  leaves 
room  for  all  good  spirits,  and  their  ruler 
Owaneyo  to  be  remembered.  The  brown- 
haired  captive  loves  my  blue- eyed  sister,  and, 
if  he  be  no  more  to  her  than  she  says,  it  were 
mockery  to  the  Spirit  to  bring  him  here/* 

^^  And  by  what  means  got  yon  the  idea  that 
this  young  man  thinks  of  your  friend,  save  as 
a  countrywoman  in  captivity  like  himself?** 

"  Thou  speakest  with  two  tongues,  lady; 
and  I,  though  the  talk  of  the  white  man  is 
strange  to  me,  can  do  the  same.  The  brown- 
haired  warrior  is  a  friend  of  the  Oneidas,  and 
can  use  the  tongue  of  Teondetha,  and,  even 
if  words  had  not  betrayed  his  secret,  as  he 
implored  me  to  look  first  to  your  safety,  lady, 
when  you  came  not  to  the  spot  to  which  I  led 
him  upon  the  opposite  side  of  the  camp  yester- 
night, should  I  not  have  known  how  it  stood 
with  him  ?  doth  not  the  breeze  know  why  the 
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flower  trembles  when  it  fans  it  ?  and  held  not  I 
the  captive's  hand  while  I  spoke  of  you,  when 
giddiiig  him  through  the  thicket's  depth  ?" 

*'  It  is  too  late  now,  my  gentle  sister,  to 

cluuige  our  place   of  meeting/'  said  Miss  de 

Roos,  who  saw  that  it  was  equally  impossible 

to  reason  the  girl  out  of  the  conviction  which 

she  had    lately  adopted,  or   the  superstition 

^Udi  was  so   intimately  ingrafted   with  her 

forest  fidth.  I  must  see  the  youth  to-night,  and 

^xm  this  spot,  or  we  must  abandon  the  in- 

tenriew  altogether,  and  even  now  I  hear  the 

NQnd  as  of  some  one  leaping  from  bog  to  bog 

n  the  quaking  fen  around  us/' 

The  Mohawk  girl  hesitated  no  longer. 
Anxiety  for  the  fiite  of  Teondetha's  friend, 
hindering  in  darkness  amid  the  spongy  and 
Imdieroua  morass,  laced  everywhere  among 
it>  blind  thickets  with  deep  and  sloughy  pools, 
^"^^  her  to  spring  forward  and  guide  him  in 
"^  to  the  Haunted  Rock;   and  in  a  few 
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moments  Greyslaer  had  penetrated  the  copse 
of  tamaracks  that  girded  it,  and  gained  the  firm 
and  broad  platform  whereon  his  mistress  stood. 
The  Indian  maiden^  from  considerations  of 
delicacy  that  in  such  matters  seem  common  to 
her  sex  however  uncultivated,  instantly  glided 
away;  and  the  lovers,  if  such  they  may  be 
called,  were  leflt  alone  together. 

And  now,  young  gallant,  so  lithe  of  foot  and 
bold  of  hand,  so  ready  in  speech  and  act,  alike 
amid  manhood's  councils  and  warrior  fray, 
where  lurks  thy  smooth  tongue,  thy  nimble 
wit,  and  stout  endeavour,  that  have  already 
proclaimed  thee  man  among  the  ablest  of  thy 
fellows  ?  Why  do  thy  knees  tremble,  and  thy 
quivering  lips  refuse  to  lackey  thy  laggard 
thoughts  to  utterance  ?  Why  takest  thou  not 
the  outstretched  hand  the  maid  in  friendUness 
accords  thee  ?  ^\niy  fall  thy  muttered  syllables 
like  broken  drops  feebly  distilled  from  some 
slow-thawing  fountain  ?     Is  it  the  Divinity  of 
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the  place  that  awes  thee  ?  or  doth  thy  spirit 
quail  before  an  earthly  presence  ? 

"  Greyslaer,'*  said  Alida^  solemnly,  for  her 
iroman^s  heart  was  touched  by  the  agitation 
whidi  overwhelmed  her  lover,  and  the  bright 
stars  shining  down  upon  the  spot  revealed  the 
ptleness  of  his  cheek.     '^  Heaven  knows  that 
I  Would  spare  you  the  pain  my  words  may  in- 
flict to-night ;  I  sought  this  interview  for  a  far 
Cerent  object  from  that  to  which  I  now  see 
ftat  it  must — that  it  ought,  perhaps,  for  our 
fittore  happiness,  to  tend.     I  blame  myself  in 
^  mviting  such  an  explanation  between  us 
bog  ago.     Be  a  man.   Max   Greyslaer,  and 
tok  not  at  what  I  am  about  to  say.     You 
We  me  ?" 

"  To  idolatry — to  madness,"  cried  the  young 
^  in  a  hoarse  whisper  of  passion,  while  the 
^nged  feelings,  rushing  tumultuously  to  find 
^cnt  through  his  lips,  seemed  nearly  to  suflFocate 

""*^  w  he  flung  himself  upon  his  knees  before 
Alida. 


before  her.  *^  Alas  !  alas 
recovcrinLc  herself,  "  voi 
me  that.  And  yet,  the  ] 
I  dreamed  not  till  this  n 
was  of  so  deep  a  natim 
young,  Greyslaer;  love  » 
hope,  and  this  fancy  will  ] 
transferred  to  another  n 
esteem ;  to  one  who  c 
aflFection." 

"  Yes !  when  the  last 
sprout    with    a    second 
scathed  tree  against  which 
off  the  moss  that  drinks  1 
be   clothed  anew  with  1 
when — ^^ 
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less  f oa  show  some  regard  for  my  feelings,  by 
^pressing  the  vehemence  of  yours.  Oh* 
Vu  Gieyslaer^  if  you  knew  how  deep  a  cause 
I  bave  for  grief  in  which  you  caimot  share,  you 
voQJd,  from  this  moment,  cease  to  add  to  my 
somms  by  urging  this  misplaced,  this  most 
^olufffj  passion/' 

"  You  imhappy,  Alida  ? — ^forgive  me  thus 

ciOiog    you.     Tou    the  victim  of  a  secret 

torrow?    Tou,  with  that  smooth  cheek;  that 

immded,  pliant  form;  that  brow  on  which — 

so^  no,  the  hand  of  grief  hath  never  left  its 

wasting  fingers  there,  nor  hollow  care  enshrined 

himsdf  in  such  a  tenement ;  you  but  mock  me, 

Aiida;  or,  rather,  you  would  thus,  in  mercy, 

emsh  my  ill-starred  passion.    But,   Miss   de 

Boos,  you  know  me  not !    If  the  presumption 

of  my  love  offend  you — ^' 

^  Oh !  not  offend  me,''  tearfully  murmured 

afilicted  girl. 
«•  If  the  madness  of  my  love  offend  you," 
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tnyed,  I  fed,  though  most  innocently  the  cause 
of  them,  that  you  have  still  deeper  claims  upon 
my  sympathy,  that  you  have  new  ones  upon 
my  gratitade.  I  feel  that  there  is  but  one  way 
to  break  the  miserable  chain  by  which  you 
^iild  link  your  fate  with  mine,  and  give  you 
lMd[  to  the  higher  and  happier  destiny  for 
litidij  by  every  circumstance  save  this  one 
<xily,  you  are  fitted.  Nay,  thank  me  not ;  I 
^cbowledge  you  have  a  riffht  to  my  con- 
tdcnoe.*' 

She  paused,  and  the  features  upon  which  the 
^loniestic  sorrows  of  the  last  few  weeks  had  left 
no  feeble  impress,  became  agitated  with  an  ex- 
pteuion  of  pain,  which  even  the  recollection  of 
^  night  of  horror  at  the  Hawksnest  had 
Med  to  trace.  Greyslaer  himself  awaited 
^t  was  to  follow ;  and  her  words,  as  she  re- 
•^Hued,  were  spoken  in  a  tone  low  but  clear, 
^  but  inexpressibly  mournful. 

"  There  is,'^  she  said,  '^  there  is  but  one  man 

VOL,  I.  o 
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living,  Greyslaer— one  as  vile,  sordid,  ruthless, 
and  malignant,  as  you  are  gentle,  generous, 
and  noble — one  only  other  who  shares  the 
secret  you  have  this  night  wrung  from  me." 

''  And  he  is—" 

''  My-^husband  r 

The  wretched  girl,  whose  lofty  spirit  was  still 
farther  wrought  up  by  the  high  and  magnani- 
mous sentiment  of  generosity  which  sustained 
her  for  the  moment,  swooned  the  instant  she 
had  pronounced  the  words.  The  weakness, 
however,  quickly  passed  away,  as,  at  a  cry 
of  alarm  from  Greyslaer,  the  Indian  maiden 
bounded  from  the  covert,  and  applied  some 
cool  glossy  leaves,  wet  with  the  dews  of  night, 
to  the  brow  of  the  sufferer. 

The  blow  was  better  received  by  Greyslaer 
than  could  have  been  expected  or  hoped  for,  by 
her  that  dealt  it.  He  was,  indeed,  astounded 
and  petrified  by  the  first  announcement ;  but 
all  consideration  for  himself  seemed,  the  next 
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moment^  merged  in  concern  for  his  unhappy 
mistress. 

"  Lady/^  he  said,  dropping  on  one  knee 
before  her,  and,  with  an  air  of  deep  respect, 
pressing  his  lips  to  the  hand  which  she  did  not 
attempt  to  withdraw,  '^  you  spoke  truly,  lady, 
when  you  said  my  fate  was  linked  with  yours  ,- 
but  you  erred  in  believing  that  aught  could 
sever  the  chain,  though  it  might  lead  me  to 
destruction.  As  a  lover,  after  what  I  have 
heard  this  night,  you  shall  never  know  me 
more.  But  you  have  still  left  me  something 
to  live  for,  in  taking  away  the  only  hope  that 
could  make  existence  happy  : — you  have  given 
me  back  to  myself;  but  from  this  moment,  I 
am  more  completely  yours  than  ever.  The 
romantic  dream  of  my  youth  has  passed  away, 
the  madness  of  my  misplaced  and  boyish  love 
18  over ;  and  here,  by  the  cool  light  of  man- 
hood's enfranchised  reason — here  upon  this 
planted  rock,  with  yon  bright  heaven  as  wit- 
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ness  of  my  vow,  I  swear,  while  the  pulses  of 
life  beat  within  me,  never  to  leave  nor  desert 
you  until  I  unravel  this  hideous  mystery, 
and  break  the  spell  in  which  some  fiend 
has  manacled  your  soul.  Nay,  shrink  not, 
dearest  lady,  as  if  my  sworn  service  might 
prove  intrusive.  How  or  why  these  devilish 
meshes  have  been  woven  around  you,  I  ask 
you  not  to  explain,  until  I  have,  in  some  way, 
approved  my  faith  and  loyalty.  But  be  it 
when  or  where  you  choose  to  make  the  revela- 
tion— be  the  deed  what  it  may,  you  claim  in 
return  for  tlie  precious  boon  of  your  confidence 
— if  human  hand  can  work  it,  it  shall  be  done 
at  your  bidding/' 

A  light,  as  from  a  maniac's  eye,  glared  in  that 
of  Alida,  as  the  young  man  rose  slowly  up 
before  her,  after  this  wild  and  solemn  adjura- 
tion. 

"  No,  no,  Greyslaer,''  she  cried,  shaking 
back  the  long  tresses  which  had  fallen  in  dis- 
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order   over  her    neck  and    shoulders ;    ^^  no, 
Greyslaer,  thou  art  not  yet  dear  enough  to  me 
to  share  the  froition  of  the  hoarded  hope  I 
have  lived  upon  for  years.     Alida's  own  hand 
shall  alone  avenge  Alida !     For  what  else  have 
I  cherished  the  strength  of  this  useless  frame  ? 
for  what  have  I  forgot  my  woman's  nature, 
and  shared  your  schooUng  in   feats  of  arms 
with  my  brother  ?     Think  you  it  was  an  idle 
caprice  of  my  sex,  or  the  perverted  taste  of  an 
Amazon,  that  made  me  choose  pistol  and  ra- 
pier instead    of  needle    and    distaff,    for  my 
amusement?    No^  Max  Greyslaer,  my   hand, 
as  well  as  my  heart,  hath  been  schooled,  for 
years,  to  the  accomplishment  of  one  only  end, 
and  they  will  neither  of  them  fail  me  at  my 
purpose — that  is,  if  this  poor  brain  hold  out/' 
And,  pressing  both  hands  to  her  temples, 
the  unfortunate  young  lady  looked  so  bewil- 
dered for   a  moment,    that    Greyslaer    could 
hardly  resist  the  conviction  that  her  intellects 
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were  disordered.  Yet,  if  such  were  indeed  the 
case,  how,  he  thought,  could  her  mind  be  so 
well  balanced  in  regard  to  all  other  subjects  ? 
In  reference  to  this  one  too,  her  reason,  though 
disturbed,  was  not  clouded;  the  agitation  of 
the  fountain  did  indeed  hide  its  depths  from 
view,  but  the  water  was  bright  and  limpid 
stiU. 

If  it  be  true,  however,  ^^that  great  wit  to 
madness  is  nearly  allied,"  while  gleams  of  in- 
sanity have  been  discovered  in  minds  which 
have  exercised  a  wide  and  enduring  influence 
over  mankind,  and,  mastering  their  disease  till 
the  last,  have  left  in  death  the  wisest  of  their 
survivors  doubtful  as  to  the  suspicion  that  has 
attached  to  them — then  might  a  far  more 
experienced  observer  of  human  nature  than 
young  Greyslaer  be  at  fault.  Nor,  indeed, 
were  it  just  to  conclude,  only  from  what  he 
liad  witnessed,  that  the  senses  of  Alida  were 
deranged.     The  sentiments  which  she  had  just 
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Uttered  were,  indeed,  abhorrent  to  the  nature 
of  her  sex,  to  her  christian  education,  and  all 
her  early  associations  of  refinement.  But 
while  the  excitement  under  which  she  spoke 
would  safficiently  account  for  her  momentary 
air  of  wildness,  there  was  none  of  the  inco- 
Iwrcnce  of  distraction  in  her  speech ;  and  as 
for  nature  and  education,  the  first  had  been 
shocked,  overthrown,  and  changed  by  the  otit- 
ic which  trampled  upon  it ;  and  the  last — 
^  last  is  but  an  artificial  barrier,  that  at  once 
gives  way  when  the .  former  has  become  per- 
verted. 

While  these  reflections,  or  others  not  unlike 
them,  passed  hurriedly  through  the  mind  of 
Greyslaer,  the  lovely  subject  of  them  seemed 
too  busied  with  her  own  conflicting  thoughts 
to  observe  tlie  earnest  and  anxious  gaze  that 
^  rivetted  upon  her  countenance.  At  last, 
^  if  shaking  oflF  the  load  that  weighed  upon 
^^  spirits,  and  recovering  from  the  attitude  of 
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dejection  that  for  a  moment  bowed  her  com- 
manding form,  she  said,  in  a  cakn  voice : 

^'  I  would,  Mr.  Ghreyslaer,  that  you  could 
forget  what  has  passed  between  us  this  night. 
I  have  been  hasty,  in  permitting  you  to  com- 
mit  yourself  to  take  an  interest  in  my  affidra^ 
which  they  do  not  deserve  at  your  hands.  I 
have  thought  of  the  mischievous  consequences 
of  yielding  you  a  more  ^ull  and  complete  con- 
iidence ;  and  it  would  be  ungenerous  in  me  to 
claim  your  active  sympathy  for  the  blind  and 
partial  revelation  of  my  sorrows  already  made. 
I  beseech  you  to  remember  only  the  friendly 
interest  with  which  I  requite  your  regard, 
and  to  forget  all  else  that  has  passed  between 
us/' 

These  formal  words,  which  struck  chillingly 
upon  the  ear  of  Greyslaer,  were  pronoimced  in 
that  measured  tone  of  superior  self-possession 
with  which  a  master-spirit  may  sometimes 
address  an  inferior,  blended  with  the  air  of 
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kind  aotfaority  which  considerate  age  will  put 
on  when  conferring  with  inexperienced  youth. 
Bat,  though  she  knew  it  not  yet,  the  ascen- 
<]ttU7  which  the  generous  and  haughty-souled 
Alida  had  hitherto  exercised  over  the  mind  of 
ittlorer  was  gone  for  ever; — and  Greyslaer 
nsde  her  feel  that  it  was  so  in  his  reply. 

^An  hour  ago^  Miss  de  Roos^  and  I  was^ 
I^diaps*  the  rash  and  doting  boy  you  think  me. 
Bash  in  aspiring  to  the  hand  of  one  so  gifted  as 
yowsdf— doting  in  that,  I  dared  to  tell  you  of 
07  passion.  But  though  I  still  bear  you  a  regard 
pawing  the  love  of  kindred^  however  near,  boy  I 
amno  longer.  The  day-star  of  my  youth  has  set 
for  ever — the  destiny  of  my  life  is  written ;  for 
P^or  for  evil,  'tis  henceforth  twined  with 
yoors.  If  you  repent  the  share  you  may  have 
^  in  thus  determining  my  fate,  if  it  be  a 
S^crous  concern  for  my  welfare  that  prompted 
yoor  words,  your  anxiety  is  thrown  away.  It 
^  too  late  for  you  to  recede  5  and  I — I  have 
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thrown  my  cast,  and  am  determined  to  stand 
the  hazard  of  the  die  !'^ 

"And  how/'  said  the  lady^  with  an  ir- 
resolute, uneasy  air^  that  perhaps  betrayed  a 
mingled  feeling  of  zealous  pride,  of  growing 
self-diffidence^  and  newly-awakened  respect  for 
the  lofty  and  decided  tone  the  youth  assumed  so 
unexpectedly^  "  how,  Greyslaer,  am  I  to  avail 
myself  of  any  service  which  you  might  render 
me?^' 

"  By  designating  the  ^'^illain  at  whose  life 
you  aim,  and  leaving  me  to  revenge  your 
injuries/^ 

"  Speak  you  in  earnest,  Max  Greyslaer  ?  Do 
you  think  me  then,  capable  of  sucli  ignoble 
and  cold-blooded  selfishness  ?  so  ignoble  as  to 
place  my  mortal  quarrel  in  the  hands  of  one 
who  is  a  stranger  to  my  blood  ;  so  selfish  as  to 
requite  aflfection  by  imposing  a  task  that  may 
lead  to  death  ?" 

Well  spoken,  young  missus,  like  a  girl  of 
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spunk  as  you  are/^    exclaimed  a  harsh  voice 

nearby,  while  a  brawny  ruflSan,  leaping  from 

the  thicket,  and  striking  the  rock  with  a  short 

Indian  war- club  as  he  gained  his  footing  upon 

it,  placed    himself    between    Greyslaer    and 

AKda.  "  What  ha  I  younker,'*  he  cried ;  "  you 

would  add  to  the  account  that  is  chalked  up 

agin  you  already,  would  you  ?  God  help  you  in 

Ms  own  way ;   but,  unless  the  devil  fail  wild 

Wat  afore  then,  you  will   find   him   a  hard 

wkoner;  that  is,  if  your  carcase  first  escapes 

*  roasting,  at  the  hands  of  the  bloody  Mo- 
hawk." 

** Stand  off,  ruflSan,^*  muttered  Greyslaer, 
dioking  with  passion,  as  he  saw  the  savage- 
«H)king  fellow  circling  the  waist  of  Alida  with 
^€  ann,  while  weaponless  and  feeble  from  his 
'^nt  wound,  he  felt  himself  incapable  of 
Protecting  her. 

**Pair  words,  fair  words,  if  you  please,  my 
young  master  j  I  come  here  only  to  rescue  the 


300  GBBT8LASR. 

lady  from  Indian  captivity;  and  as  the  red- 
skins are  still  my  friends  in  the  main,  I  should 
be  sorry  to  rob  the  stake  doubly  by  knocking 
you  on  the  head/' 

^^Oh  Max!''  murmured  Alida,  who  had 
hitherto  stood  as  if  paralized  with  horrorj 
^^  strive  not  with  this  dark  and  terrible  man, 
who  has  even  now  stept  as  from  the  grave 
between  us" 

"  And  so  you  too  eh,  fraulein,  thought,  like 
many  others,  that  Red  Wolfert  had  kicked  the 
bucket,  because  I  took  Wat's  advice,  and 
cleared  out  for  a  while,  to  save  my  neck,  till 
things  should  blow  over.  But  times  have 
changed,  my  spanking  lass  ;  tall  fellows  hold  up 
their  heads  once  more,  and  I  come  here  to 
exercise  the  rights  of  one  of  them  over  Mis- 
tress^'— 

"  Speak,  speak  but  one  word,  I  pray  you, 
Alida  !  Is  this  horrible  ruffi — is  this  your  hus- 
band ?" 
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'^Dtmder  und^  bHxeniy  and  suppose  I  be/^ 
cried  the  man^  catching  the  words  out  of  the 
mouth  of  Alida,  whose  senses  seemed  too 
much  benumbed  to  make  a  ready  reply  ^^  don^t 
you  see  how  the  gall  wilts  like,  when  I  look 
>t  her,  and  who  but  her  natural  husband 
thooid  make  a  woman  cower  ?'' 

"In  the  name  of  the  devil,  who  are  you 
^t  speak  so  fitly  in  his  tongue  V'  said  Grey- 
iher,  making  a  wary  movement  toward  the 
man,  m  the  desperate  hope  of  clutching  from 
hb  hand  the  short  mace  with  which  he  rallied. 

"Aderk  of  St.  Nicholas,  who  will  despatch 
yoQ  with  a  message  to  his  employer,  if  you 
"WJ?e  a  step  nearer,  verfluchter  kerV 

"  If  you  be  the  fiend  himself^  here's  at  you," 
"Iw^uted  Greyslaer,  bounding  furiously  forward, 
''^contest  was  too  unequal  to  leave  a  hope  of 
*^uxes8  for  the  invalid  youth,  had  he  succeeded 
^  dosmg  with  his  antagonist ;  but  the  latter, 
to  whom  the  now  senseless  Alida  seemed  no 
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encumbrance,  as  he  actively  leaped  aside^ 
laughed  to  scorn  the  vain  efforts  of  his  assail- 
ant, who  still  pressed  impetuously  upon  him. 
His  words,  however,  betrayed  his  growing 
irritation,  as  backing  step  by  step  toward  the 
edge  of  the  rock,  so  as  still  to  keep  the  full 
swing  of  his  arm,  while  the  youth  attempted 
to  close  in  upon  him. 

"  Gemeiner  hu7idy  madcap,  idiot,  dolt,  take 
that  to  quiet  you,^^  he  cried,  at  last,  dealing  a 
blow,  that  broil -jjht  Greyslaer  instantly  to  the 
ground. 

Valtmeyer,  for  the  ruffian  was  no  other  than 
that  redoubtable  outlaw,  waited  not  to  see  how 
durable  might  be  the  effects  of  the  blow,  but 
plunging  into  the  bushes,  glided  along  a 
slippery  log  with  his  burden,  threading  the 
morass  like  one  accustomed  to  its  dangers. 
Stricken  down,  and  stunned  for  the  moment, 
Greyslaer  was  slowly  regaining  his  feet,  when 
the  first  object  he  beheld  was  the  Mohawk 
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maiden,  gazing  with  clasped  hands,  and  be- 
wildered eyes,  toward  the  thicket  into  which 
the  outlaw  had  disappeared. 

His  towering  form,  his  sallow  features,  his 
long  beard  of  grizzled  red,  and  aspect  altogether 
foreign  and  hideous  to  her  sight,  made  him  no 
unfit  personification  of  those  evil  spirits  of  the 
forest  which  the  Indian  girl  would  naturally 
paint  as  the  very  reverse  in  appearance  from 
the  smoothed-cheeked  warriors  of  her  race ; 
and  the  simple  sylvan  maiden,  as  she  breathed 
a  prayer  for  the  ill-fated  pale  sister  of  her  sex, 
thought  that  the  ofiended  Genius  of  the  place 
had  permitted  some  fiend  to  intrude  within 
his  hallowed  circle,  and  punish  on  the  spot  the 
first  violation  of  the  Haunted  Rock. 

END    OP   VOLUME    FIRST. 
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**  Mditr.  Iffy  lord,  a  eload  of  dust  and  men^, 
"^  Mstiadt  from  the  eait  gate  diacover  i 
Aad,  M  thtj  gneM,  the  ttonn  bends  this  way. 
^mttonU.  LetUbe. 
M- My  lord? 
*».leiUbe; 
I  ^  not  ajht  to^y."  Suckiing, 

*'  Myctll  'tk,  kdy :  where,  initcad  of  maiks, 
^^"^  tQu,  toorneyt,  and  rach  court-like  shows, 
^  koDov  murmur  of  the  checkless  winds 
'^  Ptfto  tgahi,  while  the  unquiet  sea 
^^*^the  whole  rock  with  foamy  battery. 
^*>uberleH  the  air  comes  in  and  out; 
"e  fhdQBj  ^^t  will  force  your  eyes  to  weep, 
^^  yw  behold  true  deM>lation."  Mantm. 

"  His  heart 
^  ^  in  daders,  scorched  by  your  disdain , 
"^ke  win  daie,  poor  man,  to  ope  an  eye 
^  ^  dlTfaie  looks,  but  with  low-bent  thoughts 
^''^^  nch  presumption.    As  for  words, 
°*^»tH  Dot  Utter  any  but  of  service, 
^^kwt  creature  loves  you!**  Ford. 

"  ^*">rl  Who's  there  ?  what  light  is  that  ?  wherefore  com'st  thou  ? 
"  ^^Mont  To  comfort  you,  and  bring  joyful  news."  Jfarto«v. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

TORY  COUNCILS. 

"  The  Sachem  q>oke : 
Besentment  rising,  seemed  to  choke 
The  words  of  wrath  that  forth  had  hroke ; 
But  conscience  lent  her  bland  relief. 
And  calmlj  spoke  the  injured  chief." 


Sands. 


Ths  calamity  which  had  overtaken  the  family 
of  the  Hawksnest,  the  mysterious  fate  of  Miss 
de  R0069  and  the  presumed  death  of  one  so 
popular  as  young  Max  Greyslaer,  excited  the 
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deepest  sensation  throughout  the  valley  of 
the  Mohawk.  The  two  political  parties  which 
divided  the  district  were  as  yet  by  no  means 
fairly  in  the  field  against  each  other;  and  the 
warfare  of  words  being  still  carried  on  for  a 
season  before  a  final  appeal  to  arms  was 
had,  recrimination  rose  high  between  either  &o- 
tion. 

The  patriots  did  not  hesitate  to  charge  the 
Tories  with  being  the  instigators  of  this  ruth- 
less attack  upon  the  peace  of  a  private  family  ; 
while  the  loyalists,  affecting  to  be  equally 
indignant  at  the  outrage,  taunted  the  Whigs 
with  being  the  first  to  bring  the  laws  of  the 
country  into  contempt  by  their  own  factious 
conduct  The  catastrophe,  however,  seemed 
in  one  respect  to  have  a  salutary  efiect.  It 
opened  the  eyes  of  both  parties  to  the  horrors 
of  a  civil  war.  Both  seemed  willing  to  pause 
and  await  the  effect  of  circumstance  in  prevent- 
ing their  being  farther  embroiled;  and  both 
united  with  apparent  sincerity  in  passing  public 
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resolutions  against  the  employment  of  the 
Indians  to  strengthen  either  side,  whatever  the 
issue  might  be,  and  whenever  that  issue  might 
be  finally  joined. 

But  the  ball  of  revolution  was  in  motion ;  and 
though  its  course  might  be  for  the  time  more 
iHHseless,  neither  its  momentum  nor  its  accu- 
Bolating  forces  were  diminished.  The  orga- 
nization of  party,  and  the  dangerous  tampering 
with  the  Indian  tribes,  went  on  as  industriously 
*s  ever;  the  Whigs  displaying  the  greatest 
OfMlness,  foresight,  and  address  in  one  respect, 
whOe  the  Tories  were  equally  successful  in  the 
other. 

Months,  in  the  mean  time,  passed  away,  and 
^  operations  of  either  began  to  show  results 
which  must  produce  a  crisis.  The  civil  autho- 
^^  passed  into  the  hands  of  the  patriots,  who 
"^^  an  excuse  for  a  stem  exercise  of  that 
Mthority  in  sending  General  Schuyler,  with  a 
^ge  body  of  militia,  to  disarm  the  disaffected, 
10  the  same  moment  that    the    predominant 
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influence  of  the  Tories  in  Indian  politics  was 
fully  consummated.  The  tribe  of  Oneidas, 
after  long  nobly  withstanding  both  threats  and 
cajoling,  were  at  length  driven,  by  the  intrigu- 
ing arts  of  the  latter,  to  detach  themselves  from 
the  confederacy  of  the  Six  Nations,  and  assume 
that  neutral  position  which  was  afterward  only 
abandoned  for  a  warm  espousal  of  the  patriot 
cause. 

It  was  Christmas  morning;  and  the  sun, 
which  shone  through  the  sacred  grove  of  Onon- 
daga, touched  with  gold  the  pendent  icicles 
which  drooped  from  the  heavy  boughs  that  had 
waved  for  a  thousand  winters  around  the  an- 
cient citadel  of  the  Ongi-Honwe.  The  adjacent 
lake,  whose  frozen  surface  was  freshly  covered 
with  virgin  snow,  smiled  in  the  glad  light  of 
the  morning,  whose  early  rays  were  glinted  back 
from  bush  and  thicket,  that  were  all  clothed 
with  the  same  dazzling  mantle.  A  few  shreds 
of  smoke  ascending  straight  upward  into  the 
clear  blue  sky  were  the  only  objects  stirring  amid 
the  bright  and  tranquil  scene. 
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Bat  for  this  fiunt  indication  of  the  neighbour- 
hood of  man,  the  lonely  stockade,  that  was 
digiufied  with  Ae  name  of  ^  Onondaga  Castle," 
seemed  wholly  deserted;    and  he  who  gazed 
widun  would  hare  looked  in  vain  for  the  im- 
ponng  assemblage  of  patriarchal  Sachems  which, 
in  the  previous  century,  was  likened  to  the 
Semte  of  Rome  by  Frontenac,  when  that  ad* 
▼eetunnis  Frenchman,  like  another  firennus, 
uitnided  with  his  armed  followers  into  the  great 
coundl  of  the  Aganuschion*^    One  lonely  fe» 
nde  was  die  only  occupant  of  the  building. 

The  stranger,  who  was  aware  of  the  con- 
^idastion  in  which  the  sex  were  held  among 
^  Oiigi*Honwe^  and  who  knew  that  this  rude 

**Th«  national  council  (of  the  Six  Nations)  took  cogni- 
'^Beeofwar  and  peace,  of  the  aflfain  of  the  tributary  nations, 
'^  of  tlieir  negotiations  with  the  French  and  English  colonics. 
*"  their  proceedings  were  conducted  with  great  deliberation, 
'Bd  weie  distinguished  for  order,  decorum,  and  solemnity.  In 
^o^uence,  in  dignity,  and  in  all  the  characteristics  of  profound 
^^f  they  suipaand  an  assembly  of  feudal  barons,  and  were, 
P^'l^  not  fiur  inferior  to  the  great  Amphictyonic  council  of 
^mcKj^^De  Witt  Ointm. 
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building  contained  the  great  national  altar  of 
their  confederacy,  might  at  first  have  mistaken 
the  woman  now  before  him  for  one  of  those 
pious  devotees  who  successively,  for  ages, 
watched  the  sacred  central  oouncil-fire  of  the 
Aganuschion.  But  the  mean  features  and  ap- 
parel of  the  withered  old  crone^  as  she  sat 
crouched  in  the  ashes,  would  soon,  upon  a 
close  survey,  have  proved  that  she  could  not 
claim  to  be  numbered  among  ^^  the  principal 
women  of  the  Six  Nations." 

"  Wah !"  exclaimed  the  hag,  as,  with  a 
crooked  stick,  she  vainly  pushed  a  wet  and 
blackened  ember  toward  the  smouldering  ashes — 
"  could  not  the  fools  leave  enough  of  the  fire 
that  has  burned  for  a  thousand  winters  to  warm 
these  old  bones  with  !  May  the  Evil  One  broil 
them  on  his  own  for  meddling  in  the  quarrel  of 
Corlear  with  the  Sagernash  !  May  their  tribes 
be  dispersed  like  these  scattered  embers  !    May 

they,    like    them,  be    trampled  upon  by " 

Stopping  shore  in  her  imprecation  as  she  caught 
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ragbt  of  a  half-extinguished  branch  which  still 
lay  smoking  in  the  corner  where  it  had  been 
tossed,  the  crone  hobbled  toward  it,  and  thrust 
it  afresh  in  the  ashes,  applying,  at  the  same 
time^  the  air  from  her  wheezy  lungs  to  rekindle 

the  flame. 

% 

Her  efibrts  were  followed  by  a  momentary 
ignitio^  indicated  by  a  few  sparks,  that  made 
ber  mutter  still  more  angrily,  as,  to  avoid  them, 
she  threw  back  her  head,  from  which  the  long 
gray  hair  drooped  in  the  ashes.  The  dying 
brand  crackled  feebly,  sighed  like  a  living  thing, 
and  ex[Hred. 

^  A-rai-wah  I  The  Sacred  Fire  of  Onondaga 
is  extinguished  for  ever !" 

As  she  spoke,  the  hag  gathered  her  knees 
toward  her  body  with  one  hand,  and  resting  her 
shrivelled  cheek  upon  the  other,  commenced 
rocking  backward  and  forward,  croaking  a  harsh 
Bong,  in  which  lamentations  and  curses  were  so 
wildly  intermingled,  that  the  eldrich  dirge  par- 
took equally  of  the  character  of  either. 

B  5 
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But  this  wretched  remnttnt  of  mortality  was 
not  the  only  moomer  for  the  extinguiahed  pride 
and  power  of  the  now  broken  Iroqnoia  oon* 
federacy. 

The  Christmas  sun  shone  merrily  upon  Am 
frosted  window-panes  of  Johnson  Hally  gleamed 
upon  the  armour  that  decked'  its  walla^  and 
tinted  with  freshness  the  eveigreena  that  fes- 
tooned its  ancient  portraits.  .But  here^  as  at 
Onondaga,  its  beams  seemed  to  smile  only  as 
in  mockery  of  man  and  his  doings.  Here  were 
men,  haggard  and  worn  with  long  wafedun^ 
grouped  in  disorder  throughout  the  broad  om^ 
ridor.  Some  were  engaged  in  anxious  or  angry 
debate  together;  some,  as  if  wearied  out  with 
action  or  discussion,  were  stretched  upon  the 
oaken  settles,  regarding  with  dogged  indiffer- 
ence the  excited  disputes  of  their  comrades  • 
and  one,  more  swarthy  of  feature  than  the  rest 
a  tall  man  of  a  fierce  and  haughty  aspect,  w« 
striding  impatiently  to  and  fro,  casting  er 
and  anon  a  hasty  look  at  the  staircase,  whc 
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polished  banister  he  repeatedly  struck  with 
his  tomahawk  in  passing.*  Twice  he  had 
ascended  several  steps,  as  if  determined  to  seek 
above  some  person  who  had  exhausted  his 
patience  in  delaying  an  interview;  and  then 
pausing  a  moment  as  he  thundered  anew  with 
his  hatchet  upon  the  stairs,  he  turned  abruptly 
upon  his  heel,  breathing  indignation  against 
those   who  appeared  not  to  heed  his  savage 


At  last  a  strong-framed  man,  hastily  arrayed 

in  a  dressing-gown,  accompanied  by  a  Highland 

officer  in  full  uniform,  presented  himself  upon 

the  landing  of  the  staircase.    The  features  of 

either  were  clouded ;  but  of  the  two,  the  former 

leemed  to  be  labouring  under  the  greater  emo- 

tiaa*    His  look  was  agitated,  but  not  alarmed ; 

distempered,  but  not  angry. 
"  Brant  r  said  he,  with  some  severity,  ^*at 

ttf  other  time  I  would  not  overlook  this  want 

*Tke  marks  of  the  Indian  tomahawk  are  shown  upon  the 
9^  of  the  haU  to  this  day. 


t 


a   (niarrel    with  so 
would  not  become  m 

"  CompanioDa  tc 
honour  the  poor  Ind 
company  even  in  yc 
find  no  room  for  h 
making  tenns  with  t 

"  Speak,  Alan  M 
ungenerous  suspici 
him  the  circumBtan 
been  compelled  to  tt 
from  Albany," 

"  I  am  wholly  at 
point  to  answer  C 
Donald,  coolly.  •' 
aware,  that  wa  have  t 
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them,  with  a  hundred  Mohawk  warriors  in  his 
train!* 

^Yes!  a  pack  of  frightened  curs  from  the 
lower  castle,  with  a  handful  of  naked  renegades 
from  my    own    people — the    hungry   offcasts 
from  my  tribe^  who  hope,  with  Schuyler^s  coun- 
tenance^ to  make  spoil  of  the  blankets  and  pro- 
viaons  that  are  laid  up  here  for  our  projected 
cimpsugn.    But  tell  me.  Sir  John  Johnson,  is 
the  Uling  off  of  these  wretches  to  excuse  this 
desertion  of  your  Indian  friends,  after  entangling 
tt  in  this  contemptible  quarrel  ?  God  of  my  peo- 
ple !  that  the  power  and  glory  which  thou  hast 
suffered  them  to  attain  should  be  thus  ruinously 
perilled  in  a  stranger^s  brawl !  that  the  league 
of  our  ancient  confederacy,  cemented    by  the 
blood  of  a  thousand  victories,  should  dissolve 
like  BQowflakes  upon  the  river,  because,  in  an 
^  moment,  we  consented  to  interfere  in  a 
P*ltry  dispute  about  a  few  halfpence  of  revenue 
between  some  peddling  foreigners,  who  would 
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cut  each  other^s  throats  for  gain  I  Nay,  sir, 
never  lay  your  hand  upon  your  sword!  and 
you,  ye  prying  knaves,  unless  ye  stand  back  at 
mine  or  your  master^s  bidding,  shall  be  dealt 
with  less  daintily  than  the  rebel  general  will 
handle  ye.  Back,  I  say,  or  my  signal  call  shall 
fill  this  hall  with  those  who'll  flood  it  with 
your  gore  I  By  the  valour  of  a  Mohawk  I  but 
it  were  a  good  deed  to  call  in  my  warriors,  and 
supplant  such  recreants  with  men  who  will 
hold  these  walls  against  all  odds  till  they  crumble 
around  them  !" 

And  the  indignant  chieftain  strode  haughtily 
to  and  fro,  as  if  really  balancing  in  his  mind 
this  mad  procedure,  while  the  baronet,  too 
much  incensed  by  the  insolence  of  Brant  to 
make  any  concession  to  his  wrath,  was  yet  too 
politic  to  trust  himself  with  a  hasty  reply.  The 
cool  and  discreet  MacDonald  now  put  in  a  word 
to  soothe  the  exasperated  mood  of  the  demi- 
savage,  as  he  considered  the  chieftain  when  thus 
excited. 
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^  Captain  Brant  b  too  experienced  a  soldier 
not  to  be  aware  of  the  impossibility  of  main- 
tttmng  our  present  position  against  the  over- 
powering force   which  has  been  nnexpectedly 
sent  against  ns." 

^  And  could  not  these  heavy-limbed  fellows 
ha^e  taken  to  the  bush,  and  shared  a  hunter's 
bre  for  a  few  weeks,  until  the  first  burst  of  the 
storm  should  have  spent  its  fury?  Did  you 
tlunk,  in  taking  up  arms  in  a  forest-land  like 
tUfli  where  every  rock  b  a  fortress,  every  tree 
t  dtadel,  did  you  think  that  the  struggle  was 
to  be  dedded  by  the  capture  of  a  few  towns 
ndfillages?" 

**We  did  not,  noble  Thayendanagea,''  said 
Sir  John,  taking  the  words  from  the  mouth  of 
MacDonald  ^*Nor  do  we  now  believe  that 
^  compulsory  compromise  like  the  present 
tt  to  terminate  the  resistance  of  the  king^s  friends 
^  tius  rebellious  colony.  Had  we  treated  with 
^  rebels  for  peace  throughout  the  province, 
^  brave  Indian  brethren  would  never  have 


the  irallant  *ioiitliMruni  whom  vou  see  . 
will  yet  again  lift  up  the  royal  banne 
to  it  upon  the  first  opportunity,  if  Tha; 
keeps  it  flying  in  the  field.     I — I 
lead  them  to — " 

**  Hold,  Sir  John  !  unless  you  ^ 
your  spoken  promise  give  the  lie  to 
ten  pledge.  Remember  that  *  Sir  • 
sofif  having  given  his  parole  of  I 
to  take   up  arms  against  Ameria 


never-r-** 


^<  Where,  where  do  you  find  sue 
those  ?"  cried  the  baronet,  hardly  kn 
he  said  in  his  confusion. 

<<The    title  of  the   instrument 
nlpsifip   vfi-    Sir  John."   reolied    Br 
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measured,  sarcastic  tone :  ^*  *  Terms  offered  by 
the  honourable  Philip  Schuyler,  major-general 
in  the  army  of  the  Thirteen  United  Colonies, 
and  commanding  in  the  New  York  department, 
to  Sir  John  Johnson,  baronet,  and  all  such  other 
persons  in  the  county  of  Tryon  as  have  evinced 
tfaeb  intentions    of  supporting  his    majesty's 
mimstry  to  carry  into  effect  the  unconstitutional 
measures  of  which  the  Americans  so  justly  com- 
plain:' do  you  mark  the  emphasis?"  said  the 
Mobawk,  scornfully,  while  another  storm  seemed 
githering    on    his    brow,    as,    repeating    the 
phrase,  he  went  on,  <^ '  of  which  the  Americans 
^ju9tly  complain ;  and  to  prevent  which  they 
i^ve  been  driven  to  the  dreadful  necessity  of 
l*nng  recourse  to  arms :  first,  that — "*  Pshaw  ! 
yoahave  it  there,  in  the  third  article,  and  may 
^  for  yourselves  if  you  have  forgotten  the 
stents  of  the  document,  when  your  signatures, 
^nfirming  your  acceptance  of  these  terms,  can 
■carcely  be  dry  upon  the  original." 
The  chiefitain,  as  he  spoke,  flung  the  paper 
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contemptuously  at  the  feet  of  Sir  John,  who 
comprehended,  without  looking  at  it^  that  it  must 
be  a  copy  of  his  terms  of  surrender,  furnished 
by  the  politic  Whigs  to  shake  the  loyalty  of 
Brant 

<<  It  is  in  vain,  Captain  Brant,"  said  he,  with 
sad  composure,  ^'  to  conceal  from  you  the  extent 
of  our  misfortunes.  My  poor  services,  in  a  mi- 
litary capacity,  are  indeed  lost  to  the  crown; 
and  these  brave  Scottish  gentlemen,  though  suf- 
fered to  retain  their  side-arms,  are  placed  by 
their  parole  in  the  same  unhappy  predicament 
as  myself.  But  the  king  has  many  as  capable 
servants  as  we,  who  may  still  assert  their  loyalty 
in  the  field  ;  and  if  the  fear  of  chilling  their  zeal 
in  my  royal  master's  cause  induced  me  to  with- 
hold from  you  the  extent  of  the  rebel  triumph, 
I  know  I  shall  be  forgiven  by  so  ardent  and 
generous  a  partisan  as  ITiayendanagea.^ 

The  tones  in  which  his  gallant  friend  spoke, 
not  less  than  the  words  which  he  uttered,  seemed 
instantly  to  change  the  mood  of  the  stormy 
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chieftun,  who  had  paced  to  and  fro  for  a  mo- 
ment before  he  replied. 

^  Sir  John, '  said  Brant,  with   feeling,   ^^  I 

haTe  nothing  to  forgive*    It  is  you  of  whom  I 

should  ask  pardon.   You  are  nearer  to  the  great 

kbg  than  I  am,  and  know  best  how  much  of  his 

affidrs  to  suppress,  and  how  much  to  reveaL     I 

have  always  borne  you  the  love  of  a  brother ; 

nd  for  that,  if  for  nothing  else,  you  will  forgive 

me  for  thinking  you  faithless  when  you  were 

only  unfortunate.     But  I  have  heard  that  within 

the  last  hour,"  he  added,  with  that  air  of  calm 

fataUam  characteristic  of   the   Iroquois,  even 

while  using  the  language  of  a  European,  ^l 

have  heard  that  which  might  well  distemper 

aie:  the  confederacy  of  the  Aganuschion  is 

hn^en.    A  formal  assemblage  of  Sachems  at 

Onondag  has  dissolved  the  league  of  the  United 

Cantons  that  existed  beyond  the  traditions  of 

W  race.    Our  Great  Council  Fire  is  extin- 

pushed,  and  the  Six  Nations,  whose  delegates 

^OQsommated  the  fatal  ceremony  with  the  peace- 


i 
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.Not  SO,  Tiooie  ►^acnciii :     crifu  im 


with    bri<.'lit('niiig    features.      "  It    it 
Oneidas,  with  their  adopted  childrer 
hicans,  who  have  seceded  from  the  ud 
whole  Tuscarora  tribe,  the  greater 
the    Onondagas,  the  fiery  Senecasy  i 
Cayugas,  are  even  now  assembling 
Johnson  at  Oswego,  and  wait  but  fbi 
your  indomitable  Mohawks,  to  lead  t 
their  ancient  pride  of  arms,  upon  the 
delegates  of  the  royal  tribes  attende 
central  fire  only  to  gain  time  and  bli 
eyes  of  the  Oneidas,  who  convoked  t 
Their  protest  againt  the  confederacy 
part  on  either  side  in  this  war  was  d 
They  declared  their  secession  from 
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in  the  council;*  and  the  holy  flame  of  union 
and  power  may  again  be  relighted  in  a  blaze  of 
glory  which  shall  illumine  the  land«" 

The  eye  of  the  Indian  Sagamore  flashed  with 
fierce  delight;  his  mien  assumed  a  lofty  bear- 
ing, as  of  one  who  felt  himself  yet  destined  to  be 
the  leader  of  armies,  while  his  nostril  dilated 
» if  already  he  snufied  the  battle.  These  indi- 
GitioDS  of  strong  emotion,  however,  passed  away 
like  a  flash,  even  as  Sir  John  pronounced  the 
l«t  words  which  seemed  to  have  kindled  them ; 
ndthen  the  face  of  the  Mohawk  assumed  that 
inmovably  stoical  expression  which  rendered  it 
unpoBsible  to  surmise  what  was  passing  in  his 


*  It  vaj  hare  been  under  some  such  pretence  sm  this  that 

fW  refbgee  Mohawks,  who  found  a  home  in  Upper  Canada 

*^  the  ReToltttion,  Tentured  to  dedicate  a  phice  there  as  the 

•«of «  The  Great  Council  Fire  of  the  Six  Nations,**  and  call 

It  Onondaga,  while,  in  fbct,  all  the  confederates  but  themselves 

'■■••ned  within  the  territory  of  New  York,  keeping  the  ori- 

S^  Onondaga  among  their  reserved  lands  till  the  present  day. 

'^  Jndttt^  the  fiimous  Seneca,  stirred  up  a  serious  dispute 

*^  this  exduiiTe  assumption  both  of  the  national  shrine  and 

S^BQsl  name  of  his  countrymen . — See  Stone't  L\fe  qf  Brant, 
wLii. 
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bosom,  and  which,  upon  the  countenance  of  an 
Iroquois,  always  covered  his  deepest  and  most 
earnest  thoughts. 

It  might  be  that  vague  dreams  of  ambition, 
which  had  heretofore  passed  through  the  mind  of 
Brant;  that. plans  of  personal  elevation  at  the 
expense  of  his  less  cultivated  countrymen,  whidi, 
in  moments  of  temptation,  had  suggested  them- 
selves, and  been  indignantly  discarded  from  his 
thoughts  at  the  generous  call  of  patriotism,  or 
reluctantly  abandoned  from  a  conviction  of  their 
impracticability  under  the  existing  organization 
of  the  Aganuschion  republic — it  may  be  that 
these  dark  and  aspiring  schemes  were  busy  with- 
in him  now  ! 

It  might  be — and  the  loyal,  disinterested  cha- 
racter of  the  man,  his  romantic  love  of  his 
doomed  race,  and  his  pertinacious  aversion  to 
European  civilisation,  while  evincing  in  his  own 
conduct  many  of  its  benefits,  render  this  solution 
by  far  the  most  likely — it  might  be  that  that 
silent  mien  and  fixed  expression  of  countenance 
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oonoealed  the  devotional  communings  of  his 
beart — a  patriot's  thanksgiving  for  a  people 
MBfed. 

^  Captain  Brant  looks  grave,^  said  MacDo- 

naU;  <<  he  thinks  that  the  responsibility  of  his 

pirt  has  increased  just  in  proportion  that  the 

Amce  of  his  playing  it  successfully  with  our  aid 

htt  diminished  by  that  aid  being  now   with- 

dmwn.'* 

If  a  taunt  were  implied  in  this  speech,  it  was 
10  slight  as  to  pass  unheeded  by  Brant ;  but  his 
licirt  was  not  inaccessible  to  the  subtle  appeal 
to  his  vanity  which  it  conveyed. 

**  I  see,  I  see/'  said  he,  casting  his  eyes  in 
nnuiiig  fashion  upon  the  ground,  and  smiling 
pimly,  as  if  it  were  impossible  wholly  to  sup- 
P^  the  pleasurable  thrill  of  pride  which  he 
wished  to  conceal — ^*  the  great  king  depends  now 
^oa  the  Indians  to  preserve  this  colony  for  him. 
Our  warriors  are  to  keep  the  rebels  in  check 
^til  the  great  king  can  send  over  such  an  army 
M  diall  make  it  safe  for  his  loyal  subjects  once 
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more  to  rise  and  help  him !    Good !  very  good  I 
He  shall  Jind  that  we  are  to  be  depended  uponJ' 
The  voice  and  manner  of  the  Sachem  suddenly 
altered  with  the  last  words,  as  he  raised  his  eyes 
and   east  a  stem   and  haughty  gaze  around. 
^'  Yes,  gentlemen,'"  he  continued,  in  a  more 
cool  and  lofty  tone,  ^'  the  largest^  and  the  fairest, 
and  most  fertile  part  of  this  rich  province  is  now 
left  to  the  guardianship  of   one  who,  among 
yourselves,  bears  but  the  rank  of  an  English 
captain ;  and  1  would  have  you  know  that  it  is 
not  from  ignorance  of  the  value  of  the  pledge, 
of  the  cost  of  protecting  it,  or  of  the  opportunity 
of  successfully  treating  with  the  Americans  for 
the  heritage  which  you  are  compelled  to  abandon, 
that  I  here,  in  the  name  of  my  countrymen, 
assume  its  charge.   With  you.  Sir  John  Johnson, 
as  the  oflBcial  representative  of  your  sovereign, 
1  might  have  made  my  own  terms  for  the  better 
defined  security  of  our  rights  under  the  British 
dominion ;  but  a  Mohawk  chieftain  is  no  traf- 
ficker in    loyalty.    Your  king  shall  learn  how 


GREYSLAER.  25 

bt  he  may  depend  upon  the  faith  and  valour  of 
tbe  Iroquois,  and  the  future  will  reveal  the 
measure  of  his  justice  to  us  in  return.*  Our 
power  to  serve  the  British  cause  remains  to  be 
prored.  You  at  least,  Sir  John,  can  bear  wit- 
OMB  to  the  readiness  of  our  wUL'" 

**  He  is  a  slave  that  doubts  either,"  cried  the 
bironet  ^<  Though  the  terrible  Virginian  him- 
Klf  should  take  the  field  against  you,  his  wis- 
domand  his  valour  will  find  a  match  in  Thayen- 
<bnagea.  And  /,  my  noble  friend,  though  pre- 
'Wited  by  fate  from  serving  with  you  as  a  com- 
^  io  arms — I,  while  watching  your  glorious 
^^t^etj  will  console  myself  with  the  reflection 
^  I  have,  by  temporizing,  preserved  the  ser- 
^^  of  these  brave  followers  to  my  sovereign 

*  Hie  difficulties  with  the  British  government  which  em- 
«tteied  the  closing  jears  of  Brant,  his  neglected  petitions,  the 

• 

BviooD  alike  of  the  property  and  the  political  rights  of  his 
^^  and  the  forced  neceasit  j  he  was  under  of  asserting  his 
Icgil  daim  to  the  half  pay  of  a  British  captain,  might  suggest 
*^  doubts  as  to  the  wisdom  of  his  confidence  in  the  justice 
^  ^  crown.  But  have  the  Oneidas,  who  espoused  the  cause 
^  the  republic,  fared  better  than  the  Mohawks  ? 

▼OL.  IL  C 


much  to  the  bystande 
had  their  full  influence 
of  the  former ;  and  Ma< 
effect  by  immediately  ai 

"  Sir  John  could  ce 
our  cause,  in  the  pro 
securing  him  in  the  mic 
wish  to  keep  together 
numbers  throughout  tl 
remains  with  us,  we  sba 
the  proper  moment  for 

"  Your  parole  of  hot 
ing  himself  up,  and  loo 
upon  the  company. 

♦'  Though  given  to  i 

kwilmn  tint  tnr  i^AllMt." 
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^  Well,  you  white  men  know  best  how  far  ye 
may  trust  each  other,^  observed  the  chie(  with 
a  mgnifirimt  and  pitying  smile,  while,  in  draw- 
ing his  mantle  around  him  to  depart,  he  mut- 
tered lesB  audibly  beneath  its  folds  something 
still  more  contemptuous.     His  precise  words 
were  unheard,  but  their  purport  was  su£Sciently 
mtelligible  to  rouse  the  ire  of  MacDonald,  who 
mutely  folded    his    arms   when  the  chieftain 
itretched  out  his  hand  to  exchange  a  parting 
salutation  with  him. 

^*Nay,  Captain  MacDonald,'^  said  Brant, 
**  1  part  not  thus  with  a  brave  comrade  and  tried 
soldier.  It  was  the  white  man's,  and  not  the 
Scotdiman's, faith  of  which  I  spoke;  and  you  will 
psidon  the  prejudices  of  the  Indian,  however 
}ou  would  resent  the  suspicions  of  the  friend." 
**  I  am  not  so  Quixotic,  Captain  Brant,  as  to 
proclaim  myself  the  champion  of  my  race,'' 
^lied  the  other.  <^  But,  in  giving  you  n^y 
^^  as  I  now  do,  I  will  venture  to  suggest, 
that  if  your  knowledge  of  our  usages  disinclines 

c2 
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you  to  practise  European  urbanity^  yon  are  not 
fortunate  in  your  mode  of  reoommending  LkBaB 
courtesy — ^by  your  own  example.'' 

<'Goodr  said  Brant»  smiling;  '^Verygoodl* 
he  repeated,  shakmg  again  the  band  of  him  who 
bad  chastened  him ;  while  .HacDonaUt  •  whoaa 
whimsical  expression  of  oountenanoe  sbowad 
bow  much  he  was  confounded  at  the  odd- im^ 
pression  which  his  pithy  lecture,  had  ihade  npoa 
his  half-savage  frieud,  followed  his  retreating 
figure  with  his  eye,  as  the  Mohawk  strode  out  of 
the  apartment 

^^  The  infernal  strange  dog !"  cried  the 
Scotchman ;"  ^^  I  never  know  where  the  devil  to 
find  bim.^ 

*^  What,  Alan,*^  said  Johnson,  laughing,  '<  is 
my  red  brother  Joseph  a  puzzle  to  you  ?  An 
Indian,  man,  is  like  a  woman ;  you  must  follow 
his  humours  without  attempting  to  regulate 
them.  Brant*s  touches  of  civilisation  are  like 
grains  of  wit  in  a  madman's  brain;  they  just 
suffice  to  mislead  him  who  would  discover  some 
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regular  system  of  ideas  in  the  lunatic's  dis- 
ordered senses.  But,  for  all  that,  the  fellow  has 
sense  and  courage,  and  is  as  true  as  steel  in 
matters  of  moment." 

And  thus  ended  this  singular  interview, 
which,  commencing  in  a  scene  of  passion,  that, 
with  its  attendant  grouping  of  strongly  con- 
trasted characters,  might  well  exercise  the  pen 
of  the  dramatist,  terminated,  as  do  most  romantic 
staations  in  real  life,  with  common-place  occur- 
rence and  discussion ;  which,  however  actual  in 
themselves,  detract,  it  must  be  confessed,  not  a 
fittle  from  the  poetic  dignity  of  their  relation. 
Bat  **  these  are  the  days  of  fact,  not  fable ;"  and 
^  legendary  writer  of  our  time  must  content 
Uioself  with  detailing  mere  familiar  tradition, 
Q&tQ  another  Scott  shall  arise  to  revivify  the 
^  bones  which  it  is  our  humble  task  to  collect 
^ether,  clothe  them  anew  vtdth  all  the  attributes 
^  breathing  life,  and  make  them  walk  the  earth 
^^^  dignified,  exalted,  and  adorned  by  the 
P^gal  drapery  of  immortal  Genius. 
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THE   BORDERERS. 
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When,  lo,  he  saw  his  courser  reined 

By  an  unwelcome  hand!'' — Earl  Rupsrt. 


There  was  a  proud  complacency  upon  the  brow 
of  the  Indian  chief  when  he  found  himself  alone 
beyond  the  precincts  of  the  Hall.  The  morning 
was  cold, and  the  snow  lay  deep  upon  the  ground; 
but  while  the  latter  offered  no  impediment  to  his 
devouring  steps  as  he  rapidly  stalked  along,  the 
glowing  thoughts  within  his  bosom  seemed  to 
make  him  insensible  to  the  former.  His  mantle 
was  indeed  wrapped  closely  around  him,  but  it 
was  from  the  tension  of  strong  emotion  that  his 
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hands  were  denched  in  its  folds.  His  open  throat 
and  lofty  head  whose  plumes  tossed  in  the  light 
breeze  that  swept  the  eminence  from  which  he 
was  descending,  betrayed  none  of  that  sensibility 
to  the  elements  which  contracts  the  mien  of  the 
eloaked  and  cowering  form  that  now  confronts 
Inm  in  his  path. 

It  is  a  half-frozen  horseman,  who  shrinks  in  his 
saddle,  as  if  he  would  thus  make  his  weight  as 
ligbt  as  possible  to  his  jaded  steed.    The  pro- 
pordoos  of  his  figure  are  concealed  by  a  military 
roqnelaire  wrapped  closely  around  him,  and  his 
bee  is  so  muffled  up  with  fiirs  as  barely  to  permit 
bu  eyes  to  see  the  road  before  them ;  yet  both 
are  instantly  recognised  by  the  keen-eyed  Mo- 
btwk.     Some  new  emotion  now  a^tates  his 
fatnresy  and  a  look  of  sudden  wrath  has  suc- 
ceeded to  that  of  high  and  pleasurable  pride. 
He  stops  short  in  his  rapid  walk,  and  plants 
Umself  in  the  centre  of  a  little  bridge  that  here 
croases  the  highway,  just  as  th^  mounted  traveller 
has  gained  its  opposite  side.    The  horse  recoils 
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at  the  barbaric  apparition  in  his  path,  and  his 
rider,  looking  up  for  the  first  time,  beholds  the 
cause  of  his  afinght 

*^  Why,  you  d — d  Indian  scarecrow,  what 
mean  you  by  standing  there  to  frighten  catde  on 
the  king's  highway — wae,  boy  !  wa — e — gently, 
now,  gently — stand  out  of  my  path,  you  stujnd 
blockhead,  or,  God  help  me,  Til  ride  right  over 
you.^  And  suitingthe  action  to  the  word»  the 
distempered  and  insolent  traveller  plunged  both 
spurs  into  bis  horse,  which  bounded  forward 
upon  the  bridge ;  but,  quick  as  light,  the  sinewy 
arm  of  tbe  Indian  has  grappled  his  bridle-rein, 
and,  with  starting  eye  and  distended  nostril,  the 
mastered  steed  stands  trembling. 

"  Why,  Joseph  Brant,  my  good  fellow  !  who 
the  devil  expected  to  meet  you  here?  You 
must  forgive  my  baste  in  speaking  as  I  did,  and 
ril  pardon  this  abrupt  salutation  in  so  old  a 
friend,  if  you'll  only  loose  my  rein,  and  let  me 
push  ahead  to  the  Hall" 

"  There  is  time  enough  for  that,"   said  the 
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diie(  smothering  his  indignation  at  the  man's 
iimolent  fiuniliarity.  *^What  news  bring  you 
from  below  ?^ 

**  Schuyler's  within  half  a  day's  march,  with 
three  thousand  Whig  militia;  that* s  all,  my  good 
feUow ;  and  now  let  me  carry  the  news  to  our 
fnends.  We  must  up  stakes,  I  take  it,  from 
Aese  parts,  and  go  and  lend  a  lift  to  the  loyalists 
in  the  southern  comer  of  the  province:  and  now, 
my  dear  Joseph,  I  wish  you  a  good  morning." 

^  Softly,  softly,  Mr.  Bradshawe.    There  is  no 

necesrity  for  this  great  haste.   Sir  John  is  already 

io  possession  of  all  the  news  you  can  give  him." 

**  He  is  ?  The  devil !     I  met  that  arch-rebel 

IW,  with  a  brace  of  kindred  Whigs,  at  a  road- 

sde  inn  last   night  —  Yates  and  Glen,  I  think 

^  were ;  and  I  half  guessed  that  their  ventur- 

°>g8o£Eur  in  the  valley  boded  no  good  to  our  cause. 

t     ^Tely  they  cannot  have  brought  the  news,  con- 

^^ed  in  the  shape  of  a  threat,  from  Schuyler  ?"" 

"They  were  commissioners   to    settle    the 

**^  of  Sir  John's  surrender,  and  Schuyler's 

c5 
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present  advance  to  take  poaacwioii  of  JohvaftowH 
shows  how  well  they  sooceeded.** 

The  countenance  of  the  traYeOer  gimr  davk 
as  midnight  while  BraUt  thna  briel^  and  eeoDy 
told  him  of  the  discomfiture  of  Ids  party.  Tha 
chief  waited  a  moment  for  him  to  make 
commenti  but  his  aatonkhoMmt  was  ao 
that  he  had  not  a  word  wherewith  to  reply ;  mA 
Branti  in  the  same  calm  tone,  went  on.  <*TiieaB 
tidings  seem  to  be  somewhat  strange  to  Mr. 
Bradshawe.  He  has  kept  himself  aloof  from 
his  friends  of  late.  It  is  at  least  four  months 
since  I  heard  of  him  in  these  parts." 

**  Yes,  why,  yes,"  said  the  other,  confusedly. 
^*  Some  business  took  me  south  last  summer 
about  the  time  the  Hawksnestaffidr,  and  subse- 
quent disappearance  of  young  Greyslaer,  pot 
the  country  in  hot  water.  None  but  you,  Jo- 
seph, could  have  been  at  the  bottom  of  that 
hubbub." 

**  I  heard  of  Mr.  Bradshawe  in  Schoharie,** 
said  Brant,  dryly,  and  with  an  elevation  of  his 
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eyeiHt>w8  so  sfight  as  to  be  almost  impercep- 
tible. 

"  Schoharie  ?  Oh  ! — ^ay — ^yes,  I  have  been 
in  Sehoharie.  IVe  just  come,  indeed,  from 
down  that  way.  I  heard  of  this  rebel  rising 
vlule  in  Schoharie,  and  rode  for  dear  life  to 
wtro  Sir  John." 

**  It  is  useless  to  seek  him  now  upon  such  an 
nraod ;  and  if  Mr.  Bradshawe  wishes  to  give 
Us  reasons  for  having  so  long  kept  out  of  the 
viy  of  his  political  friends,  I  would  advise  him 
to  take  some  opportunity  when  the  baronet  is  in 
&  happier  mood." 

''A  d — d  politic  suggestion!  Josey,  you 
certainly  are  no  fboL  But  where  the  devil  are 
you  leading  my  mare  to  ?" 

**  Why,*^  said  Brant,  with  a  careless  laugh, 
^'two  such  suspicious  characters  as  we  are 
'hoold  not  be  seen  holding  so  long  a  talk  here 
^  the  highway,  when,  by  moving  a  few  yards, 
*o  can  throw  that  knoll  between  us  and  any 
traTelling  impertinents  that  may  chance  to  pass. 
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I  would  confisr  with  yon,  too,  Ifr.  ftdbhavo^* 
he  added,  more  gravely,  <*  where  we  are  not 
liable  to  intemiptioiL*' 

^  You  are  a  queer  diap^  Araot  Leafw  yoo 
alone  to  have  your  own  way.  But  here  we  an 
in  the  hollow ;  and  now  what  have  you  got  to 
say?  Be  quick,  man,  for  I^ioi  getting daviliflh 
cold."* 

^  You  will  be  still  oolder  before  I  ham  dose 
with  you,  Walter  Bradshawe^  unless  you  reply 
promptly  to  my  questions.'" 

"  Why,  my  good  Joseph,  what  the  h — ** 

^^  Hold  I  no  more  of  that,  sir ;  blasphemous 
and  vulgar-souled  as  you  are,  you  can  still  ape 
the  decorum  of  a  gentleman  when  it  suits  your 
turn ;  and  you  shall  perish  here  like  a  crushed 
hound  in  the  snow,  unless    you    practise  it 


now." 


"  This  to  me,  you  d— d  Indian  dog !"  cried 
Bradshawe,  jerking  his  rein  with  one  hand,  and 
plucking  a  pistol  from  bis  holster  with  the 
other.    But,  before  be  could  cock  the  piece,  a 
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blow  from  Brant's  tomahawk  sent  it  flying 
through  the  air  intoan  adjacent  snow-bank,  while 
in  the  same  moment  the  desperado  was  hurled 
from  his  saddle,  and  lay  prostrate  at  the  feet  of 
the  Mohawk. 

**  One  motion,  one  word,  a  look  of  insolence, 
ttd  ril  brain  you  on  the  spot ;  that  snow-wreath 
shaU  be  your  winding-sheet,  and  the  April 
thaws  will  alone  reveal  your  fote,  if  the  wolves 
io  the  mean  time  spare  that  wretched  car- 
cass.'' 

**Who  the  devil  thinks  of  resisting,  with 
luufe  and  tomahawk  both  at  his  throat  ?  Ugh 
--ugh,  you  have  knocked  all  the  breath  out  of 
^y  body.  Gad  I  Brant,  you  inherit  a  white 
ii^'s brawn  from  your  Dutch  grandfather.  Hold ! 
you  Indian  devil ;  don^t  murder  me  for  squint- 
'^  at  a  fact  which  all  the  country  believes  ex- 
<*pt  yourself.*' 

"^  They  lie  who  say  Vm  other  than  a  Mohawk 
^f  the  full  blood,''  exclaimed  the  Indian  fiercely, 
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bat  dramng  back,  at  tiho  aame  tusa^  aa  if  ttm^g 
by  an  adder. 

<*  Perhaps  thay  do;  bat  yoa*!!  not  prove  tiba 
genuinenesa  of  your  blood  by  apflfing  miaa^* 
replied  the  other,  picking  himadf  laiaurely  fratt 
the  ground  ^  Giye  me  my  other  piatd,  aon  of 
NickuB,  and  we  can  dispute  the  matter  OMwa 
upon  an  equality." 

<*  Bradfihawe,  you  aieka  brwre  atanp  and»  m 
such,  I  cannot  wholly  iscom  you;  and  were 
your  honour  but  half  ks  bright  as  your  cou- 
rage, you  should — But  enough  of  this.  You 
will  be  wisC}  sir,  now,  in  fooUng  no  longer  with 
my  patience,  but  reply  with  directness  to  what 
I  have  to  ask  you.  You  are  reputed  to  have 
sense,  Bradshawe,  and  you  see  I  am  not  to  be 
trifled  with.'' 

*^  Why,  as  to  my  sense,  Sachem,  it  seems  to 
have  been  pretty  much  at  fault  in  dealing  with 
you.  Pve  always  thought  you  a  devilish  shrewd 
fellow  for  one  who  was  only  quarter  white  man 
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— Day»  let  that  caned  knife  alone — I  say  IVe 
thought  you  80|  thafs  a  fact;  though  I  may 
sometimes  have  laughed  in  my  sleeve  when  you 
got  on  your  high  ropes,  and  put  on  quality  airs 
lib  Sir  John.     1  don't  know  how  it  is,  however ; 
1  still  believe  you  to  be  pretty  much  of  an  ad- 
^turer  like  myself;    but  if  you  are  not  a 
lined  diie^  as  your  enemies  say,  by  G — d  you 
<ie8er?e  to  be  a  bom  aristocrat  for  the   neat 
i^le  in  which  you  do  the  thing.     I  speak  the 
tnth,  1  do,  by  G — d.     I  could  put  it  in  softer 
pbase,  as  you  know  full  well;  for  you  have 
wen  me  humouring  the  shallow  fools  who  ape 
nobility  here    among    us    provincials.     But   I 
^  to  you  as  a  man  that  can't  be  come  over 
by  flummery ;   and  now  go  ahead  with   your 
fnestions,  which,  I  suppose*  relate  to  the  De 
^  girl  that  Red  Wolfert  snicked  off  so  hand- 
somely.'' 

**  Red  Wolfert?"  said  Brant,  scornfully. 
**Wol8ert  Valtmeyer  dared  not  have  touched 
^ptive  of  mine,  but  as  the  instrument  of  a  more 


I 


40  GBBT8LABX. 

powerful  flcoundrel  tfaao  hiinwlfi  and  yoqi 
Bradshawe,  must  answer  for  die  acts  of  yoor 
creature.    Where  is  Miw  De  Boos  ?* 

«  Where?  Aak  Wolfert  If  I uae  tbe  meal 
now  and  then  to  farther  our  poBtksal  intriguiik 
does  it  follow  that  I  know  angfat  of  hb  amoraoa 
doings?  I  suspected  that  yon  wonU  hold  me 
accountable  for  his  dealings  with  tfaia  wench; 
for  it  certainly  was  a  boM  flight  for  sodi  a  Ute 
as  Valtmeyer  to  strike  at  game  like  her." 

**  Beware,  Mr.  Bradsbawe ;  there  are  limits 
to  my  patience,  and  you  cannot  deceive  me. 
It  was  through  your  aid  that  Au-neh-yesh  es- 
caped from  the  hands  of  tbe  rebels.  He  repaid 
you  with  information  that  you  valued  beyond 
aught  else,  for  no  scruple  could  prevent  you 
from  availing  yourself  of  it  to  tear  the  young 
lady  from  tbe  refuge  in  which  I  had  placed  her. 
You,  and  you  only,  with  tbe  ruffian  Valtmeyer 
and  my  wayward  and  unhappy  son  for  your 
instruments,  have  spirited  away  this  girl,  for 
whose  safety  both  our  friends  and  our  foes  hold 
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me  DOW  accountable.  Bradshawe,  I  tell  you, 
if  one  hair  of  ber  bead  be  injured,  I  will  wreak 
vengeance  so  dire  tbat  men  sball  stand  agbast 
when  they  bear  of  it  Tbe  tortures  of  the 
Indian  stake  sball  be  merciful  to  those  wbich 
you  shall  suffer,  dll  tbe  bapless  fate  of  Tbayen- 
dmagea's  captive  is  forgotten  in  tbe  hideous 
ponishment  of  ber  destroyer.'' 

The  voice  of  Brant  was  calm  and  low  as  he 
pronounced  tbese  words ;  but  tbe  ascendency  of 
Us  mind  was  now  so  completely  established 
over  that  of  Bradshawe,  that,  daring  and  reck- 
leiB  as  be  was,  they  fell  with  withering  effect 
^n  his  spirit;  and  he  even,  for  a  moment, 
^vered  like  the  criminal  who  has  just  beard 
Us  awful  and  irrevocable  doom  passing  the  lips 
^'one  who  is  endowed  with  all  earthly  authority 
to  inflict  tbe  final  sentence  of  a  judicial  tri- 
bonaL 

**She  is  safe — I  believe — I  know — she  is — 
she  must  be  safe,"  stammered  forth  the  bold 
^erer,  who,   for  the  first  time  in  bis  life 
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perhaps,  felt  consdous  that  his  heart  quailed 
and  his  cheek  blanched  beneath  the  eye  of  a 
fellow-mortaL  **  I  left  her  last  where  I  be- 
lieved no  earthly  harm  could  reach  her;  and,  ae 
help  me  Heaven,  Sachem,  there  breatbea  no 
human  being  whom,  with  my  life,  I  would 
sooner  guard  from  injury  than  this  same  lady." 

^*  Yes !  as  the  cougar  would  protect  the  hare 
from  the  wolf  that  disputes  his  prey  with  Urn. 
Where  left  you  Miss  De  Roos?'' 

The  distressed  air  of  mortification  that  now 
marked  Bradshawe's  features  showed  that  he 
would  gladly  evade  the  question.  He  etren 
turned  his  head  quickly  on  one  side,  as  if  le- 
course  to  flight  suddenly  suggested  itself  upon 
the  emergency.  But  the  snow«drift  that  walled 
in  the  little  hollow  in  which  he  stood,  shut  out 
the  desperate  hope  on  that  side.  He  turned 
his  eager  gaze  to  the  other,  but  it  straightway 
fell  before  the  basilisk  eye  of  the  Indian,  who^ 
still  grasping  the  bridle  of  Bradshawe's  horse, 
stood  with  one  foot  advanced,  and   his  right . 
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band  upon  his  knifei  warily  watchmg  his  vic- 
tim.   But  the  hand  fell  to  his  side,  the  foot 
was  drawn  back,  and  the  deadly  glare  of  his 
eye  changed  to  a  cold  and  stony  gaze  in  the 
moment  that  the   crest-fidlen  borderer  slank 
back  to  his  former  dogged  attitude  of  unresist- 
ing dejection. 

**  Where  is  the  lady  ?**  repeated  Brant,  be- 
tveen  bis  clenched  teeth. 

^  Take  my  secret,  then,  if  I  must  speak — 

tbe  Cave  of  Waneonda,  where  the  stream  which 

JOQ  Indians  call  the  River  of  Ghosts  holds  its 

*if  &r   underground  beneath  the  forests  of 

^barie,  there  in   the — Hah  I  what  sounds 

^tbose?    May  my  tongue  be  blistered  if  its 

■•iftness  to  betray  has — " 

^  lis  Schuyler's  advancing  column.    I  know 

^  sound  of  his  bugles,''  cried  Brant  uneasily  ; 

^^  even  as  he  spoke,  a  squadron  of  troopers, 

^«k>  formed  the  advanced  guard  of  the  Congres- 

^'^Ud  forces,  wheeled  around  an  angle  of  the 

and  came  galloping  forward  in  all  the 
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hasty  disorder  of  newly-feried  militias  fluliad 
with  their  first  saeoess  in  the  operatioos  tf 
war. 

Their  common  danger— for  Brant  and  hb 
recent  adversary  were,  on  peraonal  as  wall  aa 
political  grounds,  equally  obnoriona  to  the  p0» 
pular  party  in  their  dirtiict— impelled 'dMn  tl>* 
simultaneous  flight  But  even  at  sndi  an  eti- 
gency,  when  his  life  seemed  on  tbe  point  of 
being  yielded  up  to  the  sabres  of  this  lawless 
and  hot-heated  soldiery,  the  generosity  of  the 
chieftain  did  not  desert  him.  **  Save  yourself" 
cried  be  to  Bradshawe,  in  the  same  moment 
flinging  his  bridle  into  the  band  of  the  royalist 
officer.  ^*  But  remember  !  if  you  have  deceived 
me  here,  you  bad  better  perish  on  this  spot  than 
live  to  meet  my  vengeance.*' 

The  last  words  were  either  unheard  or  un- 
heeded by  Bradshawe.  He  made  no  reply, 
but,  leaping  swiftly  into  bis  saddle,  struck  the 
spurs  into  his  horse,  and  dashed  across  the 
fields,  so  as  to  turn  the  right  flank  of  the 
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adTancing  party,  and  place  a  hill  between  him- 
self and  the  threatening  danger.  He  had 
emerged  from  the  hollow  so  suddenly  that  he 
gained  a  hundred  yards  almost  from  his  start- 
ing-place before  he  was  observed  by  the 
troopers.  And  it  was  well  for  him  that  such 
VI8  the  case ;  for  as  his  dark  figiure  swept  the 
snowy  waste,  it  offered  so  distinct  a  mark  for 
the  yeomanry  sharpshooters,  that  the  volley 
vhich  they  fired,  after  vainly  hailing  him,  must 
uievitably  have  proved  fatal  but  for  the  distance. 
Ilie  militiamen,  as  Brant  had  perhaps  antici- 
pated, instantly  wheeled  from  the  road,  and 
*itb  tumultuous  cries  launched  in  pursuit  of 
the  flyiDg  oflBcer;  and  though  the  chase  was 
^ndoned  with  equal  suddenness  when  they 
''^nd  themselves  floundering  through  deep 
^ow^rifts  after  a  fugitive  as  well  mounted  as 
^selves,  and  who  had  soon  placed  a  ridge  of 
upland  between  himself  and  their  fire,  yet  the 
^^  which  they  made  in  again  recovering  the 
^  enabled  the  stealthy  Indian  to  glide  unseen 
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along  A  snowy  swale^  aiid  shelter  himself  in  a 
thicket  of  evergreens,  from  wfaidi  he  soon 
seized  an  opportunity  to  escape  into  the  desp 
forest. 

Brant  did  not  retire^  however,  mitil  he  had 
first  sem  the  mardi  of  the  Ceogrowional  aimy^ 
whose  main  body  was  now  aft  hand.  The  fntas' 
were  newly  levied;  hot,  tfaongh  ednfaiting  fnr 
of  the  disciplined  tndts  of  veteran  soUmyt 
yet  the  sturdy  yeomanry  wore  individually  that 
martial  air  which  characterises  Frontiers-men 
skilled  from  their  boyhood  to  the  use  of  arms, 
alike  in  the  wild  forest-hunt  and  the  Indian 
foray.  The  clump  of  cedars  in  which  Brant 
had  ensconced  himself,  crowned  a  rocky  knoll 
which  commanded  a  turning  of  the  road ;  and 
the  stern  though  dejected  mien  with  whidi  he 
looked  upon  the  pageant ;  the  gaze,  half  sullen 
half  admiring,  which  he  fixed  upon  the  serried 
battalions,  as  banner,  and  plume^  and  fiuttering 
scarf,  and  bright  bayonet  flashing  in  the  frosty 
air,  swept  beneath  his  view,  might  have  marked 
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the  chief  as  the  personified  genius  of  bis  fiEited 
race;  a  warrior  prophet,  who  gazed  admiringly 
upon  the  battle  cloud  whose  thunders  he  knew 
must  destroy  his  people. 
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CHAPTER  IIL 

THE   FA8TNS8S. 

^*  But  see,  along  that  mountain's  slope,  a  iierj  honeman  ride, 
Mark  his  torn  plume,  his  tarnished  belt,  the  sabre  at  his  dde ; 
His  spurs  are  buried  rowel  deep,  he  rides  with  loosened  leiii, 
There^s  blood  upon  his  chaiger^s  flank,  and  foam  upon 

mane: 
He  speeds  toward  the  olive-groTe,  along  that  shaded  hill, 
Ood  shield  the  helpless  maiden  there,  if  he  should  mean  her 

ill." 

Bbtant. 

Bradshawe,  after  the  interview  which  had  been 
80  abruptly  comiiieDced  and  broken  off  with 
Brant,  lost  no  time  in  making  his  escape  from 
the  precincts  of  Johnstown,  where  the  presence 
of  the  patriot  forces  made  every  moment  fraught 
with  peril   to  him.     Indeed,  after  escaping  so 
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nearly  from  their  hands,  he  was  obliged  more 

than  once  to  make  a  wide  eurcuit  in  order  to 

aTcnd  the  straggling  bands  of  Whig  militia  that 

seemed  pouring  along  the  roads,  bent  upon 

makbg  their  way  to  join  the  main  column  of 

Sdmyler's  army. 

Schoharie  was  the  point  which  he  now  aimed 
^  inaking  as  quickly  as  possible;  and  as  it 
^  long  before  he  could  venture  to  cross  the 
^n  rirer  and  turn  his  horse's  head  upon  the 
<inect  route  he  wished  to  travel,  the  noble 
Qinal  had  occasion  more  than  once  to  rue  the 
Mai  temper  of  his  master,  as,  chafing  with 
impatience  at  each  cause  of  delay  that  inter- 
posed, he  now  spurred  boldly  toward  the  bank 
of  the  stream,  and  now  wheeled  from  its  brink, 
or  remed  up  sharply  at  some  turning  of  the 
r^  Here  the  rapids,  or  the  evident  weak- 
iKiBof  the  ice,  prevented  him  from  crossing; 
^  the  deep  snow-drifts,  or  the  steep  and 
^fferj  banks,  prevented  him  from  descending 
^  the  frozen  highway ;   and  now  again  there 
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were  appearanoet  upon  the  opponte  ehaie 
which  deterred  him  frwii  traatiiig  himerif  upon 
the  snowy  wastes  where  hia  dark  flgore  oroari^ 
over  might  be  keen  at  a  Icmg  gnmhot,  aad 
tempt  some  idle  patriot  rangert  or  oflcioM 
*'  committee-ofHsafetjr**  member,  to  bring  lilm  to 
for  a  parley. 

The  immediate  penonal  peril  wdgfaed  no^ 
indeed,  a  feather  with  him.  Bnt  to  bo  vaoQ§^ 
nised  and  tracked  in  the  snow  to  his  ultimate 
destination,  might  be  fatal  to  the  projects  whidi 
he  had  now  most  at  heart  The  truth  is,  that, 
though  Bradshawe  had,  when  he  found  himself 
so  hard  pressed  by  Brant,  designated  the  CaTe 
of  Waneonda  as  the  present  retreat  of  Alida, 
he  was  not  himself  perfectly  assured  that  she 
was  really  there,  though  bis  last  orders  to  his 
creature  Valtmeyer  bad  been  to  make  that 
disposition  of  his  prize ;  and,  believing  that  hb 
wishes  in  this  respect  had  been  complied  with, 
he  was  actually  on  his  way  to  the  cavern,  when 
the  rumoured  approach  of  Schuyler  induoed 
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him  momentarily  to  change  his  destination, 
and  make  the  best  of  his  way  to  Sir  John 
Johnson. 

Brant,  as  it  appeared,  had  been  misinformed 
as  to  Bradshawe's  keeping  himself  aloof  from 
his  political  friends,  and  attending  to  his  own 
coQcems  in  Schoharie.  His  actual  business 
had  been  among  the  Tories  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Wyoming,  whom  he  succeeded  in  con- 
trming,  and  drawing  off  in  a  body,  to  unite 
their  forces  with  a  band  of  Iroquois  which  had 
established  a  position  about  the  forks  of  the 
Susquehanna,  upon  the  confines  of  New  York 
and  Pennsylvania.  And  this  absence  in  that 
then  unsettled  country  will  account  for  his 
ignorance  of  the  projected  movement  and  sub- 
sequent march  of  the  patriots  upon  Johnstown, 

until  be  had  reached  the  south-western  settle- 

n^ti  of  Tryon  county. 
He  had  unexpectedly,  upon  an  order  from 

%  John,  started  upon  his  expedition  imme- 

^ly  after  planning  the  abduction  of  Brant's 

D  2 
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fedr  captiTe,  wbidi  wia  8o  nMmAy  i^irrffnir- 
mated  by  his  creatue  Valtmeyar.  He  hid 
beard  of  Valtmejrei^e  auooeeB  mij  tfaroagh  mx 
Indian  runner  cbarged  with  lettaiB  from  8b 
John,  by  whom  Valtmeyer  abo  canteifad  to 
transmit  intelligence  from  himselfi  Hie  tidiqgi 
from  either  spoke  of  the  pfeearioos  eonditim  of 
thdr  party,  and  Braddhawe  determined  tfaet^ 
whatever  course  public  aflRurs  might  take^  Us 
own  private  views  should  not  necessarily  be 
thwarted. 

At  present  he  thought  only  how  he  could 
best  make  sure  of  the  prey  which  Valtmeyer  had 
thus  far  secured  for  him. 

That  ruffian,  immediately  upon  the  seizure  at 
his  victim,  had,  by  the  aid  of  confederates, 
transported  her  to  a  lonely  cabin  upon  the  skirts 
of  the  settlements,  where  a  thrifty  innkeeper, 
privately  associated  with  the  outlaw  in  certain 
matters  of  business  best  known  to  themselves, 
maintained  a  small  establishment,  which  he  dig* 
nified  with  the  name  of  his  Dairy  Farm. 
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The  inn  of  mine  host  lay  some  miles  distant 
from  thb  possession  upon  the  public  highway. 
During  the  first  months  of  the  present  troubles 
it  had  been  used  alike  by  both  parties  as  a 
roidezvous  for  their  public  meetings.    But  as 
the  cause  of  the  Whigs  advanced  in  popularity, 
die  opposite  faction  appeared  to  have  with- 
dmwn  their  patronage  firom  the  house,  though 
there  were  some  shrewd  surmises  that  the  land- 
lord did  not  therefore  sufier  in  his  coffers.    But 
when  it  was  whispered  that  the  Dairy  Farm 
harboured  a  nest  of  Tory  spies,  and  served 
merely  as  a  sort  of  scouting-post  to  collect  poli- 
ced gossip  from  the  inn  below,  the  close  in- 
tpory  that  was  at  once  instituted,  followed  by 
ID  esamination  of  the  tavern-keeper  before  a 
CQomiittee  of  safety,  elicited  nothing  to  incul- 
pite  that  worthy,  and,  as  every  one  thought, 
QQdi*mjured  individual 

An  old  black  woman  and  a  strapping  mulatto 
^  whose  labours  in  the  dairy  were  superin- 
^^iided,  from  time  to  time,  by  the  pretty  daugh* 
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ter  of  the  proprietor,  ibemed  dw  oiJy  penaai^ 
or  occasional  oocupanta  of  tlio  plaoe.  Tha  oU 
woman  was  dea^  and  auflteing  thmt  tliiBlnai  hrt  i 
the  mulatto  seemed  an  eseepCioB  to  Ike  gaiHM 
ralitjr  of  her  quick-witted  imoe^  in  beiii^  aa  MM 
and  stupid  in  inteneet  as  sbe  was  aimple  mfH 
Ignorant;  and  the  pretiy  1^^  Wmgmit  wM 
known  die  country  round  aa  a  vprightlfi;  fhsakj 
and  guileless  g^rl,  whom  no  one  would  think  of 
making  the  depositary  of  a  political  secret.  All 
suspicions  about  the  Dairy  Farm  were  allayed^ 
and  it  became  nearly  as  safe  a  house  for  the 
royalist  partisans  as  ever  until  the  affair  of  the 
Hawksnest)  subsequent  to  which  the  Tories 
had  been  shy  of  holding  their  secret  meetings 
anywhere  in  this  immediate  neighbourhood. 

Such  was  the  spot  to  which  Valtmeyer 
bore  his  prisoner;  and  here,  baring  the  two 
Africans  to  attend  upon  her,  Alida  had  passed 
even  months,  with  no  signs  of  approaching 
rescue  to  cheer  her  solitude.  Valtmeyer  wis 
^ften,  though  never  for  any  length  of  time,  ah- 
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sent  from  the  house ;  and  irksome  as  this  im* 

pttoiuD6Dt  became^  yet,  though  he  proffered 

i^tfae  fall  raoge  of  the  premises  whenever  his 

^  was  there  to  watch  her  motionsy  this  was 

JQBt  the  season  when  confinement  to  her  cham- 

1^  became  most  welcome. 

Long  wedLs  wore  on,  and  the  hope  of  release 
keame  almost  extinct  in    her   bosom.    The 
^QQuner  was  gone;   autumn,   with  its  varied 
^Ibi  made  the  forests  around  like  one  gorgeous 
^  of  tulips  to  the  eye.    Winter  was  at  hand, 
*Uh  all  its  icy  rigours;  yet  the  lapse  of  the 
'^^sons  and  the  change  of  the  foliage,  as  she 
viewed  it  from  her  window,  was  all  that  varied 
tile  monotonous  hours  of  the  unhappy  Alida. 
Ones,  indeed,  and  only  a  few  days  after  she 
was  immured  in  this  lonely   spot,  her  heart 
leaped  as  she  heard  the  blithe  tones  of  a  gay 
young  female  voioe  beneath  her  window.    But, 
^7^  to  the  casement,  she  was  scarcely  per- 
mitted to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  young  woman 
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from  whose  lips  came  the  dieeriog  lomdi 
before  Valtmeyer  had  nuihed  into  her  apn^ 
ment,  and  rudely  drawn  her  bade  from  the 
window. 

Upon  two  other  occasJona  ahe  heard  the  aaaaa 
tones  at  a  distance ;  and  once,  faefbre  the  antoBni 
became  sere,  she  had  seen  a  stranger  IwnaW 
afar  o£^  gathmng  flowers  upon  the  hillmd% 
while  a  Canadian  pony  stood  gnudng  near  hsr« 
The  next  moment  the  country  damsel  leaped 
into  her  saddle,  and,  galloping  gaily  past  the 
house,  guided  her  active  pony  amid  the  stumps 
of  the  clearing  until  she  had  reached  the  road, 
and  soon  after  disappeared  to  the  view  of  Alida. 
The  sight  of  that  free-limbed  courser,  and  the 
thought  of  escape  which  its  appearance  sug* 
gested,  awakened  a  fresh  yearning  for  freedom 
that  was  all  but  maddening.  But  neither  the 
horse  nor  the  rider  ever  appeared  again. 

As  the  winter  set  in,  however,  a  change  of 
scene^  if  not  a  release  from  imprisonment,  was 
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soon  to  be  realized  by  the  unoffending  captive. 
Bradshawe,  alarmed  for  the  security  of  his 
prey,  bad  written  to  Valtmeyer  by  the  runner 
who  had  brought  him  a  missive  from  that 
worthy  confederate^  giring  a  glowing  account  of 
his  successful  adventure.  His  letter  urged 
Valtmeyer  to  lose  no  time  in  moving  Miss  De 
RooB  from  so  dangerous  a  neighbourhood.  For 
Alida's  friends  were  scouring  the  country  round 
for  traces  of  Thayendanagea's  captive. 

Her  fickle-minded  but  highnspirited  brother, 
80  far  from  slackening  in  his  endeavour  to 
Nieiie  her  after  the  first  ill-starred  attempt 
already  commemorated,  had  twice  beaten  up 
die  Mohawk^s  quarters  with  a  strong  band  of 
border  yeomanry ;  nor  did  he  give  up  dogging 
the  movements  of  Brant  until  the  chief  had 
Qttted  the  frontier,  and  passed  into  Canada  for 
^  season.  Despairing,  then,  of  recovering  bis 
Bister  by  the  means  hitherto  used.  Derrick  had 
^e  his  way  to  the  head-quarters  of  the  patriot 
^Ji  where^  offering  hb  sword  to  his  country, 
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be  liyed  in  the  hope  of  obtmdog  tidiiq{|K«l  tkr 
lo6t  Alida  through  the  medium  «l  liie  fink  .§»(§ 
of  truce  that  should  be  aenft  to  the  MyaSMf 
generak  in  CSanada.  Balt»  too,  the  homUe  b«fc 
sealous  friend  of  the  Haiviuiieet  tmSty^  adept-r 
ing  less  readily  the  belief  that  Bnat  had  m- 
moved  his  captive  acrosi  the  fimntiei^  ha^  wtM 
accompanying  Derrick  in  Ida  boedeas  wMi 
wood  quest  at  the  norths  renewed  a  diligent 
search  among  the  haunts  of  the  Tories  nearer 
home. 

It  was  the  restless  and  prying  offices  of  this 
faithful  fellow — which  Valtmeyer,  with  charac- 
teristic hardihood,  seemed  to  make  light  of 
when  detailing  them  to  his  employer — that 
awakened  the  anxiety  of  Bradshawe  for  the  better 
security  of  his  prize ;  and  his  letter  designated  a 
remarkable  cavern  in  Schoharie  county,  well 
known  both  to  the  outlaw  and  his  ruffian  prin- 
cipal as  the  best  retreat  for  security;  and  it 
commanded  that,  as  soon  as  the  winter  snows 
should  allow  of  easy  and  rapid  transportation^ 
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a  oorered  deigh  should  convey  Alida,  her  two 
atteodanta^  and  such  furniture  as  would  be  in- 
diq)en8ablei  to  this  dungeon  fastness.  A 
valuable  farm  on  the  German  Flats,  with  the 
promised  manumission  of  the  Afirican  servants 
who  were  the  slaves  of  Bradshawe,  was  the  pro- 
mised reward  for  these  services,  if  they  should 
be  faithfully  and  effectually  rendered. 

This  letter  was  the  last  communication  which 
firaddiawe  had  held  with  the  lawless  instru- 
ment of  his  crimes.  He  was  now  about  to 
discover  how  far  his  behests  had  been  obeyed. 
He  burned  with  impatience  to  ascertain  the 
resolt  of  Valtmeyer's  machinations,  and  he 
ground  his  teeth  in  wrath  at  the  thought  that 
Ae  momentary  quailing  of  his  spirit  before  that 
of  Brant  had  betrayed  his  secret,  endangered 
Us  final  triumph  over  Alida,  and  perhaps  com- 
fiiomised  the  safety  alike  of  his  confederate  and 
Umsell  His  horse  had  long  since  become  way- 
worn and  jaded;  still  it  was  scarcely  possible 
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that  Brant,  though  he  might  have  taken 
direct  course  for  the  cavern,  could  on  foot  ao  ] 
complish  the  journey  as  soon  a&  himself.     Hig  t 
rage  and  vexation  at  the  bare  possibility  vero  J 
for  a  moment  insupportable ;  and   then,  as  he 
ferociously  vented  his  feehngs   upon  his  tired 
steed,   struggling   novr  with  difficulty  througli 
the  deep  snow-drifts,  he  became  calmer  the  next 
instant,   upon   remembering    that    Brant    was 
alone,  and  that  Valtmeyer,  in  performing  his 
duty  of  castellan,  might  possibly  despatch  the 
officious  and  insolent  Mohawk. 

In  the  mean  time,  aa  the  short  wioter's  di^ 
approached  to  a  close,  Bradsbawe  himself  b^an 
to  suffer  for  the  want  of  refreshment;  and  he 
was  compelled  to  admit,  at  last,  that  it  wae 
impossible  for  his  horse  to  proceed  &Tther,  and. 
that  be  would  prove  useless  on  the  morrowi 
unless  the  wants  of  the  animal  were  soon 
administered  to.  Fortunately  for  both,  ta 
asylum  soon  presented  itself  in  the  deserted 
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cabm  of  some  fugitive  settler,  whom  fear  of  the 
Indiaiis  had  driven  firom  his  solitary  clearing  in 
Ae  forest  to  some  safinr  home. 

A  storm  of  rain  and  sleet  set  in  a  few  mo- 
ments after  the  horseman  gained  this  welcome 
shelter;  but  he  heeded  not  its  peltings  without, 
IS)  after  tethering  his  horse  in  one  comer  of  the 
dttnty,  he  kindled  a  fire  upon  the  hearth,  and 
by  its  light  discovered  a  pile  of  unshocked  com, 
wbich  he  soon  laid  under  contribution,  both  for 
lumsdf  and  his  steed.    He  foddered  the  horse, 
^e  still  heated,  with  the  dried  blades  and 
hosb  only,  busying  himself  in  the  mean  time 
^  shelling  the  ears.     The  grain  thus  pro- 
<^Qred  was  partly  pounded  up,  and,  by  the  aid 
rfsDow-water,  conducted  into  hoe-cakes,  which 
^«w  soon  roasting  by  the  fire.     The  rest  of  it, 
^  a  dozen  more  loose  ears,  he  placed  before 
his  horse  after  this  frugal  supper  was  served ; 
^didBradshawe  resign  himself  to  rest,  before, 
"^  an    experienced    trooper,    he    had    well 
P^med  his  noble  steed,  by  using  the  husks 
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and  cobs  of  the  maize  as  a  substitute  for  the 
straw  nisp  and  brush,  to  which  the  animal's 
gloEsy  coat  ahowed  he  was  accuBtomed.  Hn 
fire,  in  the  mean  time,  he  fed  with  an  armful  of 
fuel  from  the  same  pile  which  had  supplied  him 
with  proTisions.  It  blazed  up  so  as  to  fill  tba 
whole  cabin  with  a  ruddy  light  as  the  dry  bladea 
were  first  ignited,  crackled  and  sputtered  for  a 
few  moments  while  the  grains  of  corn  became 
parched  aod  split  by  the  heat,  and  thesi  sab- 
sided  into  a  bed  of  glowing  brands  aa  the  dry 
cobs  were  seized  upon  by  the  element. 

"  And  why,"  thought  Bradehawe,  as,  wrapped 
in  his  cloak,  he  now  stretched  himself  out  for 
repose,  "  why  may  not  the  buming  of  this  indi' 
genous  plant  be  emblematic  of  the  career  of  die 
thousands  of  my  countrymen  who  are  reared 
almost  upon  it  alone  P  Here  is  the  quick  flurii 
of  their  first  outbreak  of  rebellion^  the  lUHsy 
sputtering  far  and  wid^  in  which  men  more 
wise  tiian  myself  thought  that  it  would  Tent 
itself  and  have  an  end.    And  here  are  the  Hre 
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oQib  at  the  bottom^  that  will  burn  on  steady 
timragh  this  long  winter^s  night ! — Pshaw  I 
whit  care  !»  though,  if  men  are  such  aases  as  to 
fight  the  fire»  so  I  only  can  warm  my  fingers  by 
the  Uase?*  And,  concluding  his  unwonted 
stnin  of  thought  with  this  characteristic  re- 
iectioD,  the  worthy  trooper  resigned  himself  to 
dumber. 

The  dawn  found  Bradshawe  again  upon  his 
journey.  But  the  rain  of  the  preceding  night, 
Mlowed  by  one  of  those  mild,  foggy  days  which 
lonietimes  occur  in  mid-winter,  made  his  road  a 
^cult  one :  the  h^lf-thawed  snow  was  con- 
^^crted  into  **  a  slush,*^  which,  yielding  and  slip- 
pog  beneath  his  horse's  feet,  made  the  track  at 
<moe  heavy  and  insecure*  The  rivulets  upon 
the  hillside,  too,  released  for  a  brief  period  from 
^r  icy  fetters,  were  swollen  frequently  to 
^o^rents,  which  were  absolutely  perilous  in  the 
Passage.  The  road  he  was  traversing  could 
'^'trcely,  indeed,  be  dignified  with  the  title  of 
^  Iridle-path ;  and  though  the  cavern  toward 
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which  he  was  urging  bis  course  has  of  late  yeai 
been  frequently  visited  by  the  curious,  it  won! 
be  difficult  to  designate  the  rout«  by  whie 
Bradshawc  had  hitherto  approached  it  by  as 
precise  geographical  data  of  the  preseut  day. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


THE   CAVERN   OF  WANEONDA. 


**  Earth  hath  her  wondrous  scenes,  but  few  like  this. 
The  everlasting  surge  hath  worn  itself 
A  pathway  in  the  solid  rock  ;  and  there, 
Far  in  those  caTemed  chambers,  where  the  warm 
Sweet  sunlight  enters  not,  is  heard  the  war 
Of  hidden  waves,  imprisoned  tempests— bursting 
Anon  like  thunder  ;  then,  with  low,  deep  moan, 
Falling  upon  the  ear — the  mournful  wail. 
As  Indian  legends  say,  of  spirits  accursed.** 

Has.  Ellvt. 


^^  the  hilly  region  of  Schoharie  county,  where 

^e  Onidegra  ridge  of  the  Helderburg  mountains 

^^teods  its  flanking  battlements  of  perpendicu- 

^  lock  along  the  lovely  vale  of  the  Schoharie 


i 


!(• 


■• 


house  and  the  hamlets    to    me 
of  that  settlement,  as  well  as  tl 
trail  between  Catskill  and  Can 
course  nearly  parallel  with  this 
therefore  been  neglected  for  8< 
to  be  nearly  forgotten  by  any 
roving  Indian    that   now  and 
into  the  aettlementSy  or  the  wl 
tired  with  traversing   the    fon 
rocky  defiles  of  the  adjacent 
his  homeward  way  along  this  s 
beaten  path. 

This  trail,  where  Bradsha^ 
veiling  it,  was  walled  by  huge 
upon  the  west,  while  its  tei 
manded,  through  the  leafless 
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even  in  winter  is  most  lovely,  even  the  heart  of 
80  reckless  an  adventurer  was  touched  with  the 
idea  of  carrjring  rapine  and  devastation  into  a 
scene  so  exquisitely  calm  and  rural ;  *'  yet  such," 
durngfat  he^  with  a  sternness  more  in  unison 
with  his  general  character — **  such  is  our  only 
policjr,  if  the  king's  party  ever  again  get  the 
ttcendency  in  the  district  We  must  take  the 
liwh-stones  from  under  these  people,  and  then 
thejrH  bother  us  no  longer  about  their  parch- 
n>ent  privileges.'' 

Alas !  did  Bradshawe  mean  to  prophesy  that 
Johnson  and  his  bands  should  sweep,  like  the 
Iksodi  of  desolation,  over  this  fated  region 
^'ithm  two  years  afterward?  Did  he  foresee 
^  pirt  which  men  as  ruthless  as  himself  should 
pity  m  those  dark  days  of  monstrous  violence  ? 

But  now,  as  he  remembers  the  devious  route 
that  be  has  travelled  to  avoid  the  settlements, 
^  looks  back  upon  the  road  behind  him,  cir* 
^  wide  to  the  east  and  south  of  his  ultimate 
domination,   the  desperado  remembers    again 
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that  Brant  ma;  have  readbad  it  befne  Ubl 
He  spurs  his  horse  along  the  narrow  patln 
descends  toward  the  nUaj)  approadbaa  the  vit 
lage,  wheels  oS,  skirts  thenDaj,  and,  aaeandipg 
once  more,  tracks  his  wwj  dnrough  a  fiweat  of 
walnut  and  maples,  and  anivea  at  last  at  tha 
yawning  mouth  of  Waneonda. 

A  moment  sufficed  Bndshawe  to  aaeuva  Us 
horse,  and  then  he  impatiently  hurried  to  d»^ 
scend.  The  top  of  the  pit,  some  twenty  or 
thirty  feet  in  diameter,  was  wholly  hidden  from 
the  eye  by  some  huge  trees  which  had  probably 
been  felled  across  it  purposely  to  screen  the 
opening.  But  their  roots  were  so  grown 
around  with  thickets,  and  the  trunks  lay  tossed 
about  in  such  disorder,  that  no  design  was  ap- 
parent in  their  arrangement;  and  they  might 
have  been  thought  to  be  blown  down  by  the 
wind,  or  fallen  firom  natural  decay  precisely 
where  they  now  lay. 

Below  this  funnel-like  cavity,  which  was  not 
more  than  ten  feet  in  depth,  there  opened  a 
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narrow  fissure  about  half  that  breadth,  but  ex- 
tending downwards  into  perfect  darkness.    The 
top  of  this  bhick  chasm  was  likewise  crossed 
by  several  sticks  of  timber ;  and  to  the  stoutest 
and  longest  of  these  was  attached  a  perpendi- 
cokr  ladder  of  rope  fifty  feet  in  length,  secured 
by  the  lower  end  to  the  rocks  below.    The 
ladder  was  coated  with  ice,  and  Bradshawe  was 
compelled  to  clutch  closely  the  frozen  rungs  as 
Us  feet  slipped  repeatedly  in  descending.     A 
dopmg  declivity  of  rocks  received  him ;  and  so 
^h  and  precipitous  was  his  pathway,  now 
leered  doubly  perilous  by  the  mud  and  half- 
^n  slime  from  the  dripping  walls  above,  that 
^  would  scarcely  have   dared  to  venture  far- 
^  amid  the    darkness   that   reigned  below, 
^t,  groping  about  for  a  few  moments,  he  felt 
^  broken  limb  of  a    tree,   and,  passing  his 
'^  along  it  towards  the  trunk,  discovered  that 
^  new  convenience  had  been  provided  since  last 
^  viuted  the  spot,  and  he  readily  perceived  that 
^Quisthave  been  for  the  accommodation  of  Alida 


the  cave  became  so 
no  longer  discovered 
gave  him  a  firmer  fc 
scent;  and  a  (ourt! 
brought  him  to  the  I 
The  adventurer  ' 
fifty  feet  beneath  tb 
no  one,  unleBS  as 
cave  as  was  Bradst 
fected  the  descent  i 
reigned  around  him. 
in  which  be  now  foi 
or  twelve  feet  in  brea 
space  was  occupied  I 
aouthem  direction ;  a 

wnll  nn  h\a  Icfi-  o.  tw. 
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drooped  so  low  that  he  could  feel  it  with  his 

oatstretehed  bands  as  he  placed  them  before 

bim.    Dropping  now  upon  his  knees,  he  crawled 

ihmg  for  several  yards,  until  his  eyes   were 

greeted  by  a  stream  of  light  which  came  through 

a  narrow  aperture  on  the  left.      He  crawled 

throogh  the  opening,  and  entered  an  apartment 

some  thirty  feet  in  diameter  by  a  hundred  or 

more  in  height 

Had  Bradshawe  possessed  a  taste  for  the 
grand  and  beautiful  in  nature,  the  appearance  of 
tlus  chamber  might  have  arrested  his  attention. 
"Hie  ceiling  was  fretted  with  stalactites;  the 
valb  hung  with  a  rich  tracery  of  spar,  which 
^awise,  in  a  thousand  fantastic  forms,  encum- 
^^  the  floor  upon  which,  in  the  course  of 
^its  broken  fragments  had  fallen.  But  a 
Mlitary  lamp,  fed  with  beards  fat,  which  stood 
^P<m  a  truncated  column  in  the  centre,  dimly 
'^v^albg  the  glistening  objects  around,  seemed 
^y  to  claim  his  attention  as  he  eagerly  ad- 
duced toward  it    A  bugle  lay  by  the  side  of 


the  low-arched  passage  from  whi 

porarily  digressed. 

Crawling  now  cautiously  a  fe^ 
« '  1 ' 
7^  '  vance,  he  paused,  and,  placing  1 

iTj^i;  lips,  blew  a  blast  which  resoundc 


r-; 
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ll 


is 


Ir    '  cavern.     Several  minutes  now  el 


w 

'•.. 


Sl:'.  I  rumbling  echoes  seemed  to  have 

chamber  of  the  cavern  which  coi 


Jt^ 


sound,  and  died  away  at  last  in  s 
able  abyss  remote  from  them  i 
sound  like  the  dip  of  an  Indii 
heard.  A  shred  of  light  then  se 
upon  the  bottom  of  the  cave, 
worm  crawling  along  its  flooi 
A  moment  after  the  feeble 
stronger,   and    separated   itself 
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water  as  the  taper  now  neare<l  Bradshawe,  it 
oouU  be  seen  that  he  was  standing  upon  the 
brink  of  a   subterranean    lake,    and    that    a 
cinoe,  with  one  solitary  voyager,  was  approach- 
ing him. 

^  Valtmeyer,  is  he  here,  my  good  Charon  ?' 
ttked  Bradshawe  of  the  deformed  half-breed 
^  steered  the  canoe,  as  the  man  turned  a 
^f  promontory  on  the  left,  and  suddenly  pre* 
Knted  his  features  in  full  view  by  the  ruddy 
tordilight 

^  He  is  here,  captain,"  replied  the  Hunch- 
1^  respectfully. 
"  And  the  lady  ?* 

^  I  know  nothing  of  the  lady  since  the  first 
^y  she  came  down  among  us.'' 
"  How  saw  you  her  then  ?" 
^  I  carried  her  along  the  River  of  Ghosts  to 
^  place  at  the  north  end  of  the  cavern,  which 
^men  call  the  *  ChapeL'  " 
^  And  has  no  one  else  been  there  ?' 

^ou  li,  E 


L 


terious  flood ;  and  Brad; 
folded  arms  in  the  stem, 
trying  to  pierce  with  his 
height  of  the  black  vanlt 

"  Who  of  my  band  an 
resumed,  abruptly. 

"  As  muiy  a»  we  a 
whom  my  captun  would 
the  secrets  of  Waneoada. 

« Ah !  how  came  tl 
Charon?" 

*'  They  were  quaBty  i 
fuge.  Syl  Stickney,  R© 
cruit,  guided  them  to  tfai 

"  Syl  Stickney  and  be 
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muttered  Bradshawe;   and  then  added  aloud, 
**  And  haye  these  fellows  seen  the  lady  ?^ 

'^  Neither  they  nor   SyL    But  Syl  guesses 
that  there  is  some  mystery  shut  up  at  the  other 
end  of  the  caye.'' 
*•  Why  so^?" 

**  Because  Wolfert  has  forbidden  that  the 
net-comers  should  be  told  there  is  such  a  place 
tt  the  Chapel*  and  swears  he'll  cut  Syl's  throat 
if  he  approaches  it** 

*  Admirable  Wolfert !'"  said  Bradshawe,  men- 
tally; ^  thou  hast  thus  far  been  the  truest  of 
mSans,  and  well  earned  thy  reward.** 

The  boat  had  now  reached  the  farther  shore 
of  this  '^  Black  Acheron,"  where  a  shelving  in« 
^^Nation  among  the  steep  rocks  affords  a  land- 
^place  to  the  voyager,  who,  having  passed 
^  gulf,  proposes  to  penetrate  the  Cimmerian 
lepoQ  beyond.  This  enterprise,  though  un- 
*^^ed  with  danger,  is  sufficiently  awe-inspir- 
^  to  any  one  who  has  been  ferried  over  that 
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dark.  atiB  riTer,  upon  whidi  no  bean  of  m»- 
shine  hu  ever  fiillen.  Bat  a  man  leaa  bold  tbtd 
Bndshawe  might  bare  shnuik  t 
brtber,  if  unfiunilisr  witb  tbe  ■ 
met  hit  ear  as  he  scaled  a  rough  a 
up  from  the  water  nde;  for  neror  from -7^ 
taniB  itself  arose  a  wilder  tUaoord  of  honid  blaa* 
pbemy,  intermingled  with  drunken  laoglrttfi 
Tbe  strange,  unearthly  oalbs,  echoed  fttnn  dw 
hoUow  depths  around,  seemed  to  tremble  long 
in  ur,  as  if  it  thickened  with  the  damning 
sounds,  and  held  them  there  suspended  as  in 
their  proper  element.  The  peals  of  eldrich 
merriment  were  first  shrilly  reverberated  as  in 
mockery  from  the  vaulted  roof;  and  then,  as  if 
flung  back  into  some  lover  pit,  aome  burial- 
house  of  mirth,  died  away  in  a  sullen  moan  be- 
neath his  very  feet. 

This  strange  confosion  of  sounds,  however, 
lost  its  effect  upon  the  ear  the  moment  Brad' 
shawe  had  entered  the  outlaws*  banquettin^ 
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ball»  where  he  suddenly  presented  himself  in 
^  midst  of  lus  men,  who,  in  every  variety  of 
costume,  were  variously  grouped  about  the  vast 
circular  chamber.  Some  were  carousing  deeply 
ttound  a  board  well  filled  with  flagons ;  some, 
Mated  upon  the  ground,  were  busied  in  a  game 
of  cards  together;  the  rattling  of  a  dice-box 
betrayed  the  not  dissimilar  occupation  of  two 
others ;  while  some,  more  remote  from  the  rest, 
were  amusing  themselves  with  jumping  for  a 
wager,  and  other  feats  of  strength  and  agility. 
1^  size  of  this  apartment,  which  formed  a  ro- 
tomla  forty  paces  in  diameter  by  fifty  feet  in 
b^t,  afforded  ample  room  for  all  this  diversity 
of  occupation. 

Syl  Stickney  and  others  of  Bradshawe's  Tory 
^Dowers,  who  were  not  willing  to  identify  them- 
^ves  completely  with  Valtmeyer's  especial  band 
of  outlaws,  though  they  had  long  consorted  with 
^hem,  kept  partially  aloof;  a  herd  of  them 
b^ng  collected  around  the  worthy  Sylla  him- 
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self,  who,  with  a  tuknd  by  Im  idda  md  a  ^a 
in  bis  mouth,  sat  upon  a  pondarona  bagBMBt  of 
fallen  spar,  discoonang  much  to  hia  own  nli»< 
bction,  ifnot  toUiatofhisbeann. 

"  Whf,  do  telir  ba  «sdaimad,  breaking  ctf 
in  his  disdoaure,  •*  if  tfaara  n]|*t  Ilia  capti^ 
now!  IMd  I  ererl  Why,  eaptii^  I  «aa  fat 
sa^ng  to  my  brother  Mttior  end  AMa  gaAli^ 
men — " 

"  Your  brother  Marius  be  d— d.  Keep  yoor 
seats,  gentlemen.  Stickoey,  where's  Valt- 
meyer?" 

"  I  guess,  if  you  follow  the  turning  to  die 
right,  you'll  find  him  in  one  of  the  chambers  to 
the  north  o'  this,"  said  the  cool  Syl,  wiUiout 
ever  moving  from  hia  seat  to  salute  or  welcome 
his  officer. 

*'  Nay,  my  good  fellows,"  said  Bradsbawsi 
turning  to  the  others,  who  were  beginning  to 
explain  how  they  had  become  bis  guests  in  bis 
absence,  "  the  lung's  friends  are  always  welcome 
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to  sBj  shelter  I  can  afibrd  them ;  and  I  ought, 
perhtpa^  to  thank  our  friend  Stickney  here  for 
guung  such  Taluable  recruits  for  my  band  in 
times  like  these.** 

''Ought  ye,  raaly,  capting?  Well,  now, 
titf 8  jbc  what  I  told  Red  Wolfert  when  he 
showed  signs  of  kicking  up  a  muss,  case,  when 
I  went  up  into  daylight  one  day  to  lift  a  rebel 
sbeep  or  two^  *  Wolfert,'  sajrs  I — but,  by  dam, 
the  eapting's  deared  out  without  speaking  to 
one  of  the  company  but  ourselves/'  And,  true 
^ogh,  Bradshawe,  seizing  a  torch  from  a  cleft 
'ft  the  rook,  had  glided  out  of  the  apartment, 
^OMibienned  by  all  save  those  who  had  marked 
l&Beitranoe. 

Taknig  now  a  northern  direction,  he  soon  en- 
countered the  outlaw  in  a  long  narrow  passage 
"^ding  frcmi  some  secret  chamber  where  arms 
^  munitions  were  said  to  be  kept,  but  which 
^^Itmeyer  probably  appropriated  to  the  stowage 
'  l^ooty;  a  matter  which  Bradshawe,  who  did 
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not  care  to  mix  himself  up  with  the  predatory 
doings  of  hia  lieutenant,  never  inquired  into. 
Valtmeyer,  exchanging  but  few  words  with  his 
leader  for  the  present,  led  him  hack  to  tha 
Outlaws'  Hall,  where  every  one  seemed  to  he 
too  much  engaged  in  their  own  pastime  to  notice ' 
them,  ae,  passing  along  the  wall  on  one  side^ 
Bradshawe  entered  a  narrow  aperture  toward 
the  south,  leading  to  a  distinct  suite  of  apart- 
ments. Here  Valbneyer  soon  brought  him  tha 
refreshment  he  bo  much  needed  after  the  buls 
be  had  undergone. 

Id  one  of  these  diamherH,  where  the  sir  w«B 
ever  cooled  and  kept  in  motion  by  the  drip[Milg 
of  water  from  above,  a  -thio  plate  of  stone  apon 
which  it  fell  emitted  a  sound  not  unlike  ^at 
which  proceeds  from  the  body  of  a  guitar  or 
other  stringed  instrument  when  the  woodan 
part  is  lightly  tapped  by  the  finger.  These 
monotonous  tones,  varying  only  at  times  to  a 
higher  and  wilder  key,  as  if  the  chords  of  the 
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instnunent  were  swept  by  some  unseen  band, 
nuQgled  strangely  with  tbe  low  murmur  of  tbeir 
voices  as  ihe  two  adventurers  conversed  to- 
gether ;  wbile  the  huge  Cyclopean  frame  of  die 
freebooter,  and  fiery  eye  and  reckless  features 
rf  the  Tory  captain — which  looked  doubly  wan 
bytfie  blazing  torch  that  the  other  held  before 
them  while  sitting  in  deep  shadow  himself — 
fcrmed  one  of  those  studies  which  the  old 
Blasters  so  loved  to  paint 

A  few  moments  sufficed  Bradshawe  to  de- 
spatch his  hasty  meal,  and  possess  himself  of 
d  the  information  which  his  zealous  coadjutor 
^  to  impart ;  and,  repassing  again  through 
^  Outlaws'  Hall,  without  pausing  to  make 
I^UQaelf  known  to  the  half-drunken  revellers 
^^  were  still  grouped  about  it  much  in  the 
^^^  attitudes  in  which  they  were  first  intro- 
duced to  the  reader,  he  motioned  silently  to  the 
^eid-looking  ferryman  who  had  brought  him 
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into  these  gloomy  realms,  and  once  more  r*- 
guned  tlie  shores  of  the  subterranean  lake. 

The  black  pool  was  then  again  crossed  ;  andj 
pissing  by  the  Warder's  Room  on  the  righl^ 
the  two  pursued  the  arched  passage  wbicb 
Bradshawe  had  before  traversed,  until  thaj 
came  to  the  open  space  in  tbe  cave  wbeitf 
fae  had  first  reached  tbe  bottom  in  deecendii^ 
from  the  region  of  daylight  to  theae  grim 
abodes. 

The  cloistered  archea  above  rose  bo  loftily 
that  tbe  roof  was  shrouded  in  impeoetnUe 
darknesB ;  and  here,  through  a  small  aperttm 
in  the  wall  on  the  left,  was  again  beard  Um 
sound  of  water.  It  seemed  not  to  be  a  atiB, 
sullen  lake,  like  that  be  bad  just  crossed,  but 
a  flowing  river,  whose  waves  dashed  heavily  and 
slowly  against  the  cavernous  rocks  whtdi  con- 
fined them  on  either  «de ;  and  now,  takii^  a 
torch  and  paddle  in  his  hands,  and  phtcing  him- 
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sdf  in  a  recumbent  posture  in  a  boat  barely 
Ivge  enough  to  admit  of  its  being  pushed 
through  the  crerice,  Bradshawe,  by  the  aid  of 
the  half-breed,  entered  the  opening  in  the 
curtain  of  rock,  and  launched  upon  the  stream 
beyond 

The  subterranean  voyager,  who  at  first  pushed 
himself  along  with  his  hands  only,  soon  found 
Ae  yault  to  enlarge  above  him,  so  that  he 
could  rit  erect  in  the  boat  and  use  his  paddle. 
The  water,  so  clear  that  his  torchlight  gleamed 
upon  the  bottom  some  thirty  feet  below  him, 
^  only  broken  at  long  intervals  by  a  rift  or 
flumic  cascade  scarcely  a  foot  in  height,  over 
vhieh  he  easily  lifted  his  shallop,  and  pro- 
ceeded upon  his  errand  to  the  distant  chamber 
^1^  Alida  was  immured.  In  this  spacious 
'Pirtment  Valtmeyer  had  partitioned  off  a  dry 
pl^  by  erecting  a  bark  shanty  over  it,  and 
°^  other  provisions  for  the  unhappy  female, 
^  whom,  in  the  outlaw's  slang,  it  took  its 
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name  of  "  The  Lady'a  ChapeL"  But  Bradsbaws 
has  now  gained  the  threshold  of  that  the  < 
dreariest  bower  in  which  Beauty  ever  yet  r»- 
ceived  her  suitor,  and  we  must  pause  beforti 
venturing  to  describe  the  strange  and  painful 
interview  between  them. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE    INTERVIEW. 

"  Hernando,  Thou  art  here 

Whollj  within  my  power ;  now«  as  a  guest. 
Fair  couam,  be  leai  scomfol. 

Ittidora,  Thou  wouldst  not  dare  to  wrong  me  1 

Hernando,  I  would  be 

Iioth  to  do  that ;  I  claim  thj  hand ; 
If  thou  dost  acorn  me,  ladj,  then  beware  ! " 

VeUuco^  by  Epss  Sarosnt. 

"  The  hallowed  honour  that  protects  a  maid 
Ii  round  me  like  a  circle  of  bright  fire ; 
A  MTBge  would  not  cross  it,  nor  shall  you. 
I'm  mistress  of  my  presence — leave  me,  sir/* — Willis. 

^He  ruffian  Valtmeyer  had  not,  as  we  have 
^^  been  wholly  unmindful  of  the  comfort  of 
^^  captive  when  dragging  her  from  the  light  of 
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day  to  become  the  tenant  of  this  dungeon-like  1 
abode.      Whether    this    considerateness 
from  motives  utterly  Belfish,   or    whetiier   thej 
outlaw    had    really     some    latent    sparks    of  1 
kindness  in  his  rude  bosom,  it  is  impossible  to 
say.     But  certainly  he  bad  been  at  much  pains 
in  preparing  "the  Chapel"  for  its  occupant  be- 
fore he  ever  brought  her  to  the  cave. 

The  spot  which  he  had  selected  for  her  tent 
or  wigwam  of  bircben  bark  bad  been  smoodwd 
by  filling  up  its  inequalities  with  dry  leaves; 
and  these,  when  covered  by  a  piece  of  Indian 
matting,  afforded  an  elastic  and  comfortable 
carpet.  Hither  he  bad,  too,  with  much  trouble 
— from  the  difficulty  of  transporting  articlea  of 
any  bulk  through  these  sinuous  vaults — con- 
veyed bedding,  a  chair  or  two,  a  table — which 
he  was  obliged  to  take  to  pieces,  and  which 
cost  him  many  an  oath  in  reconstructing — au) 
other  household  articles.  Nor  had  be  forgotten, 
even  the  ordinary  kitchen  utenuls  when  pre- 
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paring,  one  ooraer  of  the  Chapel  for  the  accom- 
niodation  of  the  two  coloured  women  who  were 
to  attend  upon  Alida. 

It  was  probably  owing  to  these  arrange- 
ments chiefly  that  the  health  of  Miss  De  Roos 
was  not  utterly  prostrated  by  the  long  weeks 
she  was  compelled  to  pass  in  the  gloomy  vaults 
of  Waneonda.  For  though  the  air  of  this  re- 
>Darkable  cavern  is  said  to  be  perfectly  pure, 
and  the  temperature  mild  and  equable,  yet  such 
'^  exclusion  from  the  light  of  day  must 
^ya  be  more  or  less  prejudicial,  especially  to 
^  whose  anxious  spirit  is  so  worn  by  emo- 
^  that  the  frame  needs  all  fostering  care  to 
P'^BTent  its  giving  way  and  releasing  the  throb* 

But  the  thought  of  death,  which,  to  most 
P^^aons  in  her  situation,  would  often  have  sug- 
V^M  itself  as  a  refuge,  had  perhaps  never  once 
^^^litirred  to  Alida  de  Roos.  She  neither  wished 
^  it  nor  feared  it     But  she  did  fear  that  her 
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bodily  strength  might  give  way ;  her  mind  l»- 
come  enfeebled  with  the  decay  of  her  health; 
thatmind,  upon  whose  inborn  and  conscious  ener* 
giea  she  so  haughtily  relied  in  the  last  emer- 
gency to  which  she  might  be  driven.  She  did 
fear  that  the  greatest  trial  of  its  ascendency  And 
its  powers — for  she  knew  that  she  was  in  Brad- 
shawe's  hands — might  be  deferred  till  her  facul- 
ties were  impaired  by  suffering,  and  her  hitherto 
indomitable  spirit  overborne. 

The  thought  that  those  faculties  might  fiul 
their  mistress,  and  that  she  might  fiill  irretrier- 
ably  into  the  power  of  Bradshawe,  was  maddeo- 
ing  to  her.  She  revolted  from  it  wbenever  te 
swept  athwart  her  brain.  She  tried  to  forget 
her  Borro^ra ;  she  refused  to  entertun  hergrieb; 
she  endeavoured  to  postpone,  as  it  were^  reflect- 
ing upon  the  full  horrors  of  her  situatton ;  and 
she  caught  at  every  object  within  her  reach  that 
could  occupy  her  attention,  if  it  did  not  amuse 
her  mind.  She  divided  their  duties  with  her  at- 
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tendants,  and  assumed  all  those  which  apper- 
tained immediately  to  the  care  of  her  own  per- 
nd;  8he4>orrowed  her  needle  of  the  mulatto, 
who  was  glad  of  an  excuse  for  remaining  uneuK 
ployed)  and  sleeping  away  the  indolent  and  mo- 
notonous hours ;  and,  listening  for  hours  to  her 
<)otard  prating  she  drew  from  the  elder  negress 
aD  the  superstitious  lore  which  formed  the  only 
ionutare  wherewith  the  mind  of  the  decrepit 
crone  was  supplied. 

Alida  unwittingly  thus  attached  these  humble 
^^panions  to  her ;  and  as  their  simple-hearted 
^bction  more  and  more  manifested  itself,  she 
^an  at  last  to  derive  a  certain  sglace  from 
thsir  sympathy  which  actually  approached  to 
pleasure  in  thdr  society.  The  dungeon-doomed 
^^e,  who,  in  his  solitary  misery,  has  made 
fiends  of  animals  that  belong  to  the  very  lowest 
^most  loathsome  orders  of  created  beings, 
^  alone,  perhaps,  appreciate  this  growth  of 
^i^odship  between  a  mind  the  most  gifted  and 


reigned — on  the  ( 
his  stern  errand  t 
had,  from  Bome  i 
withdrawn  in  her 
the  purpose  of  was 
had  kindled  a  fire  ] 
within  a  few  yard 
watching  a  boilinj 
gether  after  the  nut 
The  sound  of  thm 
bearing  BnidBhawe 
tinguished  hie  tore! 
in  the  guiding  li 
wholly  unobserved 
them. 
The  shriek  thej 
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ud  she  sprang  to  her  feet,  lifting  at  t^e  same 
time  the  curtain  of  her  tent,  so  that  the  light 
of  a  lamp  suspended  from  within  fell  brokenly 
icroBs  her  loosely  arrayed  person. 

Bradshawoi  motioning  with  the  back  of  his 
hnxl  as  if  he  would  cuff  the  negroes  aside, 
poshed  bis  way  at  once  rudely  between  them. 
"Shot  up^  you  squalling  black  brutes,"^  cried 
Ae  ruffian,  in  a  characteristic  tone,  which 
dttnged  on  the  instant,  as  if  belonging  to 
VHtiher  Yoice^  as,  bowing  low,  be  saluted  Alida 
vben  he  approached  a  few  paces  toward  her. 

**  I  have  come,"  said  he,  pausing  in  his  ad* 
viDGe,  and  casting  his  eyes,  as  in  respect  to  her, 
upon  the  ground,  **  I  have  come,  unheralded  and 
iiBinDounced,  I  fear,  no  welcome  visiter.^' 

"Unheralded?    Who  but  the  savage  Valt- 

■qrer  is  your  fitting  herald  ?    Unannounced  ? 

^fhat  better  than  the  terrors  of  this  hideous 

doDgeon    could   announce  its   proper   jailer ! 

Waste  not  the  soft  speeches  that  sit  so  idly  on 
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your  lips,  and  are  thrown  away  ia  my  eana 
But  tell  me,  tell  me^  Walter  Bradshawe,  wheDCe 
come  you,  why  come  you?  Tell  me  why  I  am 
here ;  for  what  monstrous  wickedness  have  E 
been  kidnapped,  kept  for  months  aloof  from  tuf 
friends  and  family,  aud  brought  to  this  spotJ( 
and  wby  do  you  stand  there  blasting  my  eyttt 
with  your  presence  ?  Speak  out,  man  ;  out 
with  it  all,  if  words  can  syllable  the  foul  con- 
trivitigs  of  your  heart !" 

Thus  haughtily  did  Altda  confront  her  apoiler; 
and  as  ehe  thus,  in  look  as  well  as  words,  gan 
vent  to  her  outraged  feelings,  while  Bradshaw^ 
standing  on  the  declivity  below  her,  eeemed  to 
stoop  and  cower  before  her  presence  Bhe  looked 
— half  emer^ng  from  the  drapery  of  the  tent^ 
with  the  pale  light  from  within  brigbtening  tfie 
outlines  of  her  features  and  person,  and  leaving 
the  rest  in  deep  shadow — she  looked  hke  some 
indignant  spirit,  who,  descending  from  a  brighter 
world,  had  pierced  its  way  into  these  black 
realms  to  rebuke  their  unhallowed 
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'*By  Jove,  she'll  unhitch  lightning  against 
me  next,"  said  Bradshawe,  mentally.  <^  She's 
a  great  girl,  and  no  mistake,  this  same  Mistress 
Bradshawe;"  and  then,  still  preserving  his  ob- 
sequious and  almost  reverential  bearing  toward 
W,  he  rejoined  aloud,  *^  I  can  bear  this  from 
70Q ;  this,  and  more,  Alida.  My  heart  has  not 
iKnr,  for  the  first  time,  to  be  schooled  in  your 
unkisdness.  If  you  call  it  kidnapping  to  rescue 
yoo  from  the  horrors  of  an  Indian  captivity ;  if 
you  call  it  outrage  to  provide  a  secluded  and 
ttfe  home  for  you,  when  the  havoc  of  civil  war 
°u  made  thousands  shelterless,  and  your  own 
'neods  are  either  scattered  or  slain ;  if  you  call 
>t  wickedness  to  snatch  you  from  the  neighbour- 
hood of  these  scenes  of  horror  as  they  thicken 
"^ugh  the  land,  and  provide  you  here  a  re- 
^t  which,  rude  and  gloomy  as  I  confess  it  is, 
^U  b  DOt  without  its  comforts  and  advantages ; 
^  these  humble,  but  zealous  and  unwearying 
^^^  of  one  who  has  long  since  waived  his 
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igara  u  a 


rigbt  as  a  husband  to  win  your  regaij 
friend,  can  make  no  amends  for  the  one  rasb 
but  well-meant  act  by  which  I  would  have  made 
you  mine — then — then,  Alida — then — "  i 

"  Then,  sir!"  s^d  the  lady,  scornfully,  as  tw  J 
paused  a  moment  for  a  word ;  *■  well,  sir,  and  I 
what  then  ?"  | 

"  I'm  d — d  if  /  know,"  said  Bradfibawe  to  I 
himself.     "  The  jade  looks  bo  cureed  cool  that  ] 
my  stump  eloquence  tuls  me.    I  must  go  it  OD 
aune  other  touch." 

"  Why  don't  you  finish  your  speedi,  nr  ?" 
repeated  Alida,  notidng  big  hesitation.  ■*  Wfaj 
stop  you  BO  short  in  your  pleadings  and  qwdfi- 
cationsF  Even  Mr.  Bradsbawe's  enemies  allow 
him  the  glibnesS)  as  well  as  the  guile,  of  a 
county-court  attorney." 

He  did  not  reply,  and  the  lady  went  on. 
"  Bradshawe,  you  are  a  skilful  actor,  a  most 
specious  hypocrite,  though  your  selfish  p 
are  too  fitfiil  and  stormy  to  make  you  a  c 
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mite  one.  But  you  must  deem  me  credulous 
indeed  when  you  claim  for  yourself  motives  of 
dinnterested  kindness  which  would  give  the  lie 
to  all  I  have  known  of  your  character  in  long 
years  gone  by.  The  very  attachment  with 
whoee  declaration  this  cruel  persecution  began. 


"  Was  true,  pure,  disinterested,  by  Heaven !" 
exclaimed  Bradshawe,  now  really  speaking  from 
Us  heart ;  ^^  was  earnest  and  devoted  as  ever 
mortal  man  bore  toward  your  sex.  No,  no^ 
AHda,  chafe  me  not  with  that.  Had  you  but 
iceepted  my  honourable  proposals  when  first  I 
fitted  to  press  my  suit,  you  might  have  made  me 
vhat  you  would.  Wild  and  reckless  as  men 
^edme,  my  mother's  gentleness  seemed  bom 
m»ew  in  my  spirit  whenever  it  turned  to  you.*^ 

**And  where,*'  said  Alida,  not  wholly  un- 
^^ed  by  this  natural  burst  of  feeling,  yet 
doddering  as  she  spoke  the  words  which  fol* 
^ed,  <<  where  was  that  spirit  of  gentleness 
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when  those  horrid  nuptials  were  forced  u] 
me ;  when,  by  your  lawless  instruments,  I  wwi 
tini  from  my  home,  and  my  hand  tn  you  in  wedr 
lock  made  the  price  by  which  alone  you  coi 
sented  to  redeem  me  from  the  licentious  bandt 
of  that  young  barbarian  with  whom  you,  as  wdS 
as  Valtmeyer,  were  colleagued  ?  Tlmt  fearfat 
night !  O  God  !  O  God  !"  And  the  now  a 
tated  Alida  covered  her  face  with  her  hands, 
if  shutting  out  some  hideous  spectre  which  her  1 
imagination  had  conjured  up  for  the  moment 

"  You  have  never  bad  reason,"  said  firad- 
sbawe,  coldly,  *'  to  believe  that  I  was  privy  to 
that  deed  of  violence ;  and  though,  for  certain 
valuable  polideal  services  he  has  rendered,  I 
have  since  taken  Valtmeyer  into  my  confidence, 
no  man  has  ever  dared  to  whisper  audibly  that 
I  was  at  that  time  colleagued  with  him.  No, 
Alida,  though  you  tKen  disbelieved  the  tale^  I 
can  now  only  repeat  the  same  story  I  told  yoa 
then.     And  what  are  the  circumstances  ?   I  had 
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been  some  weeks  from  borne  in  a  remote  settle- 
ment, and,  returning  by  a  short  road  tbrough 
the  wilderness,  I  stop  to  bait  my  horse  at  the 
solitary  lodge  of  an  Indian  missionary.  I  find 
the  timid  man  in  the  utmost  anxiety  about  a 
female  prisoner  that,  within  an  hour,  had  been 
brought  to  the  house  by  a  ferocious  young 
ttTage,  whose  band  is  hovering  near.  His  fol- 
lowers have  called  the  spoiler  away  for  a  few 
basty  moments,  and  left  a  white  desperado  to 
stand  guard  over  the  captive.  I  ask  to  see  her, 
^d,  to  my  horror,  discover  that  it  is  Alida ;  she 
whom,  a  short  month  since,  I  hoped  to  call  my 
Alida;.  she  for  whom  still,  as  her  rejected  lover, 
I  cherished  the  deepest  respect,  the  tenderest 
election.  In  my  wrath  I  threaten  Valtraeyer 
^  the  part  he  has  played  in  this  forced  ab- 
doction.  He  derides  my  anger,  and  points  to 
^  smoke  of  the  Indian  fires  near  by,  as  seen 
^'I'ongb  the  window.  I  entreat,  I  conjure  him. 
1  add  bribes  to  my  entreaties,  and  he  consents 
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to  hear  me,  but  rejects  the  alternatives  of  ftij 
or  resistance  as  equally  hopeless  in  rescuing  t^ 
prisoner.  There  is  but  one  resort  remains.  I 
am  not  personally  unknown  to  Au-neh-yesh;  1 
must  plead  to  him.  But  will  he  hear  meinsudl 
a  cause  'f  He  has  already  avowed  to  the  CathoHfl 
missionary  his  intention  to  marry  the  whitt 
woman;  will  he  be  dissuaded  from  his  course  bf 
words,  when  his  deeds  have  just  proved  the  d«> 
tertniDatioii  of  his  character  ?  No  1  ^Smk  b  M 
way  of  reecuiDg  you  from  the  nithtesB  bands  of 
that  licentious  bod  of  Bran^  but  by  conviDOBg 
him  that  you  are  already  married ;  that,  in  a 
word,  you  are  my  wife.  Proofa  are  wantiag; 
for,  as  you  do  not  bear  my  name,  I  must  iaak« 
it  appear  that  the  espousals  long  since  teok 
place  clsudestinely.  The  missionary  ig  tbe  ofAj 
party  at  hand  whose  testimony  will  be  beliereA; 
but  he  refuses  to  give  it  falsely.  He  wiU  sat 
swear  that  we  are  married  unless  the  rite  be 
solemnized ;  but  he  consents,  if  we  accept  hit 
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niiuguy  at  once,  to  leaye  a  blank  in  the  marriage 
certificate^  which  I  can  antedate,  so  that  Au- 
Deh-]f88b  shall  have  no  suspicion  of  being  oveiv 
mched.  What  remains  to  be  told  ?  You  startle 
ftom  a  stupor  as  you  hear  the  dreadful  sound  of 
hb  T(Hce  approaching  from  a  distance ;  there  is 
not  a  moment  to  be  lost ;  the  senrice  is  hurried 
though ;  you  &int  at  the  last  response,  but  the 
ttfemony  is  finished,  and  the  demi-savage  foiled 
in  bis  claim  before  he  makes  hb  appearance  at 
thedooc.** 

^  God  of  mercy  I"  passionately  exclaimed 
ASda,  clasping  her  hands  together,  *<  is  Thy 
^*^  like  human  truth  ?  Not  one  word  which 
thit  man  haa  spoken  can  I  gainsay ;  yet,  while 
the  very  scene  he  describes  passed  before  my 
^FBs-Hny  own  eyes — I  feel,  I  know,  that  it  was 
^  Uae ;  false,  fiendishly  false.  ^  A  li£  ;  a  living, 
^Whingy  moving  lie." 

Sm  paused.  ^  Yet  I  did  see  that  stony-eyed 
priest;  I  did  hear  Bradshawe  pleading  with 
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Valtmeyer;  I  do  remember  leaping  forward' 
when  I  heard  the  voice  of  that  red  barbarian, 
whose  naked  arm  had  been  around  my  waist  an 
hour  before. — More  I  remember  not  till  they 
showed  me  that  fatal  certificate ;  but  even  then 
did  I  think  that  this  was  all  a  cruel  inveigle- 
ment, and  Bradshawe  a  specious  villain,  a  must 
accursed. — When  and  whence,  then,  came  thw' 
firm  conviction  that  I  was  foully  dealt  with — 
that  I  was  a  blind  victim  in  the  toils  of  demom?" 
The  ill-starred  lady,  while  speaking  thus,  witb 
eyes  intensely  fixed  on  vacancy,  pushed  back 
with  her  fingers  the  long  tresses  from  her  brovi 
as  if  her  intellectual  as  well  as  physical  viskm 
could  thus  be  cleared.  Then  shaking  her  head, 
from  which  the  dishevelled  hair  agun  fell  slowly 
to  her  shoulders,  she  turned  and  fixed  on  Bnd- 
ehawe  a  look  so  mournfiil  yet  so  pterdng,  that 
even  his  features  of  bronze  betrayed  the  uneasy 
and  painful  etnotion  it  awakened.  But  whether 
that  emotion  was  one  of  alarm  for  the  future  w 
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of  remorse  for  the  past;  whether  his  guilty 
Iie^qaailed  beneath  that  penetrating  glance,  or 
whether  the  grief-stricken  mien  of  the  beautiful 
woman  whom  he  had  reduced  to  this  condition 
of  forlomness  touched  some  latent  feeling  of 
pity  and  regret,  it  was  impossible  to  say.  The 
slight  agitation  passed  rapidly  from  his  counte- 
nance, and,  folding  his  arms  with  a  composed 
hut  dejected  air,  in  which  something  of  dignity 
^  not  unmingled,  he  said, 

**  Madam,  it  is  in  vain  for  me  to  attempt  re- 
^>^g  these  ungenerous,  these  monstrous  sus- 
pcions.  I  shall  never  attempt  to  combat  with 
them  more ;  nor  would  I  now  have  said  what  I 
have  aaid,  save  that  I  always  attributed  your 
horror  of  my  legal  claim  upon  your  hand  to 
some  painful  impression  upon  your  mind,  made 
during  the  fits  of  delirium  which  marked  the 
long  ilbess  that  followed  those  unhappy  nup- 
^  I  therefore  suspended  that  claim  till 
jears  should  intervene  and  efface  these  frightful 


} 


109  GRCYSLAER. 

iRisginiDgs.  I  for  years  avoided  moleeting  yorf 
with  my  hateful  presenre,  though,  iniBeen  by  yo(^ 
I  was  hovering  near.  I  kept  secret  the  bond  rf 
union  between  us.  I  thought  that  time  might 
soften  the  bitterncBS  of  your  aversion.  I  hoped 
to  melt  at  last  that  heart  of  obduracy.  But  ) 
have  reasoned  vainly.  An  opportunity  such  n 
I  have  recently  availed  myself  of  to  prove* 
my  watchful  affection  and  devotedoess,  may 
never  again  occur;  and  if  it  does,  what  will  be 
my  revard  if  I  embrace  it?  Scorn  and  eoD- 
tempt — ay^  those  are  my  wages — Boorn  iiar  4be 
feelings  that  prompted  tbe  service,  contempt  far 
the  claim  I  wouJd  thus  purchaae  on  yoor 
r^ard." 

The  lady  bowed  her  head  and  wepL  The 
bordeTCT  saw  be  was  gaining  an  advaoti^e,  «ik1 
determined  to  pursue  it  She  spoke  wA,  and  he 
thus  went  on : 

**  Hear  me,  Alida :  there  was  a  time  whe^  is 
the  full  tide  of  youth,  madly  as  I  lored  yoa,  I 
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vooU  never  have  taken  you  as  a  reluctant  part- 
ner to  my  bosom.    But  years  of  care  and  dis- 
ippointBOfOit  have  sobered  this  arrogance  of  all- 
exactiiig affection.  I  am,  alas!  no  longer  young; 
and  the  freshness  of  both  our  lives  has  passed 
awiy  for  ever.    I  never  have  loved,  I  never  can 
love  another  than  you ;  and  you — you  can  never 
bekmg  to  another  until  my  death  shall  set  you 
firee.     Why,  then,  oh  why  shall  we  both  con- 
tiiiiie  to  be  miserable  for  our  remaining  years? 
Why  will  you  not  make  it  my  privilege,  as  it  is 
my  right,  to  minister  to  your  happiness,  by 
crowning  mine  ?    Why  not  confide  in  the  part- 
ner whom  Destiny  has,  for  good  or  ill,  allotted 
you,  and  permit  me  to  announce  you  to  the 
irarld  as  my  wife  ?     These  wars  must  soon  be 
awetf^  pursued    the    Tory  captain,  gathering 
confidence  as  he  proceeded ;   **  the  rebels  are 
even  now  splitting  into  factions  among  them- 
selves ;  and  when  the  king's  friends  come  in  for 
IiOQour  and  o£Bce6,  and  the  forfeited  estates  of 
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heavy-pursed  and  rich-landed  traitoit,  Walter 
Bradshawe^s  claima  for  the  spoils  that  are  won 
by  loyalty  and  valour  will  not  be  the  fseUest 
among  them.  Ay,  and  men  do  say  that  titlea 
will  not  be  withheld  when  sucoess  shall  finaDf 
entitle  us  to  the  full  meed  of  royal ,  bounty 
and  graciousness.  Wilt  be  my  Lady  Bradahawe^ 
fair  Alida  ?*  And  the  wily  suitor,  dropping  not 
ungracefully  on  one  knee,  tried  that  half  frankt 
half  humorous  smile  which  had  made  more  than 
one  village  maiden  pronounce  him  positively 
handsome  when  bis  features  wore  it,  and  which 
others  of  the  sex,  less  innocent,  had  called  ^<  the 
devil's  own  trick  "  when  they  had  learned  to  rue 
its  influence  upon  their  hearts.  But  Alida — 
though  she  too  might,  in  some  sense,  be  num- 
bered among  his  victims — was  made  of  different 
metal  from  those  whom  Bradshawe  had  often 
moulded  to  his  purpose. 

"  Kneel  not  to  me,"  she  cried,  **  thou  base 
and  sordid  slave!    thou   wretched    minion  of 
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power  debauched  and  misapplied !  thou  most 

fitting  tool  of  druul^en   tyranny !     Share  thy 

Dame !  thy  loyal  name,  thy  honours,  thy  titles, 

fonooth !     Vile  parricide,  I  thank  thee  for  re- 

nu&£ng  me  of  my  bleeding  country,  which  even 

nov  is  convulsed  with  the  throe  of  casting  out 

'    uch  wretches  as  thou  from  her  bosom.     By 

Heaven,  Bradshawe,  I  would  rather  these  rocks 

should  close  together  and  crush  me  where  I 

stand,  or  that  yon  black  stream  should  float  my 

s^oaeless  corse  to  an  abyss  still  lower  than  that 

in  which  your  villany  has  already  buried  my 

1^^  frame ;  I  would,  I  would,  rather  than  bear 

^  name  of  your  wife  before  men  for  a  single 
day? 

^  There  may  be  a  fate  reserved  for  you  in 
^^  vaults  worse  than  either,"  said  Bradshawe, 
^  a  voice  husky  with  passion,  as  he  regained 
^  feet  and  stepped  a  pace  or  two  backward. 
A  sheathed  poinard,  unnoticed  by  himself, 
^Pped  from  his  belt  as  he  rose,  and  lay  upon 

F  5 


106 

Ibe  floor  of  the  ewrm,  midivvy  htltnea  Urn 
and  Alida.  Her  ^nick  e^  euglik  flight  of  the 
weapon  in  a  moment;  andf  dnoet  era  Am 
dreadful  import  of  the  het  worda  bad  ssabhed 
her  eanii  she  had  sprung  fiirwardt  plndud  (the 
dirk  from  the  ground,  and  reoovoredbw  ihrmer 
position.  Bradshawe^  veeoOing  flnt  at  the 
impetuous  bound  she  bad  made  towaid  Mm^ 
now  actuaOy  turned  !pale  when  be  aaw  h&t 
slowly  draw  the  weapon  from  its  sheath,  and 
gaze  with  a  cold  smile  upon  its  gleaming  blade. 
He  would  have  spoken,  but  horror  kept  him 
tongue-tied;  he  would  have  leapt  forward  to 
snatch  the  deadly  steel  from  her  hand,  but 
the  least  motion  on  his  part  would  precipitate 
the  catastrophe  which  he  verily  believed  was  im- 
pending. The  next  movement  of  Alida,  however, 
relieved  the  fearful  suspense  that  agitated  him. 
She  calmly,  after  feeling  its  point,  passed  the 
naked  dagger  through  her  girdle,  so  as  to  secure 
it  to  her  person. 
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'^  It  is  amall,  but  it  will  do,"  she  said,  fling- 
ing the  sheath  to  the  feet  of  Bradshawe* 
^  Your  power  orer  me  from  this  moment  has 
iti  limit  The  instniment  of  my  deliverance 
is  in  my  own  hands;  and  you  can  do  no  more 
tluHi  compel  me  to  use  it,''  she  added,  with  an 
ttr  of  determination,  so  quiet  as  sufSdently 
to  apeak  her  resolve,  even  if  the  words  had 
Aot  been  significant  enough  to  reveal  her  pui^ 

^  I  meant  not — I  did  not  mean — "  stammered 
Bndahawe. 

''Oar  conference  is  over,  sir;  and  it  has 
^  fitting  end,"  interrupted  Alida,  haughtily 
niing  her  hand.  ^1  would  be  alone,  Mr. 
Bfadshawe,'* 

''Another  time,  then,  when  my  care  for 
1^  welfere,  so  fer  as  I  can  study  it  in  these 
^^^  retreats,  shall  have  obliterated  these 
V^omimous  sinpidons,  this  most  ungenerous 
^  mqust  misinterpretation  of   every  word  I 
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Utter,  I  will  come,  Alida,  and  in  a  few  diays, 

perhaps,  may  venture  to " 

^'  Come,   sir,   whenever  you  have  made  up 

m 

your  mind  to  the  moment  my  doom  is  sealed ' 
but  let  the  victim  be  released  from  the  presenoe 
of  the  executioner  for  the  few  hours  that  may 
yet  be  allotted  her.'' 

The  curtain  of  the  tent  dropped  before  h^^ 
as   she  pronounced    these  words;  and   Bm^ 
shawe,  too  much  stupified  by  the  sudden  tor^ 
which  events  had  taken,  and  confounded  by  di^ 
position  in  which  he  had  placed  himself  witb^''^ 
drew  sullenly   to  his   boat,  without  bestowiii^'''^ 
the  least  notice  upon  his  gaping  slaves,  who 
had  been  the  mute  and  astonished  witnesses  of 
this  singular  scene. 

''  What  a  cursed  blockhead  I  was  to  threaten 
a  storm,  when  I  had  lots  of  time  to  circumvent, 
and  a  thousand  other  ways  to  drive  the  garrison 
to  surrender !     Wat  Bradshawe,  you  are  more 
of  an  ass  than  most  men  believe   you.     Yon 
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peat  boy  you,  to  let  your  blood  get  above 
jour  brain  for  a  moment,  because  a  theatrical 
girl  is  mad  enough  to  scoff  at  you  I     She,  too, 
vboUf,  at  the  moment,  in  your  power !  Zounds ! 
but  my  henhawk  made  a  gallant  thing  of  it. 
Ilat  cursed  dagger,  too,  slipping  away  as   it 
did.   Well  for  me  it  was  not  a  pistol,  or  the 
Amazon  had  done  for  me  at  five  paces.     She's 
A  tall  girl ;  a  great  piece  of  woman's  flesh,  that 
mne  Mistress  Bradshawe.     I  don't  know  whe- 
tber  it  be  love  or  hatred  drives  me  on,   but 
^ethmg    does    drive    me.      If  love,   there's 
certainly  a  streak  of  malice  in  it     If  hatred, 
there  must  be  some  wishy-washy  drippings  of 
t^deroess  in  the  bitter  waters,  for  my  heart 
beat  the  devil's  tattoo  when  she  pointed  that 
iDfenud  bodkin  so  near  to  her  bosom.     Hallo, 
Charon !  mongrel  half-breed  !  bowknot  of  twist- 
ed man's  flesh !  hither,  I  say !     Ah  !  my  good 
Cbaron,   I  dreamed  not  you  were  so  near  at 
band.*' 
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And  Brads  bawe,  terminating  fa  is  am  labia 
BoUloquy  as  his  deformed  follower  joincU  him 
at  the  opening  in  the  rock  where  they  had  be* 
fore  separated,  the  two  soon  afterward  reguntd , 
the  OuUans'  Hall. 


J 
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CHAPTER  VL 

THE   INTERLOPERS. 

"  Thtre'fl  tong  and  oath,  and  gaming  deep, 
Hot  words  and  laughter,  mad  carouse ; 
Tfaere^  naught  of  prayer  and  little  sleep ; 
The  devil  keqts  the  house." 

Tbb  Buocanbxr. 

^  injury  may  be  forgiven  by  a  proud  spirit, 

^«n  insult  never.    And  what  buman  being 

'^  without  his  share  of  pride  ?    That  miserable 

^cfarmed  half-breed;  that  crooked  mongrel  of 

^-iQaii;  that  dumb  and  uncomplaining  slave  of 

^  ^oomy  mine  of  Waneonda,   had  yet  his 

^^^Oan  feelings,  had  still  his  modicum  of  inward 

^V-^teem,  which  brutal  words  could  wound 

*^d  outrage.     His  vocation  in  those  tomb-like 

^'U,  though  toilsome  and  humble,   was   still 

^^   of  the  greatest  trust;  for  he  was  alike 


I 


I 


«  *e  .pen.".  ■     ";     ^„„„  ,,„,«,ri  .eg««i| 


1 12  ORXTBLAIB. 

warder  and  seneschal  of  thai  subterranean 
castle,  whose  moat  and  drawbridge  were  the 
black  stream  and  tottering  skiff  of  the  hundi- 
back  ferryman. 

With  these  defences  the  renegade  garrison  had 
always  held  themselves  safe  from  hostile  intra* 
sion.  They  might  be  starved  out  of  theur  stroi^ 
hold,  but  it  could  never  be  carried  by  asninll. 
For,' however  the  secret  of  the  cave  migfat  be- 
come known,  its  recesses  could  never  be  pene- 
trated by  a  stranger  save  through  the  treachery 
of  the  ferryman. 

That  poor  wretch,  whom  we  have  only  known 
by  the  sobriquet  of  Charon,  as  Bradshawe  had 
nicknamed  him,  had  always  enjoyed  his  con- 
fidence, and  hitherto  not  undeservedly  ;  though, 
while  Bradshawe  regarded  himself  as  the  patron 
of  the  half-breed,  and  entitled  to  his  gratitude, 
the  other,  perhaps,  had  merely  viewed  their 
relations  towards  each  other  as  a  mutual  affair 
of  give  and  take,  which  left  neither  party  under 
special  obligations  to    the    other.     The   half- 
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breed,  who  had  originally  beea  a  fisherman  by 
occupation,  had,  in  former  years,  pointed  out 
the  cave  to  Bradshawe  when  acting  as  his  guide 
to  the  trout*8treams  among  the  hills.  Brad- 
shawe, learning  that  the  spot  had  been  hitherto 
known  only  to  the  Indians,  and,  for  some 
motiTe  best  known  to  himself,  wbhing  that  a 
bowledge  of  it  should  be  extended  to  those 
vlute  men  only  to  whom  he  chose  to  intrust 
it)  determmed  instantly  to  take  the  half-breed 
into  his  service,  upon  condition  of  his  keeping 
the  secret  of  the  place. 

Time  passed  on;  the  half-breed,  carried  to 
bother  part  of  the  country,  became  a  useless 
'^ger-on  of  Bradshawe's  establishment;  no- 
"»uially  provider  for,  but  really  a  pensioner 
^Pon,  Bradshawe's  kitchen;  in  short,  one  of 
Aose  lounging,  eel-catching  degenerates  of  the 
^horigines  that  may  still  be  found  near  some  of 
^^  old  families  on  Long  Island,  incident,  as  it 
^^%  rather  than  belonging  to  the  establish- 
^Qt    The  abduction  of  Miss  De  Roos,  which 
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made  it  necessary  for  Valtmeyer,  who  played 
the  part  of  scapegoat  in  that  affair,  to  disappear 
from  among  men  for  a  time,  was  th^  first  thing 
that  called  the  half-breed  and  his  secret  into 
actual  use.     Since  that  time  he  had  8ila:itly 
almost  passed  into   Valtmeyer^s  sendee^   who 
sometimes  for  a  month  together  retained  him  in 
the  cavern,  of  which  he  was  a  perfectly  am* 
tented  tenant,  and  which  grew  more  and  more 
like  a  home  to  him.     Idle  by  nature,  yet  always 
to  be  relied  upon  when  any  duty  was  required 
of  him,  this  inoffensive,  taciturn  creature  was 
one  of  the  few  human  beings  who   had  never 
provoked   the   imperious    insolence    of    Brad- 
shawe's  nature  when  brought  in  familiar  con- 
tact with  him.     But  his  brutality  did  break  out 
at  last,  in  the  hour  that,  foaming  with  rage  and 
vexation,  he  called  for  the  service  of  the  ferry- 
man  when  returning  from  his  fruitless  interview 
with  Alida.     The  jeer  at  his  deformity  was  re- 
sented by  the  half-breed  even  in  the  moment  it 
was  uttered ;  for  the  means  of  vengeance  were 


le  goodly  company  to  which  Bradshawe 
ow  about  to  introduce  himself  in  the  Out- 
Hall  might,  in  the  slight  glimpse  we  have 
'  them  in  these  deep  cavern  shades,  have 
I  veil  enough  as  a  redoubtable  crew  of 
wloeB,  a  real  melodramatic  Bet  of  briganda. 
w  truth  is,  that,  though  felon-loving  old 
or  mtgfat  hare  picked  out  a  bead  or  two 
;  tbem  for  his  savage  pencil,  a  majority  of 
worthies  would  have  formed  a  more  suit- 
taij  kfr  some  American  Wilkie — our  own 
rd  BSomi^  perhaps — whose  canvass,  bor- 
;  for  ttie  nonce  some  broader  and  holder 
m,  mi^t  delight  in  preserving  the  gro- 
1  arraty  of  oharacters. 
Ha^  Valtmeyer^B   immediate   crew    there 
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wild,  rude,  and  recklesa-fefttared  laeiit  with  tfan 
dash  of  the  genmne  savage  in  tlieir  aspect  wlubh 
is  only  acquired  by  pursuing  a  career  of  crime 
upon  the  extreme  borders  of  sodety>  where  Ae 
practitioner  incessantly  vibrates  between  cin- 
Used  and  barbarian  life;  a  variety  of  the  robb« 
species,  in  short,  such  as  is  only  found  opcN^ 
our  Indian  frontiers ;  such  as  the  carious  mqr 
occasionally  there  light  upon  even  at  this  day; 
but  such  as  only  existed  in  perfection  when  the 
name  of  Red  Wolfert  Valtmeyer  was  terrible  in 
the  land. 

But,  though  these  ill-omened  visages  glow- 
ered here  and  there  from  beneath  the  wol&kin 
cap  or  checkered  handkerchief  which  swathed 
around  the  brows,  and,  with  some  tawdry  plume 
or  Indian  medal  stuck  in  all  its  folds,  generally 
formed  the  headgear  in  this  portrait-gallery  of 
infemals,  yet  there  was  that  both  in  the  guise 
and  features  of  mauy  which  was  hardly  in  keep- 
ing with  their  present  associations.  The  com- 
plexions and  appointments  of  a  few  betrayed 
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them  as  city-bred  and  of  luxurious  nurture ; 
tbey  were  illrdisciplined  youths,  whom  the  mad 
spirit  of  loyalty,  some  home  disgust,  or  some 
^7  boyish  escapade,  had  driven  from  a  parentis 
roof  to  the  stormy  border,  where,  in  the  whirl 
of  events,  they  bad  been  bulled,  with  the  black- 
betrded  men  around  them,  into  this  place  of 
bad  spirits,  where  so  many  had  huddled  together 
for  safety. 

Of  others,  the  faces  were  coarse,    but  not 
weather-beaten,  and  bloated  in  some  instances, 
as  if  by  the  loose  debauch  of  the  roadside  tip- 
pliog-house,  from  which,  perhaps,  their  swag- 
gering air  was  likewise  borrowed. 

Here  a  red  flannel  shirt,  breeches  of  corduroy, 
and  thick-soled  brogans  betrayed  the  quondam 
Tillage  tradesman ;  while  there  the  coat  of  foxy 
black,  or  tattered  blue  with  tarnished  metal 
buttons,  and  shrunken  underclothes  of  thread- 
bare gray,  might  have  bespoken  some  bankrupt 
pedlar  (or  travelling  merchant,  as  the  country 
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folk  would  more  levwenlulfy  m&  fain^) 
that  the  vuBty-hiUad  vmaH  award  b]i  kia  ai 
bespeaking  hia  oUHaahioMd:  dainn  to  genlflilgi^ 
might  induce  one  to  aat  bin  down  aa  an  alb* 

Bconding  attorney. 

All  of  the  motley  gronp^  bawater,  Dofcwid^ 
standing  these  little  diicrepanfMB^  aaamed  tft  ha 
dose  oonfireresi  who  wane  upon  tfae  cbaiaaafc 
terms  of  fellowship  together;  and  thoogfa  Syl 
Stickne/s  contribution  of  new-comers  had  been 
received  at  first  rather  coolly  by  some  members 
of  the  company,  they  had  all,  doubtless,  in  other 
scenes  and  places,  often  consorted  in  brother- 
hood of  some  kind  to  establish  the  harmonious 
sympathy  which  reigned  among  thenu 

The  tie  of  that  brotherhood  was  poUtieal 
faith !  They  were  all  possessed  by  that  spirit 
which,  next  to  the  old  democrat  Death,  is  your 
only  true  leveller,  bringing  all  men  on  whom  it 
seizes,  save  only  kings  and  demagogues,  upon 
the  same  platform.     Party  apirU  had  made 
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tiMmit  first  oo-labourers,  and  then  co-mates 
together.     But  what  mattered  the  temporary 
mooQfenience  of  so  incongruous  an  association  ? 
^e  disagreeableness  and  evils  of  their  state 
aflected  only  themselves ;  and  what  mattered 
such  transient  exposure  when  the  well-being  of 
eountless  generations  was  concerned?     Were 
tfaqr  not  loyal  subjects,  banded  together  to  sus- 
tauif  not  merely  the  right  of  a  crowned  king, 
but  to  preserve  and  fix  the  blessed  precedence 
of  rank,  with  all  its  orderly  succession  of  pre- 
rogative, by  which  alone  civilisation  can  be  sus- 
tained? 

Thus  reasoned  some  four  or  five  mall  landed 
proprietors  or  gentlemen  farmers  of  undoubted 
nspectability,  who^  having  compromised  their 
safiBty  in  the  plots  of  their  party  by  being  seen 
riding  home  from  more  than  one  Tory  rendez- 
v(niBf  were  now  compelled  **  to  take  earth''  for 
m  season,  and  share  this  den  with  the  lowest 
dregs  of  the  faction  to  which  they  belonged. 
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Theee  suffering  partisans  of  the  royal  cause  had 
been  now  for  so  many  weeks  crowded  together 
in  fiEuniliar  contact  with  their  present  onimda^ 
that  there  was  really  little  in  their  bearing  to 
distinguish  them  from  the  rest,  though  a  gny 
riding-frock  and  broad-leafed  beaver,  with  a 
feather  in  it  of  the  same  colour,  or  the  uniiMB 
of  the  royal  Greens,  in  which  some  of  theoii 
who  bore  a  commission  in  the  yeomanry  militia, 
were  dressed,  might  have  marked  them  as  being 
better  apparelled  than  their  comrades. 

"  Ah !  Bradshawe,"  cried  one  of  these  wor- 
thies, ^^  Bradshawe,  my  ace  of  trumps,  I  am 
rejoiced  to  see  you ;  for  there  are  so  few  faced 
cards  in  our  pack  here,  that  some  of  us  would 
throw  up  our  hands  in  very  disgust  were  it  not 
for  the  royal  game  we're  playing.  But  by  what 
devilish  legerdemain  are  we  all  shufSed  here 
together  ?'' 

"  Yes,  Bradshawe,**"  exclaimed  another,  **  tell 
us,  is  there  no  chance  of  our  breaking  away 
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ff^^  this  cursed  hole  till  the  rebels  come  to 
^iJearthus?" 

^  If  you  know  of  any  better  hole  to  creep 
mto,  gentlemen,  there  is  nothing  to  prevent  our 
pvting  company  at  any  moment  that  suits  your 
pkisure,"  dryly  replied  Bradsbawe,  at  the  same 
time  saluting  the  company  with  a  formal  cour- 
tesy. 

His  personal  retainers,  crowding  tumultu- 
ously  around  him  the  moment  they  heard  the 
sound  of  his  voice,  prevented  any  farther  parley 
with  the  group  of  gentlemen  who  had  first  ac- 
costed him,   with    whom,  indeed,   Bradshawe 
seemed  disposed  to  converse  as  little  as  possible. 
The  truth  is,  that  though  he  had  been  more 
than  once  indebted  to  the  hospitality  of  some  of 
theiDy  and  would  on  no  account  have  been  so 
impolitic  as  to  treat  any  of  them  with  positive 
rudeness,  yet  the  presence  of  these  royalists  of 
the  more  respectable  class  put  a  check  upon 
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^ything  should  create  disunion  between  him- 
^V  and  his  brother  partizans,  he  felt  that,  how- 
ever idly  their  indignation  might  explode  where 
^  could  be  so  easily  mastered  by  his  imme- 
diate crew,  yet,  to  bring  his  affair  with  Alida  to 
a  successful  termination,  the  secret  of  the  ca- 
Fern  must  not  be  extended  to  more  than  were 
at  present  intrusted  with  it.     It  was,  therefore, 
not  without  an  inward  feeling  of  satisfaction 
that  he  listened  to  a  proposition  which  one  of 
the  Tory  gentlemen,  coming  forward  in  behalf 
of  die  rest,  made  him  as  soon  as  he  was  disen- 
gaged from  receiving  the  boisterous  welcome 
that  others  gave  him  in  the  Outlaws^  HalL 

«  We  pardon  the  coldness  of  your  greeting, 
Captain  Bradshawe,^  said  this  gentleman,  ^<  in 
consideration  of  the  kindness  we  have  already 
received  from  some  of  your  servants ;  and  be- 
cause our  some  days'  experience  of  the  difficulty 
of  providing  for  so  many  mouths  in  this  place 

o  2 
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suggests  that  there  must  be  limits  to  your  hov^ 

pitality,  and — 

"  Nay,  my 

dear  Fenton,"   said 

Bradshawe,, 

seizing  both  hands  of  the  speaker, 

"I  beg  you. 

would  not  mention — " 

"  Pardon  me,  Captain   Bradghaw 

e,"  said  the- 

Refugee, bow 

Dg  somewhat  stiffly, 

se  be  nitb- 

drew  bis  hand 

fiom  the  familiar  grasp  of  timm 

other,  "there 

are  four  or  five  of  i 

B  here  who" 

_              have  made  up 

our  minds   whert;  to  diijpose  of 

ourselves ;  and  all  that  we  ask  is  a  couple  of 
your  retiuners,  to  act  ae  guides  and  packmen 
till  we  can  make  our  way  within  the  borders  of 
Ulster  county,  where  we  are  sure  of  a  cordial 
reception  at  the  house  of  a  royalist  gentleman  of 
our  acquaintance." 

"  The  men,  Mr.  Fenton,  are  entirely  at  your- 
service,  if  you  insist  upon  thus  abruptly  takinf^ 
leave  of  the  poor  entertainment  I  have  to  offe^ 
you.  But  why  not,  gentlemen,  at  the  least,  ptk'tt 
off  your  departure  till  to-morrow  7" 
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"We  had  no  idea  of  starting  till  to-morrow ;" 
^joined  one  of  the  older  royalists,  bluntly. 

**Not  at  all,  not  at  all,''  said  Fenton,  rather 
barriedly,  and  colouring  at  the  same  time  as  he 
appreciated  Bradshawe's  readiness  to  get  rid  of 
liiniself  and  his  friends ;  **  we'll  be  off  within  the 
hour  if  your  men  can  get  ready.'* 

"Within  the  hour  be  it,  since  you  tvill  go," 
replied  Bradshawe,  turning  at  once  upon  his 
1^1  to  give  the  necessary  order. 

"The  churl  P'  muttered  Fenton. 

"What  can  you  expect  from  a  hog  but  a 
gnint?'  echoed  Sylla. 

"  If  you  sit  down  with  dogs,  you  roust  look 
^i  for  fleas,"  rejoined  his  brother  Marius,  as 
the  classic  pair  stood  listening  to  this  colloquy 
rf  their  betters. 

"I  say.  Squire  Fenton,*^  pursued  Syl,  "  I 
>ni8tru8t  Marius,  and  I'll  make  tracks  with 
y^  out  of  this  darned  hole.  A  fellow  '11  turn 
^  a  woodchuck  if  he  burrows  here  much 
longer.* 
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This  aooesuon  to  his  party  wis  gladly  wd- 
comed  by  Fenton  at  the  tims^  thougby  m  k 
included  several  of  SyPs  immediate  frieiida  and 
cronies^  it  proved  subsequently  disaatrons  fraai 
the  undue  confidence  it  gave  Fenton  in  kia  nap^ 
bera^  as  will  appear  in  the  sequel 

Tie  arrangements  for  their  departpre  wen 
soon  completed.  Bat  the  final  exit  of  DbuIob 
and  his  followers  was  attended  by  drcumstances 
which  can  scarcely  be  understood  unless  wc 
recur  to  other  actors  in  the  scene,  athwart 
whose  shadows  a  new  and  strange  form  is  but 
now  flitting  to  mingle  mysteriously  with  the 
rest 

We  have  already  spoken  of  the  feeling  of  bitp 
ter  exasperation  which  had  been  excited  in  the 
bosom  of  the  hunchback  ferryman  by  the  brutal 
language  of  his  master,  but  we  have  not  toU 
that  the  hour  which  Bradshawe  consumed  in  th€ 
Lady's  Chapel  had  seen  a  trial  of  the  half 
breed's  fidelity  which,  considering  his  Indiai 
origin,  was  of  the  severest  kind. 
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Scarcely,    indeed,    bad    the    Tory    captain 
psssed  through  the  opening  in  the  rock  and 
bunched  in  his  boat  upon  the  river  beyond, 
before  the  Hunchback  found  himself  in  contact 
^th  another  authority   than   that   which  had 
posted  him  there  as  sentinel     Hearing  the  fall 
of  a  pebble  on  the  bottom  of  the  cavern,  he 
stepped  quickly  forward,  and  threw  the  light  of 
bis  torch  against  the  walls  of  the  pit  by  which 
fOQ  first  descend  into  the  cave.     He  could  dis- 
cover nothing.     Presently  another  pebble  rolled 
to  his  feet     It  seemed  to  bound  from  a  ledge  of 
^  near  him.     Still  he  could  not  fix  the  di- 
^on  whence  it  came;   and  he  climbs  half 
*ft;  op  the  zigzag  shaft  of  the  pit  to  see  if  it 
can  have  been  precipitated  from  without.     He 
lUb  his  torch  aloft;,  so  as  to  throw  its  light 
vhere  the  rope  ladder  is  wont  to  be  suspended 
from  the  crossed  trees  above.     But  all  looks 
quiet  there  and  safe.    The  ladder  has  been,  as 
nsoal,  drawn  in  and  secured,  a  thin  tendril  of 
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grapevine^  passing  over  a  croes  timber  wbowe^ 
being  left  banging  to  raise  it  from  witUn  to  ita 
former  place,  when  necesaaiy,  Soddenfy  he 
sees  tbe  grapevine  vibrate.  The  ladder  bqgini 
slowly  to  uncoil,  and  rise-  befine  hia  eyea.  Ha 
leaps  forward,  and  with  one  blow  of  hia  huntiiig 
knife  severs  tbe  vine,  and  the  rope  frDa  bj  Ua 
side. 

*^  Ugb  !"  exclaims  an  Indian  voice  without,  as 
the  swinging  sliver  comes  burdenless  to  his  band. 

The  swart  features  of  the  Hunchback  become 
radiant  at  the  sound,  as  he  tosses  bis  torch 
above  his  head,  and  hails  the  stranger  in  the 
Mohawk  tongue.  The  vine  is  again  let  down. 
The  Hunchback  quickly  attaches  it  anew  to  tbe 
ladder  of  rope.  It  is  drawn  up  from  above.  A 
towering  figure  darkens  the  opening  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  then  Brant  stands  beside  the  deformed 
outcast  of  his  tribe. 

**  My  child,  how  fares  he  here  with  bis  white 
father  ?'  said  the  chie^  kindly 
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"  *  TTie  Broken  Tomahawk,' "  said  the  man, 
calling  himself  by  his  Indian  name,  ^*  has  no 
t^r.  The  Mohawk  owns  not  him,  he  owns 
not  the  white  man.  He  is  here  on  his  own  bid- 
ding, but  will  do  the  will  of  Thayendanagea." 
And,  speaking  thus,  he  was  about  to  usher  the 
eiuef  brther  into  the  cavern ;  for  Brant  was 
blown  to  him  as  the  companion  in  arms  of 
Bradshawe,  and,  as  such,  the  Hunchback  had 
no  hesitation  in  farthering  his  ingress.  The 
^scbem,  however,  was  by  no  means  desirous  of 
^interview  which  the  half-breed  thought  he 
^  seeking,  and  his  errand  here  must  be  a  brief 
^  if  he  would  despatch  it  at  all.  He  ascer- 
tained that  Bradshawe  had  already  arrived  at 
Vaoeonda,  and  assumed  the  personal  charge  of 
^  captive.  Brant's  only  chance,  then,  of  rescu- 
^  her,  depended  upon  the  aid  and  connivance 
of  the  half-breed;  and  that  aid  could  only  be 
^^cuied  by  awakening  the  fellow's  Indian  sym- 
P^^^  so  strongly  in  favour  of  the  Mohawk, 
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tbat  they  should  overpower  Ub  fidelity  to  die 
white  man. 

But  the  Hunchback,  though  efidently  ftit 
tered  by  the  frank  confidence  whidi  die  ehiflf 
seemed  to  repose  in  him,  and  liitoniiig  with  male 
respect  to  the  clainia  wluch  he  urged  apon  Ua 
servicesy  was  unflinching  in  his  tmsb  Brant 
could  wring  nothing  from  him  save  a  proouae 
not  to  reveal  this  secret  lasit  to  Bradahawe; 
and  even  this  promise  was  accompanied  with  a 
condition  which  seemed  something  like  a  threat 
upon  the  part  of  the  Hunchback. 

"  Let  the  chief  go,"  said  he.  "Let  Thayen- 
danagea  depart  in  secret  as  he  has  come.  No 
bird  shall  whisper  that  he  has  been  here,  and 
Thayendanagea  will  come  no  more.** 

There  was  nothing,  therefore,  to  be  done  with 
this  stanch  seneschal,  unless  Brant  had  chosen  to 
strangle  him  where  he  stood,  or  hurl  him  death- 
ward  down  the  black  pit  whose  entrance  he 
guarded.    But  it  was  not  in  the  heart  of  Brant 
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to  crush  in  cold  blood  a  creature  always  so  in- 
offensive^ and  now  so  firm  when  he  stood  most 
exposed  and  defenceless.  Had  he  debated  such  a 
thing  in  his  own  mind,  however,  there  was  now 
luirdly  time  to  effect  it  successfully ;  for  at  this 
flBoment  the  enraged  voice  of  Bradshawe  was 
heard  shouting  to  the  half-breed,  who  waved  his 
hand  to  Brant,  as  if  motioning  him  to  ascend 
ud  leave  the  cave  at  once,  and  then  hurried  to 
^  upon  the  Tory  captain. 

Brant  seized  the  opportunity  to  descend  far- 
ther into  the  cavern,  with  whose  peculiarities  he 
*^  perfectly  familiar,  and  gained  a  recess  of 
^e  rock  not  far  from  the  fallen  tree  just  as  Brad- 
^we  brushed  by  it  in  traversing  the  passage. 
The  hand  of  the  Mohawk  clutched  the  belt- 
1^^  which  was  half  drawn  from  its  sheath  as 
^  glare  of  the  Hunchback's  torch  shone  full 
upon  him  for  a  moment  The  life  of  Bradshawe 
turned  upon  a  cast.  But,  happily,  he  passed  by 
''i^heedbg  the  peril  at  hand ;  and  the  person  of 
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Brant  being  thrown  the  next  instant  into  deep 
sbadov,  the  knife  was  sbot  back  into  its  sbeath 
as  be  saw  the  danger  of  discovery  had  passed 
away.  That  momentary  gleam  of  light,  how- 
ever, had  revealed  to  Brant  the  features  of  the 
.  Hunchback,  and  the  feelings  which  agitated 
them ;  for  he  bad  overheard  the  contumelious 
epithets  which  Bradshawe  had  applied  to  tbs 
unfortunate.  Brant  scarcely  doubted  what  their 
effect  would  be  upon  the  half-Indian  nature  tH 
the  Hunchback.  If  not  a  provocation  to  re- 
venge, they  would  at  least  cancel  all  ties  of 
kindness  which  bound  him  as  a  retainer  of  Brad- 
sliawe. 

Nor  did  the  sagacious  Mohawk  err  in  his 
judgment;  for,  follovring shortly  afterward  to  the 
spot  where  the  others  embarked  upon  the  black 
lake  to  cross  to  the  threshold  of  the  Outlaw^ 
Hall,  the  plashing  of  the  ferryman's  paddle  bad- 
hardly  died  away  upon  his  ear  before  be  agsiv 
heard  its  faint  dip  approach  once  more  the  shore 
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from  which  he  bad  just  parted.  The  Hunch- 
iNick,  neither  by  look  nor  word,  expressed  his 
surprise  at  finding  the  chief  awaiting  him,  but 
mutely  drew  up  his  boat,  marshalled  Brant  for- 
^vd  to  the  opening  in  the  curtain  of  rock, 
And  aided  him  in  launching  upon  the  River  of 
Ghosts. 


i 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


THE    RESCUE. 

^  His  boat  was  nigh ;  ita  fragile  side 
Boldly  the  venturoua  wanderer  tried  ; 
Indeed,  it  was  a  iiiU  strange  nght 
To  see  in  the  track  of  the  ghostly  light 
The  swarthy  chief  and  the  lady  bright. 
On  the  heaving  waves  borne  on ; 
While  her  wan  check  and  robe  of  white 
The  pale  ray  played  upon. 
And  above  his  dusky  plumage  shook  ; 
Backward  was  flung  his  feathery  cloak. 
As  his  brawny  arms  were  stretched  to  ply 
The  oars  ibat  made  their  shallop  fly/* 


Sands. 


Alida,  to  whom,  happily,  the  story  of  herfamL  ^^^}'> 
desolated  through  the  agency  of  Brant,  was  ^^        ^^ 
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'^nknoHTD,  did  not  hesitate  to  accept  the  deli- 
verance proffered  at  his  hands ;  but  the  noble- 
'^Quled  girl  insisted  upon  the  n^oes,  to  whose 
l^itthess  she  was  so  much  indebted,  being  first 
^^^omei  from  the  reach  of  Bradshawe*s  cruelty; 
'^ahe  knew  that  the  first  outbreak  of  his  wrath 
^^mki  be  terrible,  and  that  it  was  upon  these 
^'^nceless  creatures  it  would  fall.    The  little 
^'^aUop  would  contain  but  two  persons  at  a  time, 
^Hd  many  predous  moments  were  consumed  in 
^■T^ng  the  whole  party  to  the  chamber  where 
^^^^e  Hunchback  stood  a  sullen  sentry. 

Tlie  negroes  have  already  found  their  way  to 

^^^e  outside  of  the  cavern  without  farther  peril 

^^    discovery;  and  now  the  swarthy  chief  and 

^be  bright    lady  have  embarked    upon    those 

S^osdy  waters.    Their  frail  boat  has  brushed 

*^ely  through  the  flinty  chasm  which  walls  in 

^«  smuous  tide.    They  have  reached  the  ere- 

^ce  m  the  curtain  of  rock,  and  have  gained  a 

^ting  on  the  land,  when  suddenly  the  distant 
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reverberations  of  a  horn  are  heard  tremUiiig 
through  the  shadowy  cells  aromid.  It  ia  a  Bum- 
mons  to  the  Hunchback  to  aaranie  his  offloe  of 
warder  in  facilitating  the  egress  of  Fenton  aad 
his  followers. 

In  tiie  scene  which  followed,  eren  the  oool*' 
ness  of  Brant,  uded  as  he  was  by  the  pteasBea 
of  mind  of  his  companion,  would  hardly  havs' 
availed  them,  were  it  not  for  the  ready  offices  of 
the  Hunchback  in  assisting  Alida  up  the  first 
ascent  before  the  foremost  of  Fenton's  party 
had  fairly  reached  the  spot  where  the  danger  of 
discovery  was  most  imminent 

And  now,  marshalled  by  torches  formed  of 
the  blazing  knots  of  the  yellow  pine,  Brad- 
sbawe^s  parting  guests  were  congregated  in  the 
chamber  from  which  first  commences  the  ascent 
to  daylight — Bradshawe  himself  coming  last  to 
bid  them  farewell  at  their  exit  from  the  cavern, 
and  make  up,  if  possible,  for  previous  indifiier- 
ence  by  the  warmth  of  his  adieus. 
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^  tiro  foremost  of  the  party,  who  seemed 
flK)re  closely  muflBed  than  the  rest,  had  already, 
18  it  appeared,  surmounted  the  first  ascent,  and 
^tented  themselves  with  waving  him  a  baek- 
wtl  adieu,  as,  mounting  beyond  his  reach,  they 
stepped  upon  the  ladder  which  led  up  the 
•wond.  The  rest  successiyely  gave  him  each  a 
tumd  as  they  passed  up  the  fallen  tree  before 


About  half  had  made  the  ascent  of  the  first 
'teep,  when  the  half-breed  Hunchback,  exclaim- 
^g  that  he  would  steady  the  rope  ladder  for 
^^  of  the  party  who  was  somewhat  infirm, 
bunted  with  the  agility  of  a  cat  to  the  ledge 
^  which  its  lower  end  was  attached.  Bradshawe 
^^  no  note  of  his  officiousness,  and  the  rest 
flowed,  till  the  two  brothers  Stickney  alone 
^'^  left  at  the  bottom. 

*'  Ho !  treason  !^*  shouted  Bradshawe,  seizing 
^^  luckless  Syl  by  the  collar,  and  flinging  him 
^POQ  the  flinty  floor  of  the  cavern,  as  he  was  in 
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the  act  of  moving  forward  in  his  tarn.  **  Charon, 
you  humpbacked  knare,  what  mmm  Ab  ?  Ten 
men,  the  number  of  Fenton^a  partyy  have  ahaady 
gone  upi  yet  these  two  Yankee  pedlara  aie  stDl 
below." 

«"  Pedlar  yourself,  Captain  Bradshawe^"*  cried 
the  sturdy  Marius ;  and,  in  a  moment,  As  in* 
dignant  Syl  having  sprung  to  his  feet,  the  two 
New-Englanders  had  rushed  together  upon  the 
Tory  captain,  hurled  him  against  the  wall  of  the 
cavern,  and  scrambled  up  to  the  landing-place 
where  stood  the  Hunchback,  flinging  his  torch- 
light over  the  pit  below.  Bradshawe,  recover- 
ing himself,  cocked  a  pistol  and  levelled  it  at 
Marius  on  the  instant. 

**  Hullo  I  capting,''  cried  the  undismayed  Syl, 
pressing  down  the  h^ad  of  his  brother,  so  that 
the  rays  of  the  torch  passed  over  it^  and  left 
only  his  own  arm  to  aim  at  **  Don^t  be  such 
a  darned  fool,  capting,  as  to  throw  away  your 
shot  upon  us,  who  raaly  have  had  nothing  to  do 
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with  this  muss.  Humpy  here^s  your  man,  I 
'^^;  and,  if  you  wait  a  moment,  I'll  pitch 
Win  down  to  you." 

How  &r  the  doughty  Syl  might  have  suc- 
<^B^  in  a  tussle  with  the  active  half-breed  in 
^  a  spot,  it  is  impossible  now  to  say ;  for 
^  Hunchback  was  about  to  prepare  himself 
for  the  encounter,  which  he  did  by  quickly  fling- 
^  the  tordi  from  his  hands  into  the  abyss 
1^.  But  the  movement  that  he  makes  in 
wing  over  to  hurl  it  at  Bradshawe  ex- 
poses the  upper  part  of  his  person  for  an  in- 
^t,  and  the  flash  of  Bradshawe's  pistol 
illuminates  the  vault  in  the  moment  the  blazing 
^"^saik  leaves  the  hand  of  the  Hunchback,  who 
^'^staitly  follows  it,  shot  to  death,  and  tumbling 
^  ledge  to  ledge,  a  mangled  corpse,  at  the 
**t  of  the  Tory  captain. 

^  Sylla,  Marius,''  shouted  Bradshawe,  when 
^  ^erberations  had  subsided,  **  halt  the  party, 
^  tell  them  there  is  treason  among  us."  But 
^  answer  came  from  the  classic  pair,  who  had 
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already  made  their  eiit  from  the  oran.  Bit^ 
sbawe,  whose  preaence  of  mind  icitaiwrl  to  bm 
deserted  him  for  a  momon^  JPBtMd  ot  at  onot 
following  Uie  retiring  par^i  gropad  bu  wi^!  to 
die  warder'a  room,  eagerly  wind  the  lanta^i) 
which  was  ever  kept  bunting  tbere,  fenied  bia- 
self  across  the  lake^  summoned  ValUneyvc^- mA 
him  recrossed  the  black  pool  one*  wmbMi  aad 
leaving  hie  worthy  adjutant  in  the  chamber 
where  the  Hunchback  had  found  a  tomb,  launch- 
ed himself  upon  the  River  of  Ghosts,  and  wended 
his  way  to  the  remote  cell  where  Alida  was  im- 
mured. 

The  bats  were  now  its  only  tenants,  and  the 
voiceless  spot,  with  no  light  save  the  torch  of 
the  gloomy  voyager  to  illumine  its  dark  walls, 
seemed  dreary  and  chill  ae  it  had  never  seemed 
before  to  his  eyes. 

The  baffled  Bradshawe  rejoined  his  comrade— 
"  Have  that  carrion  flung  out  to  the  wolves^ 
or,  stay,  it  may  remain  till  to-morrow,  when  w^ 
will  all  move  away  together." 
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''Do  we  carry  any  woman's  baggage  with 
^?*  asked  Valtmeyer,  keenly  eyeing  his  su« 
perior. 

**No,  Wolfert  I  give  you  those  niggers 
wherever  you  may  find  them." 

*•  And  the  farm  ?" 

**  D— n  the  farm,  and  you  too,  sir  !  Don't 
jou  see,  man,  you  are  plucking  at  my  heart- 
strings? The  girl's  gone ;  lost  to  me,  perhaps, 
^  efer.  Is  this  a  moment  to  remind  me 
®f  the  price  I  paid  for  her  ?"  And  Bradshawe 
ground  another  oath  between  his  teeth  that  put 
A  summary  end  to  the  conversation. 

With  the  morrow^s  dawn  the  den  of  renegades 
"^  Tomited  forth  its  tenants,  a  wierd  and 
^uij  crew,  with  beards  unshorn  and  skins  ca-* 
^▼erous  through  long  exclusion  from  the  light 
^^day.  A  fall  of  snow  had  obliterated  the  tracks 
^^  those  who  had  departed  the  night  before  ; 
^  Bradshawe,  unwilling  to  penetrate  with  such 
*  body  of  men  into  the  settled  country,  where 
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farther  pursuit  of  Alida  would  most  probably 
lead  him,  made  no  effort  to  recover  FeDton*8 
trail,  but  addressed  himself  to  the  taak  of  gettiiig 
his  band  of  followers  out  of  this  Whig  district  as 
soon  as  possible.  He  then  laid  his  ooorse  for 
Oswego^  wluther  great  numbers  of  Toriss  bad 
already  flocked  together,  under  the  lead 
Colonels  Claus  and  Butler,  and  where 
royal  banner,  guarded  by  a  thousand  Indiai 
warriors,   under    Guy  Johnson,  was  still  kepi 

flying. 

The  cave  of  Waneonda,  which  had  so  lateH- 
rung  with  the  wild  peal  of  outlaw  merriment 
was  left  to  echo  only  the  monotonous  somMl  ■ 

its   black  rolling  waters.     And   though  soi 

hard-hunted  refugee,  from  time  to  time,  soug' 

a  shelter  there  with  the  handful  of  outlaws 

occasionally  harboured,  it  was  not  until 

years  that  its  hideous  cells  again  were 

peopled.    Those  dungeon  vaults,  so  silent  n(  ^w, 

what  tales  of  woe  and  horror  could  they  te^^^^  U  ? 
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Tales  of  those  times  when  the  Johnsons  came 
hek on tbar mad  errand  of  vengeance;  when 
tbej  desolated  the  vale  of  Schoharie  with  fire 
lod  sword,  and  Waneonda  again  disgorged 
ft  fekm  crew  to  steep  the  land  in  crime  and 
Uool 

fiat  let  us   now   return  to   the  wanderers 
vho  have  last  emerged   from   these  shadowy 


The  surprise  of  Fenton,  when  his  band  was 
faDy  mustered  on  the  mountain's  side,  and  at 
Moe  distance  from  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  may 
keoDceived  at  finding  strangers  among  their 
oomber.  But  Brant,  so  well  known  to  all  the 
gentlemen  of  this  region  from  the  civil  offices 
kehad  held  previous  to  the  present  struggle, 

had  only  to  reveal  himself  to  be  warmly  received 

by  his  brother  partisan. 
Hie  winter's  night  was  closing  in  rapidly, 

amd  Fenton — whose  indignation  against  Brad- 

abawe  was  fully  roused  upon  hearing  the  story 


at  hand;  and  the 
signate  some  one 
duty  of  placing  b 
It  would  have  b 
upon  such  an  ei 
the  hands  of  the 
would  not  spare  1 
equally  obnoxioui 
not  been  chained 
would  call  for  pen 
While  this  disc 
attention  of  the  ti 
sudden  outcry  nea 
lesa  members  of  I 
pushed  in  advano 
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t  field  hard  by.    The  fiirmhouse  to  which  the 
^  belonged  chanced,  at  the  moment,  to  be 
^^fcapei  by  a  patrol  of  villagers ;  for  the  Whig 
iiiffitia,  since  Schuyler's  march  upon  Johnstown, 
Ittd  been  industriously  employed  in  scouring 
^  country,  and  arresting  every  person  sus- 
pected of  Torjdsm  upon  whom  they  could  lay 
^  hands.    This  patrol,  hearing  the  clatter 
^hoofe,  now  sallied  out.    The  moon,  which 
'boiie   brightly  down  over    the  snow-covered 
'ddfl,  showed  that  they  were  a  mere  handful  of 
^leii,  whom   Fenton's  followers  outnumbered; 
^"^  though  provoked  and  incensed  at  the  un- 
^iiiiely  occurrence,  Fenton  could  not  resist  the 
^'Bmptation  to  crush  the  gang    of   rebellious 
booTB,  as  he  termed  them.    He  sprang  from  the 
^de  of  Alida  as  Brant  attempted  to  seize  his 
^■^Ki  to  prevent  the  mad  movement,  drew  his 
'^pier,  and  rushed  into  the  fray. 

^Alida,  though  now  not  unused  to  scenes  of 
^V)od  and  violence,  had  never  stood  before  with 


volley  of  fire-arm; 
followed  by  the  c 
barrels  of  clubbei 
trampling  of  man; 
in  a  struggle,  or  fi 
near  her.  Sbe  It 
peared  from  her 
been  driven  back  ] 
Suddenly  the  Ind 
shrilly  from  a  thlc! 
of  the  road ;  and  i 
by  a  sudden  panii 
road  where  they  hi 
"  That's  right,  b 
you  can ;  it's  a  k 
well-known  voice 
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man,  however,  seemed  very  slow  in  practising 
his  own  recommendation,  as  coolly  loading  bis 
nfle,  he  trudged  along  behind  tbe  rest 

^  Run,  Bait,  run,"  sbouted  a  fugitive.  <<  The 
Rfid"«kin8  are  upon  us.'' 

^  They  won't  lift  my  bead-thatcb  this  time, 
uowBomdever.  I'm  looking  for  tbe  chap  whose 
gOQid  I  smashed  so  handsomely  when  he  came 
poshing  his  skewer  through  my  jacket  By  the 
£tanial,  if  it  be  not  squire  Fenton,"  be  sud- 
denly exclaimed,  starting  back  from  the  body 
of  that  gallant  and  unfortunate  gentleman. 

**  Feoton !"  faintly  ejaculated  Alida,  who 
^  not  twenty  paces  distant  But  her  voice 
vas  unheeded  by  Bait;  unheeded,  too,  were  the 
^^clamations  of  the  group  who  quickly  gathered 
^und  him,  retracing  their  steps  as  they  saw 
™c  last  scattered  remains  of  the  Tory  party, 
P'^rved  by  the  ruse  of  Brant,  disappear  over 
thehills. 

^  Yes,  boys,  tbafs  Squire  Fen  ton,  and  no  mis- 

h2 
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take,''  said  Bait,  with  eometbing  resembling  ti 
heavy  sigh;  "and  be  shall  have  as  decent  • 
grave  aa  ever  Christian  laid  m,  if  it  took  ttift 
best  acre  of  ground  id  the  county  to  hold  him. 
He  was  as  true  a  gentleman  as  ever  sat  in  tbft- 
king's  commission  of  the  peace  among  us.  A^ 
kind  and  aa  brave  a  heart — " 

"  He  was  a  d — d  Tory,"  said  a  ruffian  voicft, 
among  the  crew,  bringing  the  butt  of  his  rifle- 
heavily  upon  the  frozen  ground  as  he  spoke. 

"  Mister  Bill  Murphy,"  said  Bait,  no  way 
perturbed,  *'  you'll  just  please  to  take  liberdes 
with  the  names  of  Tones  of  your  own  shootiiigi 
and  let  mine  alone.  The  devil  knows  that 
you\e  sent  enough  on  'em  to  their  last  account, 
what  with  firing  on  flags  o'  truce  and  sich  like, 
Bill."  * 

*  la  not  thiaan  anocbronunn  P  Tbe  &maua  lifle-thot  aikd 
despeisdo  irhoiD  tradition  occusn  of  ahooting  down  tliebeaioi  « 
of  fla^  of  truce  upon  several  occadonB  during  the  reloktlea  ^ 
conflicts  between  the  Whiga  and  Tories  of  thii  n^on,  ii  not  -^ 
mentioned  aa  thua  felonioual/  aJgnaliiing  hjmtelf  until  the  iMt^M 
great  inroad  of  the  leftigeee  u  theaubtequent  yeanof  tbe  w»>.— 
— P.D. 
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Murpby  felt  the  rude  compliment  rather  than 
w  reproach  that  was  blended  in  this  speech, 
•^^wiBBiknt 

^  Bat  who  have  we  here  T  said  Bait,  now 

^  ^  first  time  noticing  the  crouched  form  of 

^  half-frozen  Alida.     *^  Who,  in  the  name  of 

^  fint  mother  of  gals,  is  this  missus  that  the 

-Tories  have  left  behind  them  7' 

Alida,  who  had  shrunk  from  claiming  the 

Ptitection  of  these  rude  and  blood-stained  men, 

bile  still  chafing  around  the  warm  remains  of 

^^  fiifflid,  so  recently  slaughtered,  now  dashed 

^^Be  shuddering  impressions  from  her  mind, 

^^4  gladly  revealed  herself  to  Bait 

tlie  joy  of  the  worthy  woodsman  was  bound- 

^^   at  beholding  her  again,  though  he  would 

^^^'cely  trust  his  senses  to  believe  that  it  was 

^^^ly  Miss  De  Roos  who  stood  alive  before 

^'^     He  approached  without  uttering  a  sylla- 

^^  in  reply  to  her,  turned  her  around  as  he 

her  bom  the  fallen  tree  against  which 
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she  had  been  reclining,  threw  back  the  hood  of -4 
the  cloak  wliich  covered  her  head,  and  bared  \ 
her  fair  features  to  the  moonj  then  releasing  | 
her  hand,  he  stepped  back  a  pace  or  two,  and, 
lifting  his  hat  reverentially  from  his  gray  head, 
made  a  deep  obeisance  as  he  esclairocd,  "  Th«  I 
great  God  be  praised.  Miss  Alida,  it  is  reallj  J 
you !" 


END   OF  BOOK    THIRD. 


BOOK  FOURTH. 


THE  WILD  WOOD. 


*  Who*  am  I  now  ?    Feet,  find  me  oat  a  w» j 

Wittioat  the  ccnmsdl  of  m j  troobled  head. 

ro  foUov  yoa  btddly  aboat  these  woode, 

O^  moantaiiu,  through  bramblee,  pita,  and  flooda." 

Beawn<mta»d  Flddur. 


"  I  know  each  lane,  and  every  alley  green. 
Dingle,  or  bushy  den,  of  this  wild  wood. 
And  every  bosky  bourn  from  side  to  side. 
My  daily  walks  and  andeot  neighbourhood." 


MiUon, 


**  Joys  unexpected,  and  in  desperate  plight, 

As9  still  most  sweet,  and  prove  from  whence  they  eome ; 

Wlttn  earth's  still  moonlike  oonfldence  in  Joy 

le  nt  her  fall:  true  Joy  descending  far 

From  pact  her  sphoe,  and  from  the  highest  heaven 

That  moves  and  is  not  moved.**  Chapman. 


"  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Most  pretty  things  to  say ;  ere  I  could  tell  him 
How  I  would  think  of  him  at  certain  hours 
Such  thoughts  and  such ;  or  ere  I  could 
Oive  Mm  that  parting  kiss  which  I  had  set 
B«twlzt  two  charming  words— comes  in  my  father.* 


Cymbelint. 
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A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  MOHAWK. 


39oo6  Jpourtj^. 


CHAPTER  I. 


THE     WANDERERS. 

**  When  those  we  love  are  absent — ^fiir  away, 
When  those  we  love  have  met  some  hapless  fate. 
How  poun  the  heart  its  lone  and  plaintive  lay, 
Aa  the  wood-songster  mourns  her  stolen  mate ! 
Alas !  the  summer  bower — ^how  desolate ! 
The  winter  hearth — ^how  dim  its  fire  appears ! 
While  the  pale  memories  of  by-gone  years 
Araand  our  thoughts  like  spectral  shadows  wait" 

Park  Bsnjamin. 

**  She  led  him  through  the  trackless  wild 
Where  noontide  sunbeam  never  blazed.*' — Spkagub. 

The  glad  spring  has  come  again  over  the  land, 
and  nowhere  do  the  flowers  spring  more  joyfully 
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beneath  her  flushing  footateps  than  in  t 
lovely  valley  of  the  Mohawk.  Here  the  sei 
of  civil  discord  lie  crushed,  or,  at  least,  inert, 
present  The  storm  of  war  has  rolled  off 
distant  borders;  or  if,  indeed,  it  be  lower 
near  again,  its  terrors  are  unfeit,  because  i 
seen.  The  husbandman  has  once  more  drit 
his  team  aHeld,  free  from  the  apprehension  tb 
he  may  return  to  find  a  blazing  rooftree  at 
slaughtered  household  when  the  close  of  di 
shall  relieve  him  from  hie  toils.  The  wife  on 
more  has  joyed  to  see  him  go  forth  whistling  i 
his  way,  confident  that  the  protector  of  b 
children  will  not  fall  slaughtered  in  the  ploug 
share's  furrow,  but  return  to  glad  her  eyes 
nightfall.  Alas !  these  simple  people  drei 
not  that  the  present  calm  is  but  a  breath! 
spell  in  the  terrible  struggle  which,  ere  it  p^ 
away,  shall  print  every  cliff  of  this  beaut^ 
region  with  a  legend  of  horror,  and  story 
romantic  stream  with  deeds  of  fiendish  crimE 
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C!Iad  in  the  deepest  mourning,  the  orphan 
beiress  of  the  Hawksnest  sits  by  the  trellised 
windoir,  gazing  out  upon  the  lovely  fields,  of 
wfaidi  the  supposed  death  of  her  lover  and  re- 
latife  has  made  her  the  possessor.     Her  wild 
brother,  surrendering  his  share  in  the  estate  to 
ber,  has  gone  to  seek  a  soldier's  fortune  or  a 
pttriotfs  death  by  fighting  in  the  armies  of  his 
omotry.    The  green  mound  that  covers  the 
Yantins  of  ber  last  surviving  parent  and  of  her 
lister  is  seen  through  a  vista  of  trees  upon  a 
Bvdl  of  land  beyond     It  is  the  mellow  hoar  of 
^*ilight,  when  the  thoughtful  heart  loves  best 
to  ponder  upon  such  mementos    of   the  de- 
P^fted    And  has  Alida,  when   her  eye  o^er- 
W8^  and  her  hands  are  clasped  in  agitation 
ttthe  thought  of  the  cruel  fate  which  has  over- 
taken her  household — has  she  no  thought,  no 
ooe  woman's  regretful  tear,  for  the  lover  who 
bad  dared  everything  to  shield  those  who  were 
dear  to  her  from  harm ;    the  lover  who  had 
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thrown  away  his  own  life  in  the  effort  to  snatch 
her  from  a  captivity  worse  than  death  ? 

She  had  thought  of  him.  She  now  thought 
of  him.  She  had  too  often  and  too  long  thought 
of  him.  At  least,  sometimes  she  herself  so  be- 
lievedy  when  accusing  herself  of  dwelling  more 
upon  his  memory  than  upon  that  of  those  who 
ought  to  have  been  dearer  to  her.  But,  then, 
was  there  no  excuse  for  that  which  her  woman^s 
heart  straightway  supplied  ?  For  her  sister  and 
father  it  was  pleasurable,  but  vun,  to  grieve.  ^4 
It  was  challenging  the  will  of  Heaven  ever  to< 
dwell  gloomily  upon  their  fate,  which  Heaven^ 
for  good  or  ill,  had  fixed  for  ever.     But  0^^:^  ^^ 

Greyslaer  she  could  think  hopefully,  as  of  on»  ■    ^    ^^ 
who  might  still  return  to  share  her  friendshi  .f  -^^h) 
and  receive  her  gratitude.     "  Her  friendship  *_  /*• 

Yes,  that  was  the  word,  if  her  thoughts  h^^^ss^d 
beeen  syllabled  to  utterance  when  she  hoped  f  ^)r 

Greyslaer'^s  return.     But  there  were  momei=^^    ts 
when  she  hoped  not  thus;    moments  of  da-    ^m.   k 
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conviction  that  he  had  ceased  to  be  upon  this 
earth;  that  death  had  overtaken  him  as  well 
fts  others  for  whom  she  was  better  schooled  to 

Thai  Uack  death  b  a  strange  touchstone  of 
die  human  heart  How  instantly  it  brings  our 
raal  feelings  to  the  surface  !  How  it  reawakens 
and  calls  out  our  stiffly  accorded  esteem  !  How 
it  qmckens  into  impetuous  life  our  reluctant 
tenderness,  that  has  been  withheld  from  its 
^l^ect  till  it  can  avail  no  more  ! 

Strange  inconsistency  of  woman's  nature ! 
Alida  mourned  the  dead  Grey&>laer  as  if  he  had 
'^^^  her  affianced  lover ;  but  hoped  for  the  re- 
H'PQarance  of  the  living  one  as  of  a  man  who 
^^'^dd  never  be  more  to  her  than  a  cherished 
mod — a  brother — a  younger  brother  ! 

Alack !  young  Max,  couldst  thou  but  now 
iteal  beside  that  twilight  window,  hear  those 
snoraiured  words  of  sorrow,  and  take  that  taper 
buid  which  is  busied  in  brushing  away  those 
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fast-dropping  tears,  thy  presence  at  such  a  melt- 
ing moment  might  bring  a  deeper  solace,  call 
out  a  softer  feeling  than  simple  joy  at  recovery 
of  a  long-lost  friend.  Alack  !  that  moments^so 
propitious  to  a  lover  should  pass  away  for 
naught ! 

And  where,  then,  is  Greyslaer  ?  The  autumn 
was  not  spent  idly  by  his  friends  in  exploring 
the  wilderness  for  traces  of  his  fiite;  and  even 
in  mid-winter  Bait  has  crossed  the  Garoga  lakes 
on  snow-shoes,  followed   up  the    cascades  of 
Konnedieyu,  and    penetrated    deep    into    the 
Sacondaga  country  upon  the  same  errand*    Tbe^^^^r^jMl 
spot  where  Brant  once  held  his  secret  camp^K-^^^^  ^p 
and  to  which  his  captives  were  carried,  has  beeirrx'  '^^^^a 
twice   examined  since   Alida  lent  her  aid  t».=^^      to 
direct  Bait  to  the  spot     But  the  wigwams  wer»     ^       re 
long  since  deserted,  and  the  snow,  which  hea^^s^^^nt 
down  and  broke  their  flimsy  frames,  nhUfpratu*  -mi 

every  track   by  which   the   migrating   IndiaI:^^^c^3^' 
could  be   followed.     Bait   again  took   up  t*     -  -■  ^ 
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^^^^itih  the  moment  the  severity  of  winter  be- 

^^*%«  rehuLed.     He  has  now  followed  the  spring 

''^    lier  graceful  mission  northward;    and  the 

^kes  of  the  Upper  Hudson,  the  wild  recesses 

^^    the  Adirondack  Mountains,  that  mysterious 

"^ild^ness  which  no  white  man   has  yet  ex- 

t^lored,  is  said  to  be  the  scene  of  his  faithful 

^nlerings.     Thither  we  will  soon  follow  him. 

first,  however,   we   must  go  back  some 

^UOBths,  and  take  up  the  thread  of  our  narrative 

^t    the  squaw  camp  of  Thayendanagea,  if  we 

^^ould  follow  out  the  fortunes  of  Greyslaer  from 

™©  moment  when  the  desperado  Valtmeyer  so 

^^^rfidly  crossed  his  path. 

Ihe  first  red  streaks  of  dawn  were  beginning 
^  dapple  the  east,  when  the  luckless  captive 
^c^Und  himself  traversing  a  deep  hemlock  forest, 
^tti  "  The  Spreading  Dew"  for  his  guide. 
"^^e  Indian  girl,  after  reviving  him  from  the 
*^^*xiiiing  effects  of  the  blow  which  had  pros- 
^*^ted  him,  by  sprinkling  water  upon  his  fore- 
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head,  had  bound  up  the  contusion  with  a  fillet 
of  colewort  leaver,  which  was  kept  in  its  place 
by  a  strip  of  strouding  torn  from  her  own  dress ; 
and,  urging  her  still  bewildered  patient  from 
the  scene  of  his  mishap,  had  thredded  the 
Bwsmp  and  guided  him  to  the  hills  in  the  rear 
of  the  Indian  camp.  These  hills  stretch  away 
toward  the  north,  increasing  continually  in  al- 
titude as  they  recede  from  the  Mohawk,  until 
they  finally  swell  into  those  stupendous  high- 
lands known  as  the  Adirondack  Mountains. 

Greyslaer,  though  ignorant  of  the  precise  geo- 
graphy of  this  Alpine  region,  bad  still  some 
idea  of  the  vast  wilderness  which  extended  to- 
ward the  Canada  border :  and  when  be  saw  bU 
guide,  after  reaching  a  rapid  and  turbulent 
stream,  turn  her  face  to  the  northward,  and 
strike  up  along  its  banks,  as  if  about  to  follow 
up  the  water  to  the  mountain  lake  in  which 
it  probably  headed,  he  paused,  and  was  com- 
jicUed,  for  the  first  time,  to  reflect  upon  what 


^^  he   should   make   of  his   newly-rocovcred 
^^bcrtj',  and  which  way  it  were  best  for  him  now 
f  to  direct  his  steps.    His  first  object  must  be, 

^f   course^  to  reach  the  nearest  body  of  his 
^^ends.    But,  since  the  erents  in  which  he  had 
an  acfeorf  and  those  which  might  have 
during  the  weeks  that  he  was  ill  and 
A     ^prisoner,  he  knew  not  where  those  friends 
be  found.    He  was  ignorant  what  changes 
have  taken  place  in  the  valley  of  the 
iwk,  or  which  party  might  have  the  as- 
^m  ,  .udency,  now  that  the  spirit  of  civil  discord 
^  ■**  birly  let  loose  in  that  once  tranquil  region. 
^^^^^Ottld  he  fiedl  into  the  hands  of  some  straggling 
of  Tories,  or  should  he  even  venture  to 
the  hospitality  of  those  who,  but  a  month 
^^^  had  stood  neutral  while  the  conflict  was 
Spending,  he  might  find  himself  seized  upon 
^y  lome  new  convert  to  the  royal  party,  who 
*oald  gladly  afford  the  most  lively  proofis  of  his 
nevbom   zeal  for  the  crown   by  securing  so 
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active  a  partisan  of  the  patriot  cause.  The  city 
of  Albany  was,  therefore,  his  only  safe  destina- 
tion, if  he  would  preserve  that  liberty  of  action, 
by  the  preservation  of  which  alone  he  could 
hope  to  succour  AJida.  | 

He  determined,  therefore,  not  to  venture  do-  ' 
scending  into  the  lower  country  til!  he  could ' 
strike  it  at  least  as  br  east  as  Schenectudy.  i 
But  how,  if  he  concluded  to  make  this  loag  cir- 
cuit through  the  woods,  could  he  find  his  vmj 
amid  the  wild  forests  he  must  traverse  ?  Was 
this  lonely  Indian  girl,  who  was  little  more  than 
a  child,  to  be  bis  only  guide  ?  and  if  so,  how 
were  they  to  procure  subsistence  in  a  journey 
through  t^e  wilderness,  where  the  path  was  so 
toilsome  that  many  days  must  elapse  before  he 
could  accomplish  the  distance  which,  upon  an^ 
ordinary  road,  can  be  traversed  in  one  ?  Ma^ 
abruptly  broke  off  these  unsatisfactory  refle<^^ 
tions  by  asking  his  companion  whither  she  w«s 
now  guiding  him.     The  reply  of  "  The  De»  » 
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^Id  him  that  much  might  be  gained  by  ad- 
'^^itting  her  into  his  counsels.    The  foresight  of 
^^^  Indian  maid  had  anticipated  at  least  the 
serious  of  the  difficulties  which  embar- 
her   companion.     She  was  leading  him 
the  Oaroga  lakes,  where  her  tribesmen  had 
had  a  fishing  camp,  in  which  they  might 
least  find  a  shelter  from  the  elements,  and 
^wleie  Greyslaer  could  readily  obtain  subsis- 
tence for  himself  until   **  The   Dew  ^  could 
nake  her  way  to  the  settlements  and  gain  some 
tidings  of  his  firiends,  or,  at  least,  procure  him 
Boine  more  eligible  guide  than  herself  from  the 
^<^ver  castle  of  the  Mohawks ;  a  small  band  of 
^hat  tribe,  under  their  leader  Hendrick,  being 
^iendly  to  the  patriot  cause.     Greyslaer  hoped, 
^^cnrever,  that  if  he  could  once  secure  a  retreat, 
^^here^  for  a  few  days,  he  should  be  safe  from 
P^Qsuit,  be  might  find  means  to  communicate 
^ith  his  fiuthful  and  cherished  follower,   old 
^t,  i^  indeed,  the  stout  old  forester    had  not 
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perished  in  the  fray  in  which  he  himself  was 
taken  prisoner. 

These  anxious  reflections  upon  the  chances 
of  the  future  served  for  a  while  to  turn  bis 
thoughts  from  a  more  hitter  channel.  But  the 
recollection  of  the  scene  in  which  Alida  had 
been  torn  from  his  side  now  recurred  with  all 
its  horrors.  I 

It  is  a  hard  thing  to  love  vainly.  It  is  a  hard 
thing  for  the  young  heart,  that  baa  given  itB 
tirst  generous  burst  of  affection  to  another,  to 
be  flung  back  upon  itself  shocked,  borne  down, 
blast«d  upon  the  very  threshold  of  existence. 
The  growth  of  the  sentiment  in  some  minds — 
in  those  which  lore  most  deeply— is  often  the 
first  emoUon  that  has  ever  compelled  them  to 
look  into  their  own  souls;  that  has  ever  made 
them  fully  aware  of  the  sentient  and  spiritual 
essence  which  they  bear  within  this  earthly 
tabernacle.  And  to  surrender  that  sentiment 
seems  like  parting  with  the  vital  spirit  that 
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ftDiiDates  tbeiiL  Such  surrender  of  their  early 
items  18,  however,  the  &te  of  thousands; 
for  We— young  love — like  the  Bird  of  Light- 
oiog  in  the  Iroquois  foble,  which  bears  the 
"une  from  heaven  to  teach  men  only  where 
^  the  purifying  element  had  birth,  seems,  like 
the  lightning,  to  fulfil  his  mission,  reckless 
^We^er  his  burning  wings  may  sweep,  so  that 
his  mysterious  errand  be  accomplished. 

But  Greyslaer^s  was  no  common  tale  of  mis- 
placed hopes  and  unrequited  attachment  He 
^)d  not  fling  from  him  the  image  of  Alida  as 
^  idle  vision  of  his  dreaming  boyhood.  Her 
*^^W8  had  become  his  own ;  and  the  love 
^iuch  might  have  perished  from  hopelessness 
"^^ed  bom  anew  from  sympathy ;  ay,  though 
^  Were  doomed  hereafter  to  have  neither  part 
^  lot  in  aught  else  belonging  to  her,  save  this 
iwe  in  ber  sorrows  only,  yet  such  community 
^  pief  was  so  dear  to  him,  that  the  world 
W  now  no  prize  for  which  Greyslaer  would 
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ige    or  W0& 


have  bartered  hia  gloomy  herititge  ' 
Aliis!  H'hat  a  joyleiis  aud  barren  destiny  did 
lie  thus  embrace  I  Tlinging  his  fresh  and 
blossoming  youth,  like  a  worthless  treed,  away; 
grafting  upon  his  ripentDg  manhood  a  sboot  of 
bitterness,  that  mu£t  dwarf  it5  energies  and  9 
wither  its  fruit  of  promise. 

The   shrill   burst   of  the    Indian   warwhoop 
startled  Greysiaer  from  the  stern  reverie  with 
which  we  have  ventured  to  blind  our  own  re- 
flections while  detailing  its  general  character. 
The   wild   cry   seemed  to  come  horn  beneath 
his  very  feet     He  recoiled  a  step,  and  gazed 
eagerly  down  the  rocky  defile  he  was  descend- 
ing.    The  sumach  and  sassafras  grew  thick  and    j 
heavy,  embowering  the    broken    path  below,  ^ 
The  Indian  girl  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.     H^a 
turned  and  threw  a  hurried  glance  along  tb^^ 
sides  of  the  glen,  where  ledges  of  rock  I 
and  there  cut  the  foliage  horizontally  before  fa 
He  caught  a  ghmpse,  as  of  the  figure  of  t 
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liligt*footed  nudden,  scaling  the   walls  of  the 

gko,  and  retreating  from  him.     He  advanced 

tpace  to  see  if  it  were  indeed  she  who  was 

Am  flying  from  bim  at  his  utmost  need.     On 

Ae  instant  a  tomahawk  hurtled  through  the 

>ir,  and,    cleaving    the  light    branches  near, 

buried  itself  in  a  maple-tree  beside  him.     Quick 

tt  fight,  Max  seized  the  weapon  and  plucked 

it  from  the  bark  in  which  it  quivered*    But, 

instantaneous  as  was  the  movement,  it  did  not 

^  him ;  for,  as  he  was  in  the  act  of  wheeling 

'^'Hmd  to  confront  the  peril  in  the  direction 

^ence  the  hatchet  came,  he  was  grappled  in 

^  arms  of  a  sinewy  Indian.    Down  they  both 

\    ^t  together,  the  Indian  uppermost ;  and  so 

^^pletely  did  he  seem  to  have  Greyslaer  at 

'^i^Utage^    that    he    leisurely  addressed    him 

^1^  partly  raising  himself  to  draw  his  knife. 

^  My  broder  thought  it  time  to  leave  the 
^*nap when  Isaac  come— eh,  my  broder?  Aha  t" 
And  as  the  miscreant  spoke,  he  made  a  motion 
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across  the  skull  of  his  prostrate  prisoner,  as 
he  felt  tempted  to  go  through  the 
of  scalping  while  life,  yet  vigorous  in  his 
should  give  a  zest  to  the  cruelty! 

But  Max  was  not  the  man  to  be  sporting 
handled  in  a  death  encounter.  His  dark  ej9i 
followed  the  gleaming  weapon,  as  the  barbarinj 
flourished  it  above  his  head,  with  a  glanee  an 
keen  as  that  of  the  hawk-eyed  Indian.  He 
had  fallen  with  one  arm  under  him,  and^ 
happily,  it  was  that  which  held  the  tomahawka 
which  thus  escaped  the  notice  of  his  foe.  JM 
was  for  the  moment  pinioned  to  the  grouna 
not  less  by  the  weight  of  his  own  body 
by  that  of  the  savage;  and  the  force  wii 
which  he  had  been  hurled  to  the  earth  i 
paralysed  the  strength  of  Greyslaer,  diat 
did  not  at  first  attempt  to  extricate  hb  hand 
But  now,  throwing  back  his  head,  as  if  be 
shrank  from  the  knife  that  was  offered  at  it, 
he  suddenly  arched  his  back  so  as  to  lift  the 
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savage  and  himself  together;  and  slipping  bis 

arm  from  under  him  as  the  other  bore  him 

down  again  by  throwing  the  full  weight  of  his 

person  lengthwise  upon  him,  he  dealt  a  side 

blow  with  the  hatchet  which  nearly  crushed 

the  skull  of  the  Indian.    The  fellow  relaxed 

Ub  grip  of  Greyslaer^s  throat  in  an  instant,  and 

YoUed  oyer,  and  lay  as  if  stricken  to  death  upon 

the  spot,  while,  breathless  and  disordered,  young 

Ibx  regained  his  feet 
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CHAPTER  II.  ^M 

THE    MARCH    OF  THE    CAPTIVE.    ^^M 

"  Amid  thy  forest  solitude,  he  dimbi 
O'er  CTBgs  that  proudly  tower  above  the  deep. 
And  knows  that  sense  of  danger — which  suhlimei 
The  breathleee  moment — when  bis  daring  step 
Is  on  the  veige  of  the  clilT,  and  he  can  hear 
The  low  dash  of  the  wave  with  startled  ear. 
Like  the  dtath-muuc  of  hie  coming  doom. 
And  clings  to  the  gieen  turf  with  desperate  forte, 
Ai  the  heart  dings  to  life ;  and  when  remime 
The  currents  in  his  voim  their  wonted  course. 
There  lingers  a  deep  feeling,  like  the  moon 
Of  wearied  ocean  when  the  storm  is  gone." 

Upon  examining  the  features  of  the  Indi 
which  were  of  a  singularly  brutal  cast»  Ga 
glaer  felt  convinced  that  be  had  beheld  tS 
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^foTe^  but  where  or  when,  it  was  impossible  for 

Wm  to  say. 
Bending  near  to  scrutinise  them  more  closely, 

'^  observed  that  life  still  remained;  for  the 

^y^,   which   were  shut,    had    their    lids,  not 

''^^^othly  drooping  as  when  in  death,  but  knit 

***d  Screwed  together  as  when  suddenly  closed 

^  *  ]>aroxysm  of  rage  or  pain.     They  opened 

^^"^9  as  a  heavy  gasp  broke  from  the  bosom  of 

^   Savage.     Max  instantly  possessed  himself 

the  scalping-knife  which  lay  near,  and  held 

^  hke  a  dagger  of  misericorde^  at  the  throat 

'^is  reviving  foe.    The  slightest  thrust  would 

"'^^e  rid  him  at  once  of  all  further  difficulty . 

"^t  it  iras  not  in  his  heart  to  slaughter  a  living 

™^i^  thus  laid  at  his  mercy,  and  he  shouted  to 

^  girl  to  bring  him  a  withe  that  he  might 

oiud  his  prisoner.    The  Dew  replied  not  to  his 

^9    but  he  heard  a  quick    trampling  near, 

^«ich  he  mistook  for  her  approach. 
i  He  looked  in  the  direction  whence  the  sound 
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of  footsteps  came,  but  the  leafy  covert  was  so 
thick  in  that  direction  that  he  could  descry  no- 
thing. He  listened  anxiously ;  they  came  nearer, 
but  there  was  no  reply  to  his  repeated  calls. 
The  footsteps  paused  a  moment  He  leaned  for- 
ward  to  peer  beneath  the  heavy  branches ;  and  in 
the  same  moment  that  an  armed  Indian  darted 
from  the  covert  before  him,  the  shadow  of  ano- 
ther, who  was  approaching  from  behind,  was  cast 
athwart  him.  He  had  not  time  to  spring  to  bis 
feet  before  he  was  again  a  captive  and  defenceless. 

The  last  two  comers  were  soon  joined  by    ^ 
others,    who    quickly   made   a    rude   litter  o^^ 
boughs  for  their  wounded  tribesman,  and  th^^ 
whole  party  then  took  their  way  through  tb.«^ 
woods  with  their  captive.     They  did  not,  boi^^ 
ever,  carry  their  prisoner  back  to  the  squa^sr 
camp,  as  he  at  first  expected  they  would,  whec^ 
under  the  circumstances,  he   anticipated  the 
usual  wretched  doom   of  an  Indian   prisoner. 
But  moving  along    leisurely   until  they   came 
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^  a  level  and  marshy  piece  of  ground,  they 

P^^i^  for   a  moment,  and   seemed  to   doubt 

*^^  next  to  do,  when  one,  who  had  aided  in 

^^^itTiog  the  wounded  man,  gave  his  place  to 

Mother,  and  approached  to  him  who  seemed  to 

*ct  as  leader    of   the  party.     He   murmured 

^niething  which,  from  the  low  tones  in  which 

^e  Indians   usually  pitch  their  voices,  Grey* 

"l^er  could  not  overhear. 

*«  Wahss !"  (go !)  was  the  brief  reply  to  his 
coQununication. 

The  man  beckoned  to  two  others,  and  the 

^v^  plunging  into  a  copse  near  by,  appeared 

^€^  next  moment,  each  with  a  birchen  canoe 

^pOD  his  shoulders.     Crossing   the  trail  they 

Wl  been  travelling,  the  whole  party  entered  a 

ticket  of   alders,   where  a  thread  of  water, 

*circe    three    inches    deep,    crept    noiselessly 

^loDg.    The  others  carefully  parted  the  bushes, 

10  that  the  canoe-men  could  let  down   their 

siiallops  into  this  slender  rill,  which  was  so 
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Now  the  stream  will  sweep  amid  tussocks 

^  long  waving  grass,  crowned  here  and  there 

^  a  broad  branching  elm,  whose  branches  dip 

^  the  tide,  that  whirls  in  deepening  eddies 

where  its  projecting  roots  overhang  the  water. 

^ow  it  ripples  for  a  few  yards  over  a  pebbly 

^<>ttom,  and  then,  turned  by  a  spit  of  yellow 

'^tid — thick  trodden  with  the  tracks  of  deer, 

^  vrohres,  and  not  unfrequently  with  those  of 

l^^ars  and  panthers — it  slides  round  a  point  of 

'^od  black  with  the  shade  of  lofty  pines.     A 

'lith  of  long  wild  grase^  growing  evenly  as  a 

'^Mbonowed  meadow,  and  embayed  among  the 

thousand  points  of  a  tamarack  swamp,  receives 

^w  the  spreading  river.     And  now,  again,  it 

u  circumscribed  once  more  into  a  deep,  black, 

'^'V^'iiatlooking  pool,  circled  with  water  lilies ; 

vul  henceforth,  around  many  a  beetling  crag, 

^^ck  sheathed  with  laurel  and  the  clustering 

'^^^^k,  and  beneath  the  shadows  of  many  a 

^  mountain  rising  -from  forests  of  basswood 
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and  maple,  it  marclies  proudly  onward  till  ir 
expands  into  a  magnificent  lake. 

Coasting  along  the  shores  of  this  lake  for 
mile  or  two,   they  came  to  an  Indian  bun 
camp,  which,  as  it  seemed,  belonged  to 
man  who  furnished  the  canoes.    The  place 
oiFensive  from  the  smell  of  dead  animalsi 
as  minks,  otters,  and  musquashes,  whose 
casses,  stripped  of  their  skins,  were  suspeoi 
from  the  boughs  of  trees  around  the  cabin 
food    for  the  Indian  dogs.     But  the   Indi 
oiitwithstanding  their  proverbial    keenness  <^ 

scent,  seemed  nowise  molested  by  this  saTOCHiHirj 
atmosphere.* 


*  A  sporting  friend,  the  companion  of  the  aathor  in 
than  one  excursion  among  these  mountain  wildi,  teeiQg  i 
Indians  with  whom  he  hunted  busied  in  remoTing  then 
of  annoyance  from  the  camp  as  the  party  approadied  it^    w 
wholly  at  a  loss  to   conceire  the  motive  of  placing  tA« 
where  they  were  found,  until  the  sudden  appearance  of  tit 
half-famished  dogs  revealed  the  mystery ;  for  it  b  the  c» 
tom  of  a  hunter,  when  leaving  his  dogs  to  protect  his  canya 
his  absence,  to  hang  the  food  prepared  for  them  at  diflhRU 
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tving  their  woundecl  tribesman  under  the 

^*^  of  this  worthy,  who  laid  claim  to  some  skill 

»  a  medicine-man,  the  rest  of  the  party  started 

•8^n  with  their  captive  on  the  following  day, 

^   crossing    several    mountain   ridges,   and 

^'^i^Miing  their  way  among  innumerable  ponds 

^  lakes,  halted  near  a  beautiful  sheet  of  water, 

^hicb  still  bears  the  name  of  Indian  Lake,  from 

'»  having  been  a  sacred  place  of  resort  to  the 

''oquois. 

-Hie  outlet  of  this  lake,  though  it  is  buried 
*  region  of  lofty  and  sterile  mountains,  winds 


7^^^  80  that  the  aoimal  might  not  devour  all  his  stores 

'^Oi,  but  have  to  leap  higher  for  it  as  he  grows  leaner. 

*^«8edoga,aa  one  might  have  supposed  from  their  fatigued 

Q^^'^iBDce,  had  been  oflP  somewhere  pursuiag  the  chase  for 

T^^  own  amusement.     Bat,  upon  this  being  suggested  to 

oM  Indian  hunter,  who  spoke  a  few  words  of  broken 

r^tfiih,  and  was  more  communicative  than  most  of  his  race, 

^  indignant  at  the  idea  of  an  Indian  dog  deserting  his 

^^l|e.     He  pointed  to  a  mountain  peak  at  the  other  end 

^Ike  lake,  and  assured  our  friend  that  they  had  been  watching 

^  him  from  ita  summit,  when  they  saw  his  boat  upon  the 

*lter  and  hurried  homeward. 

I  5 


178  uReveLAEiv. 


through   broad  savannaB   of   deep    graa 
bowered  with  enormous  elms,  forming  a  soft  and 
open  sylvan  landscape,  which  is  in  the  most  de- 
licious contrast  to  the  thick  and  rugged  forests  j 
which  frown  from  the  adjacent  hills.     This 
the  seat  of  the  mysterious  Kenticoys,  or  solemn 
meetings  of  the  Mohawks,  when,  at  the  openiD^ 
and  closing  year,  the  ditlerent  tribes  of  the  Inv  | 
quois  retired,  each  to  some  such  forest -tern  ple^  ": 
to  worship  the  Supreme  Being,   whose  power 
was  alike  acknowledged  by  all. 

The  prisoner,  though  treated  at  this  sacred 
season  with  a  degree  of  mildness  and  forbear* 
ance  that  was  new  to  him  as  a  trait  of  Indian 
character,  was  only  allowed  to  approach  the 
threshold  of  the  valley,  where  a  guardian  wb» 
appointed  him  until  the  solemn  days  were  over. 

The  garden-like  plain  was  spread  out  belovar 
the  eminence  upon  which  stood  the  shaat^^ 
which  was  his  temporaty  prison-house;  aii*3 
Greyslaer  could  from  time  to  time  discern  sokx^ 
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plumed  band  defiling  from  the  hills  and  losing 
tlienKsehes  among  the  far-reaching  groves,  to 
wUoh  the  Indians  repaired  from  every  side. 
But  of  the  form  of  their  ceremonial  or  the 
'^Ature  of  their  worship  be  could  discern  no- 
^lung.  Nor  has  any  white  man  been  able  to 
Ifium  more  of  these  periodical  gatherings  of 
&e  Iroquois,  save  only  their  name  and  their 
okjecl* 

It  was  two  days  after  these  unknown  rites 
^ere  consummated,  that  Greyslaer  found  himself 
^'^cending  a  lofty  mountain  under  the  care  of 
lu8  captors,  who  still  withheld  all  harsh  treat- 
^^t,  while  warily  watching  him  as  if  they  only 

*  It  is  curious  to  remark,  however,  how,  with  the  spread 
^vkoitiiQJtj  and  civilization  along  our  Indian  borders,  this 
***'^  of  retiring  away  from  the  haunts  of  men  to  worship 
^  among  primeval  woods,  grew  up  among  our  frontiersmen  ; 
^^  lome  might  even  discover  an  analogy  between  the  rudt- 
^  Qot  irreligious  feeling  which  first  suggested  the  ancient 
^^'^oojw  of  the  Iroquois,  and  the  policy  which  still  kecpn 
*^  the  practice  of  ^  camp-meetings**  among  a  numerous  and 
^  unenlightened  sect  of  Christians.— See  Flinrs  Valley  of 
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held  him  in  trust  as  the  captive  of  some 
more  powerful  than  themselves.  It  * 
scarcely  he  the  wounded  Isaac,  however 
since  his  first  seizure,  Mas  had  been  studi 
kept  out  of  the  sight  of  that  ferocious  It 
whose  bloody-minded  disposition  frequ 
showed  itself  during  the  delirium  of  fever  > 
which  he  was  left  at  the  hunter's  cabin. 

Whatever  disposition  it  was  ultimate] 
tended  to  make  of  the  prisoner,  his  life  se 
in  little  danger  during  the  march ;  but  a 
sure  adopted  by  his  captors,  as  he  now  re 
the  highest  pinnacle  of  the  mountain,  see: 
indicate  that  its  crisis  is  at  hand.  They 
led  him  to  the  edge  of  a  lofty  precipice,  i 
commands  a  view  almost  completely  aroun 
compass,  and  motion  to  him  to  cast  bis 
above  and  below  him. 

It  ig  the  hour  of  autumn  sunset,  whe: 
golden  air  seems  to  glorify  every  object  oo ' 
11  rests.     Never  did   it  bathe   in  molten 
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^  Welier  landscape  of  mountain  peaks,  inter- 
minable to  the  eye;  interlaced  by   lakes  so 
Numerous,  that  as  these  last  reflect  the  tints  of 
^e  glowing  sky,  the  mountains  themselves  seem, 
m   their  autumn  livery,  like  rainbow  masses 
flfUiting  in  liquid  ether.     The  heart  of  Greyslaer 
^liUs  within  him  at  thje  sight ;  and  not  the  least 
psinfiil  part  of  the  death  that  seems  to  hover 
<^^ar,  is  the  thought  of  closing  his  eyes  for  ever 
ttpon  such  a  world  of  glorious  beauty.     But  his 
bt-roggles  to  prevent  them  from  bandaging  his 
c^ycs  are  vain,  for  bis  hands  are  bound  behind 
him;  and  now  he  stands  blinded  and  helpless 
^^Kive  the  gulf  into  which  each  moment  he  ex- 
V^^  to  be  hurled  ! 

Suddenly  he  feels  a  rude  hand  upon  either 
^lioulder,  and  he  gasps  the  prayer  which  he  be- 
neres  to  be  his  last — but  the  next  moment  the 
^^0  Indians  who  have  fixed  their  gripe  upon 
™  only  turn  their  captive  round  several  times, 
wbeld  between  them,  and  lead  him  away  from 


guides  patiently  aid  Iiim  in  surmountinf 
more,  again,  he  is  convinced  that  be  is 
ing,  though  his  pathway  winds  so  hi 
thither  that  it  is  imposaihle  to  say  bow  i 
slope  may  be. 

At  last  be  hears  the  eouod  of  wti< 
dashing  upoo  the  shore.  His  guides  I 
remove  the  bandage  from  bis  eyes.  ] 
up,  and  finds  himself  upon  the  edge  o 
lake  or  mountain  tarn,  deep  set  at  the  t 
a  rocky  bowl  or  hollow  less  than  a  mil 
meter,  circled  around  by  naked  crags  ai 
tered  pinnacles  of  rock,  some  straggUi 
vood  or  blasted  tree  here  and  there  i 
lieving  the  utter  barrenness  of  the  seen 
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^bat  redeemed,  when,  after  circling  the  lake  for 

*  abort  distance,  the   Indians  come  to   a  few 

^^^^^  of  well-wooded  land  in  a  recess  of  the  cir- 

^^^^  valley.     Here  Greyslaer  again  hears  the 

voic^es  of  women  and  children  from  a  camp  of 

^^^9  and  resigns  himself  to  the  monotony  of 

^^idty  in  a  stronghold  from  which  there  seems 

"w^^ape. 

I^  were  bootless  to  relate  the  varied  sufferings 
^  ^4ax  Greyslaer  during  his  long  winter  of  cap- 
^^^  in  that  dreary  mountain  which  the  Indians 
^1  *«  The  Thunder's  Nest  :•*  *  to  tell  how  he 
P*^^«d  weeks  of  nearly  utter  starvation,  when 
"^'^Une  failed  the  two  or  three  Indian  hunters 
^P^^Ti  whose  success  the  whole  community  de- 
P^^cied  for  subsistence :  how  he  eagerly  caught 
^^  ^lie  relief  to  his  monotonous  existence,  when 
"^  oaptors  ordered  him  also  to  turn  out  and 
''^^t  the  bear,  the  l3mx,  and  the  panther,  the 
^^y  animals   which  are    found   among  those 

*  Cnme  mountain  is  its  present  unmeaning  name. 
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high  mountain   fastnesses  in  the  winter  s 
while  the  Iroquois  tbemselveB  pureued  on  snow^  « 
shoes  the  moose  and  red  deer  iu  the  valleys  be-   ^ 
low  :  to  tell  of  the  harsh  treatment  he  received,    1 
when,  weary  and  faint,  with  limbs  half  frozen   [ 
and  lacerated  from   toiling  through  the  frozen  | 
anow-criist,  he  returned  from  a  fruitlees  bunt :  J 
of  the  capricious  gleaiDB  of  kindness  of  which  bai 
was  the  object  when  his  address  and  prowess  in 
the   chase  awakened  alike  the  admiration  and 
the  jealousy   of  those   who  watched  his  every 
motion  while  pursuing  it  with  him.     But  now 
the  spring,  which  has  been  long  in  reaching  this 
highland  region,  has,  while  thickening  the  forest 
around,  brought  with  it  the  hope  of  escape,  amid 
some  of  those  greenwood  coverts.    It  is  true 
that  he  is  no  longer  permitted  to  wander  as  far 
as  when  the  woods  were  bare.     But  if  he  can 
break  his  thraldom  for  an  hour,  there  is  one  at 
hand  with  both  the  will  and  the  ability  to  guide 
him  from  the  wilderness. 
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There  has  been  an  accession  of  numbers  to 
the  Indian  camp,  bringing  rumours  that  Brant 
^hig  warriors  have  all  left  the  lower  country. 
And  «  The  Spreading  Dew,''  who  came  in  with 
the  rest,  has  even  communicated  to  Greyslaer 
that  Sir  John  Johnson  and  his  loyalist  retainers, 
hoth  Indian  and  white,  have  withdrawn  from 
the  Valley  of  the  Mohawk  and  fled  to  Canada. 
'^  patriots  must  be  in  the  ascendency  I  Why 
u  Max  Greyslaer  not  there  to  share  the  triumph 
of  his  Wends? 


CHAPTER  111. 

TBE    FORESTER. 

"  The  woodlaDd  ring*  witb  Uugh  and  dunit, 
Ai  if  a  hunt  were  np. 
And  woodland  floweie  m  gmtheted 
To  crowD  the  Boldjet's  cup. 
With  menj  Bongs  m  mock  the  wind 
Thai  in  the  pine-top  griercs, 
Andalumber  long  and  iveetly 
Od  bed*  of  oftkcn  leans." 

There  were  preparstiona  for  a  hunter's  ca 
in  the  heart  of  the  forest  The  scene  ol 
revel  was  a  sunny  glade,  where  a  doten 
were  lounging  away  the  noontide  beneal 
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gui^jled  arouDd  its  base,  the  Deck  of  a  black 

l>ottIe  protruded^  where  it  had  been  anchored  to 

cool  in  the  running  water.     A  fresh-killed  buck 

%  IS  if  just  thrown  upon  the  sod  in  the  midst 

of  the  woodland  crew,  who  stirred  themselves 

^^  the  shade  as  the  hunter  who  had  flung  the 

^^^rcass  from  his  strong  shoulders  turned  to  lean 

^'^  rifle  against  the  fretted  trunk  of  a  walnut- 

^'^  that  spread  its  branches  near. 

**  Why,  Kit  Lansingh,  my  boy,  you  are  no 

^^Uch  of  a  woodsman  to  carry  a  yearling  of 

^^ch  a  heft  as  that,''  cried  our  old  friend  Bait, 

'^ftiiig  the  deer  by  its  antlers  partly  from  the 

^^^und.    "  You  must  have    struck  the  crittur, 

»  a  smart  distance  from  here,  for  none  of  us 

heard  the  crack  of  your  rifle  to-day." 
'  Somebody  may,  though  you  have  not,  Uncle 
(;  for,  let  me   tell  you,  boys,  there's  other 
^*^«  in  the  woods  besides  us  chaps  here." 
*X^he  hunters  started  up,  and  were  now  all  at- 
i<m— for  the  signs  of  strangers  in  the  forest 


search  without  rememberinf;  that  b 
may  be  at  tliat  very  moment  the  hiiin 
of  some  more  dangerous  hunter  th 
near. 

'*  Nay,  Conyer,  go  on  cutting  up  d 
Pre  left  no  trial  to  guide  a  Redsk' 
Epot,"  said  the  hunter,  disembarraasii 
of  his  powder-horn  and  ghootjiig  poi 
lie  hung  upon  a  wild  plum-bush  hardl 
can  sit  down  to  dinner  without  any 
people  coming  to  take  pot-luck  with  oi 
scouted  every  rod  of  ground  within  mi 
camp.  But  the  Redskins  are  out  nei 
I  tell  ye." 

"  Where,  Ki^  where  ?     How  kn 
simultaneously  cried  a  dozen  vraces. 
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was  down  in  the  Whooping  Hollow  by  Caway- 
noot  Pond" 

^Cawaynoot  Pond!"  ejaculated  a  hunter. 
*  What !  that  little  bog-bordered  lake,  with  the 
idnd  that  floats  loose  upon  it  like  a  toast  in  a 
mkirdr 

*  Goon,  go  on,  Kit,"  cried  another.  "  We  all 
hov  the  Whooping  Hollow ;  but  you  were  a 
bold  fellow  to  strike  a  deer  there." 

''Yes,  I  stirred  him  first  in  the  mash  at  this 

Mi  of  Cawaynoot,  and  thaf  s  a  fact     But,  in- 

<tad  of  taking  the  water   there,  he   puts  out 

*tttward,  and   clips  it   right  over  toward  the 

''ver  till  he  brought  me  in  sight  of  the  Potash 

Settle.'' 

**  Senongewah — *  The  Great  Upturned  Pot ' 
"^^e  Abregynes  call  it,^  ejaculated  Bait ;  ^^  I 
the  mounting." 
••  Well,"    pursued    Lansingh,    "  the    buck 
I't  keep  on  toward  the  river,  but  hooks  it 
'^It  round  the  rim  of  the  Kettle,  and  back 
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agaiD  toward  the  east  It  was,  in  coune,k8K 
afore  I  could  git  a  shot;  and,  following  hard  • 
his  trail  along  a  hillnside  OTergrown  with  Aort 
sprangly  bushes,  I  saw,  by  the  way  invM 
they  were  trampled  down,  that  a  white  wM 
must  have  passed  that  way  before  me.** 

**  A  white  man  7*  cried  several  voices,  with  b 
creasing  interest 

^<  Yes,  a  white  man ;  and  that  within  no  va 
great  time,  any  how.** 

''  How  knew  you  that.  Kit  T  asked  Bali 

**  Why,  I  cleared  the  bushes  aside,  loob 
down,  and  there,  as  plain  as  my  Bible,  I  saw  tl 
print  of  his  shoe  in  the  moss." 

*<  Which,  in  course,  would  not  hold  a  Im 
print  long,  if  it  was  fresh  and  springy.    Kit 
right,  boys,"  said  Bait 

*'  And  that  wasn't  all,  uncle.  I  saw  a  iha 
print  in  the  fresh  moss,  with  that  of  a  small  1 
jun  moccasin  treading  right  in  his  foot8ti| 
(A  little  salt.  Tennis ;  now  let  the  gravy  of  tk 
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I    ether  slice  drip  on  my  corn-cake  till  I'm  ready 
far  it-'BO  ftshion/') 

*  A  moccasin  ?  Go  on,  go  on,  Kit,"  cried  an 
eager  young  hunter. 

^Let  a  man  eat  in  whiles,  won't  you,  lads?" 
Lansingh,  who  seemed  disposed  to  make 
most  of  his  narrative ;  ^'  well,  I  went  on, 
bOowed  my  deer  till  I  got  a  shot  at  him  from 
bdmid  a  cranberry-bush  in  the  Whooping  Hol- 
lov,and  just  as  he  was  bending  his  knees  to 
tike  the  water  near  the  very  spot  where  I  first 
lUrted  him  (it  was  natural,  you  know.  Uncle 
Bilt,  for  the  crittur  to  go  back  where  he  be- 
higed — a  drop  of  that  liquor,  if  you  please,)  he 
*iQgbt  my  bullet  in  the  back  of  his  neck,  gave 
'^vge,  and  was  done  for. 

^  So,  after  pulling  him  out  of  the  water,  I 
''ttgs  up  the  carcass  out  of  the  reach  of  the 
^'oiveBi  and  goes  back  to  look  after  the  white 
^^%  traiL 

It  kept  along  the  hillside  only  a  short  dis- 
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and  that  though  it  took  me  myself  out  of  my 
njf  Unde  Bait  I  followed  the  scent  for  miles 
jtoiard  the  east,  till  I  thought  it  would  take  me 
dem  oat  to  Lake  George.  But  at  last  I  saw 
fbt  paid  me  for  my  trouble ;  for,  in  crossing  a 
ttof  pine  barren,  I  came  upon  a  raal  Indian 
tnO,  and  no  mistake  about  it — where  a  dozen 
Ml  or  more  had  streaked  it  through  the  sand 
iter  my  shoe  and  moccasin." 

"  Tormented  lightning !"  cried  Bait,  rubbing 
.  b hands  in  much  excitement;  **  go  on,  go  on, 
lit;  d'ye  say  a  dozen  Injuns  r^ 

"Yes,  uncle,  not  a  Copperskin  less;  and  let 
Btt  tell  you  now  that  this  dbcovery  discombo- 
k>itod  me  considerably.  Why,  says  I  to  my- 
^  ^  says  I,  why  should  a  dozen  Redskins  be 
^  away  thus  after  one  poor  wanderer,  when 
^  might  see  already,  from  the  double  trail, 
^  be  is  a  doomed  man,  from  the  moccasin 

^  that  is  still  fresh  in  his  footfalls ;  here's 

sinnethmg  new,  now,  to  study  in  Injun  natur, 

!         ^OU  II.  K 
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and  ril  aee  the  eend  of  it.  So,  with  that.  I  up 
and  ORB. 

'*  And  now  I  soon  saw,  by  the  way  in  whto 
the  white  man's  track  doubled  and  doubled  agaii 
crossing  and  recrosaing  that  of  the  lujuna  i 
one  etarnal  everlasting  snarl,  that  the  felloi 
could  not  be  cutting  such  carlicues  for  notliii^ 
He  knows  what  he's  about.  He's  a  chap  tfaa 
understands  himself,  says  I;  and  I  begao  b 
have  a  respect  for  him. 

"  By  this  time,  though  I  ought  to  have  bw 
it  afore,  the  trail  had  led  west  again ;  yes,  is 
deed,  clean  across  the  river,  which  I  forded  u 
following  it,  and  then  up  and  away  over  th 
ridge  on  the  opposite  side,  striking  clean  over  tb 
Sacondaga.  I  mistrusted  that  it  would  crot 
that  river,  too,  as  it  bad  down  the  other  branch 
but  no,  it  follows  down  to  the  meeting  of  dk 
waters,  or  Tiosaronda,*  as  the  Abregynes  cal 
it  There,  where  the  falls  of  the  mun  rive 
*  Nov  Luzerne. 
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roar  through  the  rocky  chasm  as  it  hurries 
al(Hig  like  mad  to  join  the  other  fork.  And 
here^  says  I,  the  game  will  either  be  up  with 
Sbeoties,  or  he  will  give  Moccasin  the  slip  alto- 
gether. And  raally,  boys,  I  defy  the  best  woods- 
nuffi  among  ye — I  defy  the  devil,  or  Uncle  Bait 
hiiDflelf— to  find  any  leavings  of  that  white  man 
vound  the  place.  You  may  see  there  the 
^'oods  trampled  all  round  by  Injuns.  You  may 
^  where  they  have  slipped  down  the  bank, 
^  where  they've  clomb  up  again.  You  may 
fellow  their  trail  backward  and  forward  along 
^^  fork  of  the  stream  for  a  mile,  and  you 
^y  Bee  where  they  all  united  again,  and  trudged 
^  fts  if  to  take  up  the  back  track  once  more 
"^^  and  so  make  a  new  thing  of  it ;  but  how 
<^  whither  that  white  man  cleared  himself,  you 
*Dot  find  out  r 

**  That  flogs  natur !"  cried  a  hunter.  "  Aud 
^^  ye  no  other  trace  of  the  critturs  anywhere, 
'^^^^   Not  a  hair's  ashes  of  them  T' 

K  2 
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*•  Yes !  but  not  thereabouts  j  and  nCl 
I'm  about  to  tell  you  the  curiosest  part  o'  the 
hull  business.  For  you  must  know,  that,  if  I 
had  not  left  my  deer  where  1  did,  the  snail' 
might  haye  remained  without  any  farther  dew. 
But  aa,  after  giving  up  the  chafie,  I  mode  back- 
tracks up  the  river,  recrossed,  and  struck  oufc 
again  for  Whooping  Hollow  to  bring  the  venisoB 
on  here  to  camp,  what  should  I  discover  but  the 
selfsame  track  of  the  white  Tnan  right  in  the 
heart  of  the  hollow?  I  did  not  look  to  see  wh»- 
ther  the  floating  island  was  near  shore,  or,  if 
be  had  stepped  aboard  and  Boated  off  on  it; 
but,  '  my  biend,'  says  1  to  him — I  mean,  says  I 
to  myself — '  my  friend,'  says  I,  *  had  I  seen 
your  first  tract  in  the  Whooping  Hollow,  and  on 
the  very  shores  of  Cawaynoot,  you  would  nerer 
have  led  me  sich  a  Jack-a-lantern  chase  as  this. 
I'm  not  a  gentleman  that  keeps  company  with 
the  Striped  Huntsman  or  Red>heeled  Rob,  as 
the  Scotch  settlers  call  ye ;  and,  if  we  are  ever 
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to  make  acquaintance,  your  own  parlour  in  the 
Whooping  Hollow  is  not  exactly  the  place  I 
would  choose  for  an  introduction.  With  that  I 
<^tout  in  quick  order  from  the  hollow,  and 
oude  clean  tracks  for  camp.  And  that,  boys, 
^  the  hull  o*  my  story ;  and  now  let's  have 
soonething  to  drink." 

Tie  woodsmen  all  listened  with  deep  atten- 
tum  to  this  long  rigmarole  narrative  as  it  was 
^wly  detailed  by  the  young  hunter.  By  some 
^  was  received  merely  as  an  idle  tale  of  wonder, 
such  as  those  who  love  the  marvellous  may 
often  hear  from  the  simple-minded  rangers  of 
^  forest  borders.  It  was  but  one  of  the  thou- 
^  Btories  told  about  the  Whooping  Hollow, 
whose  mysteries  none  could,  and  few  cared  to 
*>lve.  (For  though  the  wild,  whooping  sound, 
*ODtt  which,  in  former  times,  the  hollow  took 
'tB  name,  is  now  never  heard,  save  in  echo  to  a 
human  voice,  the  floating  island  is  still  pointed 
^t  to  the  traveller  as  his  road  winds  around  the 
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basin  at  the  bottom  of  which  reposes  the  little 
Lake  of  Cawaynoot.*)     Others,  again,  regarded    , 
the  story  of  Cliristian's  adventures  as  affording   J 
positive  evidence  of  the  neighbourhood  of  In-   t 
dtans;  and  though  "The  Striped  Huntsman," 
as  he  was  called,  might  be  at  the  bottom  of  the 
business,  yet  it  tvas  evident  that  a  considerable 
band  of  mortals  like  themselves  had  been  equally, 
with  young  Lansingh,   misled  by  his  deviltries 
and  lured  into  their  immediate  neighbourhood. 
This  last  was,  in  fact,  the  view  which  old  Bait 
took  of  the  matter. 

"  Not,"  said  the  honest  woodsman,  "  that  the 
crittur  whom  folks  call  '  the  Striped  Huntsman' 
be  either  a  good  sperrit  or  a  bad  eperrit,  or  whether 
or  no  there  be  any  sperrit  at  all  about  the 
matter  !  Nother  do  I  pretend  to  say,  with  some 
people,  that  the  Striped  Huntsman  is  only  some 

*  Cawaynool  i»  the  lerm  for  "  iitiuid"  in  the  Uah«»k 
tongue.  The  [like  ia  na<r  genemlly  called  "  Adun^  Pond," 
from  the  name  of  s  aettler  upon  its  banks. 
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^ogmii  half-breed  or  outlawed  Injun  medicine- 

iiW)  who  has  pitched  upon  this  unsettled  part 

of  the  patent  between  the  Scotch  and  German 

^^I^srii^  and  the  Mohawk  hunting  grounds,  as 

^  very  comer  of  the  airth  from  which  it  was 

uie  business  of  no  one  in  partikler  to  oust  him, 

viiatever  shines  he  might  cut  up  on  his  own 

''^k.     No,  I  leave  it  to  the  domine,  whose 

''^iiiess  it  is  to.  settle  sich  matters.     (Pity  the 

good  man  couldn't  catch  some  droppings  o'  elo- 

V^nce  from  yonder  preaching  book  to  lifen  his 

^^>*ikiints !)     But  I  tell  ye,  boys,  that  if  it  be 

'^^y  the  track  of  the  crittur  which  lies  fresh 

^  Our  neighbourhood,  it's  not  such  an  unlikely 

^P^irit  after  all ;  for  why  may  we  not  captivate 

^^Uie  of  the  Redskins  that  it  has  coaxed  towards 

^^  and  thus,  mayhap,  git  tidings  of  the  poor  lost 

^^pting  ?" 

^Oh,  Bait,**  said  a  hunter,  "  you  are  for  ever 
^^Hking  of  poor  Capten  Max,  whose  bones  must 
"^  long  since  cold." 
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"  And  for  what  else,  Rhynier  Peterson,  did  ' 
we  come  off  on  this  tramp,  if  it  was  not  that   ^ 
all  of   us    had  some    thought  of   the  cap^g? 
And  bora  heathens  we'd  a'  been   had   we  not    ' 
come  to  look   after  him,"    added  Bait,   indig- 
nantly. 

"  Yea;  btit  Bait,"  said  another,  "  though  we 
all  of  U8  followed  you  willingly  enough  at  fire^  j 
yet  haven't  we  all  determined  long  ago  that  it 
was  a  wildgooee  chase  you  were  leading  as 
after?  Here,  now,  we've  been  fifty  miles  aboTe 
here,  poking  about  among  mountains  so  big, 
that,  if  the  summer  ever  manages  to  climb 
them,  it  is  only  to  rest  herself  for  a  week 
or  B(^  when  she  slants  down  the  other  siie, 
and  leaves  the  snow  right  oS  to  settle  in 
her  place.  The  old  '  North,'  too,  haven't 
we  followed  up  the  river  to  where  it  dodges 
about,  trying  to  hide  its  raal  head  in  a  hundred 
lakes?  These  lakes,  moresomeover,  haven't 
we   slapped   through   them   into  five  times  as 
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many  more,    and  made    portages  up  to  the 

I^etlest  tricklings  of  some  of  them?     To  be 

8UT6  we  have ;  and  what  good  has  it  done  us, 

^  this  trampoosing  and  paddling  hither  and 

''^er  in   this   etamal  wilderness?     We  are 

^^  within  ten  miles  of  Lake  George,  and  less 

^'^^  half  that  distance  of  the  mouth  of  \he  Sa- 

ooac^g^  and  my  say  is,  either  to  strike  over  at 

^*^^5e  to  Fort  William  Henry,  or  to  cross  the 

« 

^^^er  below  the  forks,  and  make  the  best  of  our 

^y  to  Saratoga." 

**  And  that's  my  say  too,"  said  a  gray-headed 
^Q^ter  who  had  not  yet  spoken.  ^<  It's  a  fool's 
^""^^iXid  looking  farther  for  the  captain.  I  don't 
'"r^^lf  altogether  believe  that  young  Max  is 
^^^'^^pletely  done  for  in  this  life;  for  we  found 
^^^^s  enough  of  him  in  the  deserted  equaw  camp 
^^  4LUtumn ;  and  if  the  Injuns  kept  him  alive  so 
^^,  he  may  yet  wear  his  scalp  in  safety.  But 
^^  ^U  comes  to  the  same  thing  if  Brant  has  car- 
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ried  him  off  to  Canada,  where  he'll  be  sure  ta 
keep  him  till  these  wars  are  over." 

"  What  I  you  too.  Hank  Williams  !"  replied 
Bait,  with  a.  look  of  keen  reproach  at  the  last 
speaker;  "  you,  who  were  the  first  to  offer  to 
take  to  the  woods  with  me,  and  keep  there  till, 
deat!  or  alivci  no  found  the  captiog !  Well,  | 
boys,  I  don't  want  to  get  riled  with  ye  wbeD|:  1 
mayhap,  we  are  jist  upon  the  pint  of  a  fight, 
where  a  man  wants  all  his  coolness;  but  I  tell 
ye  one  thing,  I  came  out  here  after  yoang  Max, 
and,  dead  or  alive,  I  don't  go  in  without  him. 
You  may  drop  off  one  by  one,  or  go  away 
the  hull  biling  on  ye  together,  ye  may ;  but  old 
Bait  will  not  leave  these  woods  till  he  gits  fiurly 
upon  his  trail ;  and,  once  upon  it,  he'll  follow  it 
up,  if  he  has  to  streak  it  again  clean  through 
the  mountains  to  Canada.  So,  now  we  un- 
derstand  each  other,  let's  eat  our  dinner  wirb- 
out   no    more    words    said    about  the   matter. 
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^^t  go  and  io(dL  after  these  Injuns  as  soon  as 
Dwybe." 

**  Why,  uncle,''  said  Christian  Lansingh,  as 

^  fQst  of  the  party  now  addressed  themselves 

^''^tly  to  the  rude  meal  before  them,    <<  IVe 

''^^'^  thought  for  a  moment  of  giving  up  the 

^^°*3e  as  long  as  you   thought  it  well   to  go 

ahead" 

^  I  know'd  it,  boy,  I  know'd  it ;  the  son  of 
^  Ouristian  and  my  nephew  is  not  the  chap  to 
^  Bkeered  from  his  promise  by  some  nigger 
^'^^''^^s  gammon  about  the  Striped  Huntsman 
«»*  auch  fooleries.'' 

Oh,  our  friends  don't  stickle  about  the  mat- 
^  ^e  have  now  in  hand,"  said  another  young 
™^t;cr,  modestly ;  "  but  you  know.  Bait,  some 
*^em  have  left  theu-  homes  and—'' 

Their  hwmaf  And  who  in  all  natur  wants 
'  *^tter  hum  nor  this  ?  Here  are  walls  that 
^^  straight  upward  higher  than  aay  you  see  in 
"^^^Ben,  keeping  the  wind  away,  yet   letting 
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you  step  about  where  you  chooie  witbouc 
ting  out  o'  doors — for  these  walls  follow  you,  ai< 
it  were,  and  close  around  you  wherever  you 
move;  and  as  for  them  as  wants  a  fireside,  whjb; 
aint  the  woods  right  full  of  clean  hcarth-stonei 
and  cosy  nestling-places  ?  A  hum  f  Tormented 
lightning  !  is  it  a  soft  bed  ye  want  there,  lada  ?' 
Why,  isn't  yonder  tnoBsy  tussock  as  fresh  audi 
springy  as  e'er  a  pillow  your  good  womui 
could  shake  up  for  ye — there,  I  mean,  where 
that  woof  of  vine-leaves,  close  as  an  Injun  mal^ 
spreads  over  to  keep  alike  the  sun  aod  dews 
away  ?  Lads,  lads,  I'm  ashamed  on  ye  to  talk 
o'  housen  in  a  place  like  this,  where  the  very 
light  from  heaven  looks  young  and  new — you 
may  laugh,  Bill,  hut  it  does,  I  say — the  light  o' 
God  looks  bright,  and  ^esh,  and  tender  here, 
as  if  it  might  a'  been  twinborn  with  the  young 
Summer  this  very  year — see  only — ^jist  see  for 
yourselves  bow  it  scatters  down  through  the^ 
green  thatch  of  yonder  boughs,   which  lift  eadv- 
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moment  as  if  some  live  and  pleasant  thing 
dropped  firom  them  on  the  sod  below  P 

^  It  is  of  those  they  have  left  at  home,"^  re- 
joined the  young  hunter,  the  moment  that  Bait, 
Pausing  to  catch  breath,  allowed  him  to  put  in 
s  ^ord ;  **  our  friends  have  left  wives  and  fami- 
lies at  home,  whom  they  must  look  after  in 
^tQes  like  these ;  but  here's  half  a  dozen  of  us 
^'seless  lads,  who  will  keep  the  woods  with  you 
until  you  yourself  shall  say  that  we  have  made  a 
clean  thing  of  it'* 

11)8  doughty  Bait  seemed  to  wince  a  little 
under  the  first  of  these  remarks;  for  he  was 
compelled  to  admit  the  force  of  it.  He  did  not 
'^ply,  however,  save  by  patting  the  speaker  on 
^^  shoulders,  and  nodding  to  him  kindly  as  he 
*^nried  his  face  in  the  flagon  from  which  the 
^nole  of  the  company  drank  in  succession. 
*^e  rest  of  the  meal  was  despatched  in  silence, 
*^d  the  party  then  made  their  preparations  for 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


'^  FLIGHT  FROM    THE    THUNDER*8   NEST. 


^e  has  left  the  green  falley  for  paths  where  the  bison 
^^JBS  through  the  forest  or  leaps  o*er  the  flood  ; 
^*^ere  the  snake  in  the  swamp  sucks  the  deadliest  poison, 
"^^tbe  cat  of  the  mountains  keeps  watch  for  its  food  ; 
^t  the  leaf  shall  be  greener,  the  sky  shall  be  purer, 
^^  ^  shall  be  clearer,  the  rifle  be  surer, 
"^^^^  stronger  the  arm  of  the  fearless  endurer 
^^t  trusts  naught  but  Heaven  in  his  way  through  the  wood/' 

Brain  ARD. 


^"^  it  briDg  no  reproach  to  the  manhood  of 

^^^^  Greyslaer,  that  now,  in  the  very  prime  of 

'^^^thfid  vigour,  with  a  frame  schooled  by  hard- 

^^t^  to  endurance  of  every  kind,  he  must  still 
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depend  upon  female  address  to  deliver  him 
bondage. 

Twice  already  had  he  attempted,  at  the  free 
peril  of  his  life,  to  regain  hia  liberty ;  once,  as 
we  have  before  seen,  when,  lost  in  the  mazes  of 
the  forest,  he  rushed  again  unawares  directly 
into  the  arms  of  his  enemy ;  and  again,  dur- 
ing his  abode  in  The  Thunder's  Nest,  he  hadf.j 
when  nearly  succeeding  in  the  attempt,  bees 
overtaken  in  the  deep  snow-drifts,  amid  which  be 
must  have  perished,  even  if  successful,  and  been 
hurried  back  in  triumph  to  the  Indian  camp. 

Then,  upon  this  second  recapture,  he  had 
undergone  all  the  horrors  of  mind  which  must 
precede  a  death  of  Indiau  torture  with  those 
who  have  read  or  heard  of  its  cruelly  ingenious 
and  protracted  agonies.  He  had  been  sub- 
jected to  all  the  savage  preparations  for  the 
stake,  and  had  then  coufronted  death  in  iu 
most  awful  shape.  He  bad  Been  the  flames 
kindled  around   him.     The   fire-tipped  arrovE 
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been  shot  into  his  body,  and  torments  far 
more  excruciating  were  about  to  follow,  when, 
88  an  Indian  beldame  advanced  to  tear  the  only 
'eoudning  strip  of  vesture  from  his  body,  the 
^okm  of  Brant  imprinted  upon  it  was  revealed 
to  the  hellish  crew  of  executioners  around  him, 
UMi  saved  him  from  a  death  so  horrible. 

Smce  that  moment,  though  still  strictly 
guarded,  be  had  been  treated  with  all  the  for- 
bearance which  characterised  the  conduct  of  the 
party  which  had  brought  him  thither,  though 
^  had  long  since  gone  off  and  left  him  in 
^^  hands.  But  as,  though  wearing  the  in- 
Bipua  of  an  immediate  follower  of  Thayen- 
^''luigea,  he  bad  never  undergone  the  ceremony 
rf  being  formally  adopted  into  any  tribe  of  the 
Vohawks,  he  was  conscious  that  his  change  of 
^tment  arose  only  from  his  being  now  re- 
Pwled  rather  as  a  slave  than  a  prisoner.  He 
^^  detennined  once  more  to  seize  an  opportu- 
^fy  to  escape,  and  to  perish  rather  than  be  re- 
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taken.  He  relied  much,  however,  it  must  bi 
confesBed,  upon  "  The  Dew"  to  make  such  opi 
jjortunity  for  him.  Nor  was  that  hope  and  confr 
deuce  misplaced.  | 

Max,  though  much  given  to  that  faalf-nh 
mautic,  half-philosophic  mood  of  tvrappiug  oue*! 
self  up  in  one's  own  dreams  and  speculation!) 
which  helougs  to  that  inexperienced  season  ol 
life  when  we  value  our  own  thoughts  far  mon 
than  the  material  objects  around  us,  w«a  still 
not  deficient  in  keen  and  curious  observation  <H 
character.  And  for  months  it  had  been  one  ol 
his  chief  mental  resources  to  study  the  personal 
traits  and  peculiarities  of  the  singular  peoi^e 
among  whom  hie  present  lot  was  cast. 

He  was  sitting  one  morning  a  little  aloof  froB 
a  group  of  loungers  of  all  sexes  and  sizes,  listen- 
ing to  a  rude  legend  which  an  old  wonun 
employed  in  weaving  mats,  was  relating  Cdi 
their  edification.  The  wild  tradttioD  witt 
which  she  was  engaged   related  to  those  strangi 
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sabtemmean  sounds  which  are  still,  from  time 
to  time,  heard  among  these  mountains.  She 
toU  of  some  bold  hunter  who  went  out  deter- 
mining to  trace  the  spot  whence  these  groan- 
logs  of  the  earth  had  travelled  out.  And 
Oreyslaer^  who  had  looked  with  a  curious  eye 
opoD  the  remarkable  peculiarities  of  this  vol- 
coic  region,  bent  near  to  hear  how  the  strange 
&nc7  of  an  Iroquois  would  Account  for  natural 
pheDomena  to  whose  existence  he  himself  could 
bear  testimony. 

At  this  moment  the  report  of  a  gun  was 
hend  not  far  off.  It  probably  was  discharged 
by  8ome  hunter  belonging  to  the  camp,  and  ex- 
ited no  attention  among  the  listening  group. 
Pfwently,  however, "  The  Dew,"  who  had  gone 
**^  to  the  shore  of  the  lake  to  bring  water, 
appeared,  and  saying  aloud  that  the  hunter  who 
■^  just  fired  needed  the  assistance  of  the  white 
^*^  in  bringing  some  game  to  camp,  motioned 
^^''^Naer  the  direction  in  which  he  should  go. 
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which,  strangely  enough,  was  ia  an  opporil) 
direction  from  that  whence  the  eouad  came 
The  others  were  too  much  engaged  with  tb 
story-teller  to  notice  the  discrepance,  who9 
purport,  however,  was  intuitively  understood  b 
the  prisoner ;  and,  before  the  approachiq 
hunter  had  reached  the  camp  on  one  side,  b 
bad  gained  a  considerable  distance  on  the  otbei 
He  pierced  far  into  the  ravine  through  whic 
the  waters  of  the  lake  discharge  ihemselve 
from  the  bollow,  and  now  only  hesitated  whic 
way  to  turn  his  steps.  The  ravine,  though  i 
first  distinctly  defined,  bad,  within  a  few  hui 
dred  yards  of  the  lake,  so  broadened  and  broke 
up  into  a  thousand  rocky  inequalities,  that 
was  impossible,  as  the  forest  thickened  aroiii 
him,  to  tell  what  route  to  take  in  order  to  d 
scend  the  mountain.  The  outlet  of  tbe  lal 
would  seem  to  have  been  a  sufficient  guide 
but  this,  a  mere  rill  at  its  commencement,  wi 
broken  up  into  a  hundred  slender  threads  4 
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water,  which,  losing  themselves  now  among 
nuitted  leaves,  and  now  creeping  beneath  the 
niossywoof  which  wraps  the  living  rocks  and 
the  rotten  trunks  wedged  between  them,  in  the 
same  green  vesture,  served  only  to  distract  the 
judgment  that  would  lean  upon  them  as  a  guide. 
Chreyslaer,  in  fact,  had  only  gained  a  lower  and 
broader  basin  than  that  which  held  the  waters 
of  the  lake;  and  though  it  likewise  was  walled 
roaod  by  craggy  pinnacles,  yet  here  there  was 
&  heavy  forest-growth ;  and  these  barriers  them- 
selves, as  well  as  the  passage  through  them, 
'ere  wholly  screened  from  view  by  the  inter- 
ring foliage. 

But  now,  darting  like  a  bird  from  the  green 
^ood  covert,  **  The  Dew"  suddenly  presents  her- 
self in  the  path  before  him,  and  beckons  Max 
^^^.  As  yet  there  are  no  signs  of  pursuit 
behimi ;  but  the  moments  are  precious ;  for  the 
^^ecent  of  the  mountain  abounds  in  difficulties, 
^d  they  have  still  a  ravine  to  gsun  and  a  narrow 
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gorge  to  pass  through  before  gaining  the  bo&-1 
torn  ;  a  gorge  so  narrow  that  it  might  aerve  as  •  j 
gateway  to  this  labyrinth  of  natural  fortifies-'  I 
tioDs  -  and  here  a  single  armed  man  might  pre^  I 
vent  their  egresa.     The  maiden  now  doubts  km  . 
a  moment  what  path  to  take.     The  eides  of  the 
ravine  may  be  the  safest,  if  they  would  avoid 
any  chance  wanderers  returning  to  the  ladunJ 
camp  from  the  valley  below.     But  these  affr* 
every  here  and   there  broken  by  tall  benches  of 
rock  too  high  to  leap  from,  and  doubling  the 
toil  of  those  who  ever  and  anon  must  climb  over 
the  loose  stones  around  their  base.    The  girl, 
therefore,  descends  still  farther  into  the  hollow, 
where  a  sloping  pavement  of  smooth  rock,  some 
hundred  yards  in  length,  seams  the  mouotain. 
It  looks  as  if  it  had  been  once  overlaid  by  soil 
and  forest  growth  like  that  around ;  but  the  4 
stratum  of  matted  roots  and  earths  has  been^ 
peeled  off  the  8teep  declivity,  and  tbe  fouat^n^ 
of  a  rivulet;  oozing  out  from  the  compost  0^ 
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leaves  and  fibres  which  still  overlay  the  upper 
end  of  the  slope,  glide  with  thin  and  noiseless 
flow  over  the  naked  rock.  And  now,  as  the 
shallow  rill  deepens  into  a  brook,  which  gur- 
gles among  the  loose  boulders,  they  follow  it 
down  as  it  keeps  its  way  through  an  easy  swale 
of  less  broken  land. 

The  woods  upon  its  banks  are  here  an  open 

powth  of  ash  and  maple ;  and  Greyslaer's  confi- 

^08  in  the  sagacity  of  his  guide  was  for  a  moment 

^l>aken  when  he  saw  her  persist  in  keeping  her 

^ay  along  so  exposed  a  path.     He  thought  that 

^hey  had  already  gained  the  base  of  the  moun- 

^0}  from  the  lofty  and  frowning  cliffs  of  rock 

^^ich  now  and  then  he  could  descry  afar  off, 

^^^Uig  themselves  above  the  tree-tops  around. 

"^e  would  fain  have  struck  off  to  some  thickets 

^^ich,  through  these  open   glades,   could  be 

l^*^nly  seen  crowning  the   lower  and  nearer 

^6^  of  rock  that  traversed  the  hillsides  above 
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But  the  girl  directed  his  attention  in  advance, 
and,  for  the  first  time,  be  saw  the  sunshiiie 
playing  upon  some  spruce  and  cedar  tree-topi 
that  were  immediately  upon  a  level  with  btt 
line  of  vision.  She  pointed  to  the  brook,  stiO 
their  emulous  companion,  and  be  understood  a|  ' 
once  that  it  must  have  some  sudden  fall  whera 
those  trees  were  growing.  There  must  be  a 
change  of  soil,  rocks,  and  thickets  there;  a 
swamp,  perhaps,  and  possibly  one  or  more  tri- 
butaries to  the  brook  ere  it  reached  the  plaiD 
below.  And,  truly  enough,  the  sound  of  a 
waterfall  soon  greeted  his  ears.  The  sides  of 
the  swale  became  steeper,  and  it  narrowed  at 
last  suddenly  as  if  the  ground  bad  sunk.  There 
were  irregular  walls  of  stone  on  either  side,  with^ 
springs  welling  here  and  there  5-om  their 
intervals.  Loose  boulders  clogged  up  the 
current  of  the  brook,  which,  foaming  and 
ting  for  a, while,  emerged  at  last  from  the  rock^^ 
gorge,   and    took    up    a    more  stately   marc's 
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through  the  heavy  forests  that  spread  them- 
sdves  over  a  richer  soil  below. 

Th«  fugitives  followed  on  until  that  guiding 
*^r  reached  the  Upper  Hudson,  where  their 
^ilaome  descent  from  the  Thunder's  Nest,  but 
iH>t  the  peril  of  their  flight,  was  ended. 

Hie  spot  where  they  first  gained  the  banks 
^f  the  wild  and  romantic  river  of  the  North  was 
^    few  miles  above  that  beautiful  pass  called 
^eohoken  by  the  Indians,  where  the  dark-roll- 
itig  waters   which  form  the  outlet  of  Scroon 
^■nlrc  sweep  into  the    Hudson.      Here   Max 
quickly  constructed  a  raft  from  the  floating 
Axxibers  which  he  found  in   profusion  in   the 
o^^Kes  of  the  stream ;   and  the  two  voyagers 
^nfted  down  with  the  current,  till,  reaching  the 
r&pidg  at  the  approach  of  night,  they  were  com- 
pelled to  betake  themselves  to  an  island  which 
^^des  the  waters  of  the  Hudson  just  above  its 
iunction  with  the  Scroon  at  Teohoken. 

It  is  a  strange  situation  for  the  youthful  cap- 
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tain,  when  he  finds  himself  alone  at   uigj 
with  that  beituliful,    el6sh   creature,   upon    an  | 
island  of  the  wilderness;  but    the  Indian   giri  i{ 
seeming  to  take  no  thought  of  the  peculiarity  of  1 
her  position,  relieves  him   from  the  emharraaa-  | 
ment  of  his.     She  points  to  him  a  mossy  bank, 
where  a  clump  of  oTershadowing  basswood  kept 
off  the  dew ;    and,  retiring  herself  to   a   lea^ 
hollow  not  far  remote,  the  fatigues  they  baT6 
undergone  soon  plunge  them  both  in  slumber, 
while  the  virgin  moon,  sbiniog  down  upon  an 
open  interval  between  them,  is  their  only  aenti'- 
nel  through  the  night. 

The  voyagers  gained  the  western  shore  with 
the  break  of  dawn,  and,  following  it  down  till 
they  had  passed  the  rapids,  seized  upon  and  sp> 
propristed  a  canoe  which  they  found  at  the 
mouth  of  a  little  trouting  brook  which  comes 
into  the  Hudson  a  short  distance  below  the 
forks.  In  this  they  float  down  the  nisbiog 
stream,  which,  with  the  Indian  girl  at  the  helm. 
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3od  Greyslaer  plying  his  active  paddle  at  the 
prow,  whirls  their  frail  bark  safely  over  its 
'^y  channel  The  rapid  windings  of  the 
river  and  the  overhanging  woods,  which  at  early 
^  let  down  only  here  and  there  a  burst  of  sun- 
^d  on  its  shadowy  bosom,  sweep  them  so 
^uiekly  from  alternate  light  to  gloom,  that  the 
B^ed  deer  who  drinks  from  the  river's  brink 
*^  scarcely  time  to  fix  his  gaze,  ere  the  shifting 
Pageant  has  passed  away. 

Hiey  came  at  last  within  sound  of  the  falls 

^'  Tiosaronda,  and,  landing  here  on  the  western 

^^e  of  the  river,  near  the  base  of  Senongewoh, 

^^y  circled  the  northern  side  of  the  hill,  and 

^^'*Uck  into  the  forest  in  a  direction  towards 

'^'^e  George,  where  Max  hoped  to  find  a  mili- 

^•'y  post  occupied  by  his  countrymen. 

Ilitherto  our  bold  voyagers  seemed  to  have 

^^^11  utterly  free  from  pursuit.     But  now  they 

^^  not  advanced  far  into  the  forest,  climbing 

^^   or  three  hilly  ridges  in  succession,  before 
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Greyslaer'a  steps  are  arrested  by  a  startling  cry, 
which  seems  to  come  almost  from  beneath  b'ls 
rerv  feet.  He  looks  up,  and  sees  "The  Dew" 
with  one  foot  advanced,  her  hands  averted,  as  if 
motioning  him  back,  while  she  herself  gazes 
forward,  as  if  trying  to  pierce  a  shadowy  glen 
that  yawned  across  ber  jiath.  The  yell  is  again 
repeated  from  below,  and  the  maid,  cowering 
toward  the  ground,  makes  si^us  to  Grevslaer  to 
imitate  her  movements.  Crouching  as  she 
commands,  he  ventures,  however,  to  approach 
with  stealthy  caution  to  the  place  where  she 
stands.  "  The  Dew  "  gently  moves  the  tilting 
boughs  of  a  stunted  hemlock  which  is  rifted  in 
the  side  of  the  cliff  on  whose  edge  she  hovers ; 
a  sprinkling  of  light  showers  upon  the  bald  rock, 
and  as  Max  peers  through  the  leafy  grating, 
which  the  hand  of  the  mud  has  partially  re- 
moved, the  cause  of  her  agitation  is  at  once  re- 
vealed to  him, 

A  band  of  Mohawks  were  clustered  around 
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vi^  seemed  to  be  the  fresh  track  of  a  white 
OMQ  in  the  forest    Greyslaer,  from  the  inter- 
VBiuog  foliage,  could  by  no  means  distinguish 
^object  at  which  the  Indians  pointed,  but  the 
>igoificant  gestures  of  the  whole  party  left  no 
I      doubt  upon  his  mind  that  the  joyful  discovery  of 
m  enemy's  trail  had  caused  the  wild  yell  which 
^  startled  him    and  his  companion.      The 
Indians  had  apparently  been  pursuing  their  way 
ibough  the  ravine  in  a  direction  nearly  parallel 
to  fliat  which  he  was  traversing.    The  next 
■Himent,  and  the  whole  band  had  disappeared 
from  beneath  his  eye;  the  Mohawks  vanishing 
behind  the  gray  trees  so  suddenly  and  silently, 
ttiati  as  their  painted  forms  and  tufted  plumage 
disappear  amid  the  dark  foliage,  it  seems  as  if 
tome  wild  vision  of  the  forest  has  melted  amid 
its  glooms ;  and  he  almost  expects  them  to  re- 
ippear  the  next  moment  by  his  side  from  be- 
[      neath  the  rugged  bark  of  the  huge  oaks  around 
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him;    Buch  as  unfolded  to  releaee  the  fabled 
Dryads  of  old. 

"  The  Dew  "  waited  until  aufficJent  time  had 
elapsed  for  the  Indiana  to  gain  several  hundred 
yards,  and  then,  motioning  to  Greyelaer  to  tread 
carefully  in  her  footsteps,  descended  the  steep 
bank  a  few  paces,  and  conini«iced  moving 
rapidly  along  the  hill-side.  She  bad  not  pro- 
ceeded far  in  this  direction,  however,  beffbre, 
coming  to  a  spot  where  Botne  huge  loc^ 
covered  only  with  dogbrierB,  let  down  the  light 
too  broadly  into  the  forest,  she  turned  abruptly 
from  the  path,  thredded  the  thorny  defile,  and, 
crossing  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  ridge,  re- 
gained the  point  from  which  she  had  recuitly 
started.  The  old  path  was  then  followed  bade 
for  full  a  mile,  and  then  again  as  suddenly  left 
as  before.  Four  distinct  trails  were  thus  made 
to  branch  out  at  intervals  from  that  which  Mas 
and  his  guide  were  actually  travelling ;  and  the 
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''^^(i  seeming  content  with  these  precautions, 
kept  the  way  steadily  forward ;  save  that, 
and  anon,  she  would  pause  for  a  moment 
some  more  open  glade,  poise  herself  upon 
fallen  trunk,  throw  a  keen  but  furtive 
around  her,  and  then  flit  lightly  as  a 
l^n>d  from  its  perch  into  the  leafy  shadows 
k^yond. 

A  deep  swamp  received  them  next :  and  no 
r^>iith  less  light  of  foot  than  Greyslaer  could 
■  »fc^o  kept  up  with  the  forest  damsel  as  she 
S^llS<led  from  one  half-floating  tussock  to  another, 
feet  scarce  touching  the  black  and  slippery 
which,  plunged  as  they  were  in  the  slimy 
^^onld,  afforded  yet  the  firmest  stepping-place 
'^t>oand. 

A  mndfaU  upon  the  hill-side  was  to  be  tra- 
mmed next     The  uprooted  trees,  wrenched 
fimn  their  andent  seats  by  the  tornado's  force, 
lay  with  their  twisted  stems,  their  boughs  fast 
locked  logether,   their  enormous  roots  turned 
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vertically  to  the  sVy,  with  fragments  of  rock  and 
clay  matted  by  their  fibres,  and  walling  one 
side  of  the  pit  from  which  they  had  been 
uprooted,  while  barriers  of  rankly-grown  briers 
enclosed  the  others.  But  the  sphntered  tree, 
the  thorny  copse,  ihe  deep  pitfalls,  the  palissade 
of  gnarled  roots  ani\  jagged  rocks  protrud. 
ing  from  them,  offered  no  obstacle  to  the  fairy 
footsteps  of  "  The  Dew."  The  little  crossbill  of 
the  mountuD,  the  bird  that  best  lores  the 
*'  windfall,"  and  whose  twinkling  form  and 
brown  and  gray  plumage  is  often  the  only 
object  that  enlivens  these  ghastly  wrecks  of 
the  forest,  seemed  hardly  more  at  home  among 
them. 

A  tract  of  level  land  was  gained  at  last  It 
was  a  pine  barren,  where  the  trees  shot  up- 
ward a  hundred  feet  or  more,  with  not  a  leaf 
of  underwood  around  their  stems,  with  not  a 
shrub  below  them,  and  scarcely  a  green  bough 
appearing  to  break   the   monotonous   range  oE' 
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oolumnsy  gave  those  which  formed  the  verdant 
roof  which  shut  in  thb  solemn  temple.  The 
brown  maid  here  told  her  white  companion 
to  take  the  lead.  She  pointed  through  an 
almoBt  strdght  vista  between  the  interminable 
trunks ;  and  Max,  seeing  his  way  before  him, 
stepped  fleetly  forward,  his  companion  treading 
cautiously  in  his  footsteps  upon  the  yielding 
nnd. 

They  had  nearly  crossed  these  dangerously 

<^  glades,   when  Greyslaer  suddenly  felt  a 

%ht  hand  upon  his  shoulder;  he  turned  and 

^w  the  girl  pointing,   with  an  agitated  look, 

^  an  object  that  was  advancing  toward   them 

''^a.Tly  in   the  direct    line  they   were    travel- 

''^^S.     It  was  an  Indian  just    emerging  from 

^^  thickets  of  ash  and  maple  that  grew  upon 

"^^B^   edge  of    the    barren.      A  few  moments 

^^^ve^  and  they  would  have  gained  the  same 

ife^fy  covert 

The  girl  in  an  instant  knew  the  man  for  a 

L  5 
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Mohawk.  She  wailed  not  to  see  whether  he 
was  followed  by  othere.  It  might  be  one  of 
the  same  band  she  had  seen  a  few  hours  beforv 
upon  the  trail  of  the  white  hunt«r ;  and,  if  so, 
all  her  efforts  to  avoid  them  had  but  involved 
her  friend  in  their  toils.  But,  whether  it  were 
the  same  or  another  party  of  her  tribesmen, 
it  mattered  not;  the  life  of  Greyalaer  now 
depended  more  than  ever  upon  her  faithful  and 
sagacious  guidance.  The  Indian  paused  and 
looked  backward,  as  if  awaiting  the  comiog  up 
of  his  party.  "  The  Dew  ^  seized  the  moment, 
and,  followed  by  Max,  sped  backward  on  her 
path.  She  crossed  and  recrossed  it  repeatedly, 
Greyslaer  now  in  his  turn  stepping  lightly  and 
carefully  in  her  footprints,  so  as  to  cover,  yet 
not  wholly  erase  them,  while  their  way  yet  lay 
through  the  sands  of  the  pine  barren. 

They  gained  at  last  the  thick  greenwood, 
where  the  deciduous  trees  embowered  thetr 
path,  and  the  elastic  carpet  of  moss  and  wild 
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flowers^  and  spongy  trunks  o'ergrown  with 
juniper,  and  tangled  thickets  of  moosewood  and 
wytcb-hopple,  gave  now  the  springy  footing 
the  tired  hunter  loves,  and  now  afforded  the 
deep  covert  where  the  hounded  deer  will  seek 
to  hide. 

Proceeding  thus  in  a  westward  direction,  the 

fugitives  soon  found  themselves  again   withia 

sight  of  the  river,  and  near  the  very  place 

where  they  had  landed  in  the  morning.    The 

carrent  ran  swifdy,  but  they  did  not  hesitate 

to  ford  it,  and  clamber  a  mountainous  ridge 

opposite.    They  paused  upon  a  lofty  ledge  of 

Tock  to  look   back,  and    saw  their    pursuers 

already  in  the  stream.     They  crossed  the  ridge, 

^  descended  to  the  other  side.    They  gained 

tbe  banks  of  another  river  not  larger  than  the 

^U  but  hesitated  to  cross ;  for  the  yell  of  the 

^'^^s  was  echoed  from  the  rocks  above  them, 

^  they  feared  to  be  seen  while  making  the 

l««age.    Whither  shall  they  now  fly  ?    They 


in  doubling  thus  upon  their  tracki 
make  the  point  where  the  two  brant 
and  mingle  their  waters.  They  turn 
the  stream  they  have  been  folloi 
^fclamber  tip  the  sides  of  the  glen  throi 
it  flows,  and  find  themselves  upon 
isthmus,  with  another  stream,  deepe 
more  violent,  roaring  around  its  ra 
Greystaer  approached  the  verge  of  I 
pice,  and  despaired  of  proceeding  ttx6 
cliff  opposite  was  steep  as  that  wbe 
stood.  The  main  stream,  whose  ti 
seemed  he  had  been  last  traversiii^ 
cloven  its  way  through  a  rocky  li 
channel  so  narrow,  that  any  of  the  tre 
him  would  span  the  black  chasm.  Bi 
no  axe  to  fell  one,  nor  would  be  han 
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At  this  moment  the  shrill  whoop  of  the  Mo- 

'^^ksrose  fearfully  behmd  him.    They  were 

''Car.    He  spoke  a  few  words  to  his  companion, 

'eiied  a  pendent  vine  that  flourished  near  the 

spot^  and  flung  himself  out  from  the  face  of  the 

di^  as  if  determined  to  drop  into  the  roaring 

corrent,  and  take  hb  chance  for  escape  in  its 

ttigry  bosom.    He  cast  one  glance  back  on  the 

maid  ere  he  let  himself  drop  in  the  tide  below. 

She  had  not  sprung  forward  to  prevent  him, 

but  stood  with  folded  arms  and  a  look  of  indig- 

>Uttit  sorrow  upon  her  brow.     Was  it  mingled 

aoom  and  pity  that  he  should  thus  desert  his 

preserver  ?    So  thought  Max,  as,  still  holding 

Ub  grasp  on  the  vine,  he  permitted  himself  to 

•wing  back  by  her  side.     "  Surely  you  can 

8wim — ^you  do    not    shrink    from  trying  that 

stream  with  me  P'"  he  cried. 

"Were  my  brother  an  otter,  he  could 
not  live  in  that  terrible  water,"  replied  the 
maiden. 
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The  whoop  was  again  pealed  nearer  ac 
more  near ;  it  rose,  too,  this  time,  from  a 
savage  voices.  The  girl  wrung  her  hands 
if  in  despair,  while  Greyslaer  fiJded  his 
and  leaned  agdnst  a  tree,  as  if  moodily  resigiM 
to  his  fate.  Suddenly,  however,  the  thoQg^ 
of  a  new  device  inspires  **  The  Dew*  SI 
clambers  like  a  squirrel  toward  the  tree*^ 
from  which  the  vine  depends;  loosing  a  loi 
and  vigorous  tendril  from  the  stem  as  mi 
ascends,  she  quickly  passes  another  and 
smaller  one  round  it,  so  as  to  attach  it  firm 
to  a  projecting  bough;  descends  a  few  yas^ 
and,  grasping  the  vine  tightly  in  her  haiB^ 
darts  out  from  the  wall  of  foliage  like 
swallow  from  the  face  of  a  cliff,  clears  'iJ 
chasm,  and  lands  safely  upon  a  dizzy  le^ 
opposite. 

Greyslaer,   who,  unappalled  for  himself  ft* 
but  a  few  moments  before  hung  suspended 
the  gulf  below,  covers  his  face  with  his  ba.i 
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ID  the  instant  the  daring  feat  is  in  the  act  of 

bebg  aooomplished ;  and,  almost  ere  he  can 

look  again,  the  maid  has  recrossed  the  chasm 

and  dropped  nimbly  by  his  side.     But  why  do 

^y  still  delay  ?     The  sound  of  pursuit  grows 

^er,  yet  Max  refuses  to  take  the  chance 

of  escape^  of  which   his    noble  guide  has  so 

''^gly  set  an  example,  until  she  herself  is 

in  a  place  of  safety.    The  breath  of  an  instant 

^  precious — and  now  "  The  Dew  "  again  makes 

toe  airy  passage,  and  is  followed  by  her  friend 

^0  instant  he  can  recover  the  vine  as  it  swings 

^^  within  his  reach.  "  The  Dew,"  with  Indian 

I^!^ution,  seizes  it  once  more  as  he  is  thought* 

^^ly  about  releasing  it  from   his  grasp,  and, 

^•^ding  the  end  around  a  heavy  stone,  she 

^ds  it  to  Max,  and  signifies  to  him  to  throw 

into  a  thicket  upon   the  same   side  of  the 

^^eam  whereon  it  grew.     The  two  have  then 

^^^ly  time  to  plunge  into  the  bushes  beyond 

^^tii,  when    the    pursuing    Mohawks  appear 
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CHAPTER  V. 


A   NIGHT  IN  THB   WHOOPING    HOLLOW. 


^  Then  sweet  the  hour  that  brings  release 
From  danger  and  from  toil ; 
We  talk  the  batUe  over» 
And  share  the  battlers  spoil/* 

Song  of  MarUm*t  Men, 

*  A  gentle  arm  entwines  her  form,  a  voice  is  in  her  ear, 
Wliidi  eren  in  deaths  cold  gra^>  itself  'twould  win  her  back 

to  hear; 
Now  happj  is  that  Santee  maid,  and  proudly  bless'd  is  he. 
And  in  her  fiioe  the  tear  and  smile  are  strangely  sweet  to  see, ' 

SiMMS. 

The  Whooping  Hollow  lay  now  directly  in  their 
nmte  to  Fort  George,  and  thither  the  footsteps 
of  the  fiigitiyes  were  directed.  <*  The  Dew  ^  was 
faint  from  hunger,  and  the  weary  spirits  of 
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Greyslaer  were  anything  but  cheered  by  the  de- 
solate scene  of  that  swampy-shored  lake,  with 
here  and  there  a  dead  tree  waving  the  long  mist 
from  its  gray  arms  as  it  stood  solitary  amid  the 
half-floating  bog.  All  concern  for  himself 
however,  was  forgotten  in  distressing  anxiety 
for  his  companion. 

They  had  still  eight  or  ten  miles  to  travel  to 
reach  Fort  William  Henry,  and  the  day  was 
nearly  spent  But  now  a  new  source  of  interest 
presents  itself  to  stimulate  his  nerves.  He 
hears  a  distant  volley  of  fire-arms,  followed  by 
a  broken  but  rapid  discharge,  as  of  a  running 
fight  beyond  the  hills.  It  nears  him,  and  be 
fancies  he  can  hear  the  rallying  shout  of  white 
combatants  mingling  hoarsely  with  the  shrill 
yell  of  Indian  onslaught.  Unarmed  as  he  is, 
Greyslaer  bounds  forward,  as  if  to  aid  those  of 
his  own  blood,  who,  it  would  seem,  are  borne 
down  in  the  battle.  He  turns  to  give  one  look 
to  his  companion.     The  languid  eyes   of  the 
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Iroquois  girl  kindle  with  new  life  as  she  motions 
to  him  to  leaye  her  to  her  &te  and  rush  for- 
ward. 

But  now,  again,  another  volley,  another 
ahout^  and  then  the  Indian  whoop  grows  fainter 
ami  £unter,  as  of  meiK  scattered  and  fleeing  in 
punuit  He  listens  intently,  but  the  sounds 
of  the  battle  have  died  away  in  the  distance. 

The  twilight  has  come,  the  night  closes  in, 

and  again  the  moon  marches  up  the  heavens  to 

cbeer  the  wanderers,   i^  indeed,  her  ghastly 

light,  shining  down  among  those  haggard  trees, 

and  gleaming  upon  the  pool  that  has  settled  in 

that  dreary  hollow,  have  aught  of  cheering  in 

it.    The  gentle-souled  Greyslaer  looks  often 

into  the  deep  and  languid  eyes  of  the  suffering 

and  innocent-hearted  girl  who  has  dared  and 

endured  so  much  for  him.     He  blames  himself 

lor  having  permitted  her  to  encounter  the  perils 

they  have  undergone ;  not  the  least  of  which, 

that  of  starvation  in  the   wilderness,  they  are 


GREVSLAER. 


n 


now  beginning  to  realize.  The  fort,  it  iB  true^ 
is  not  far;  but  will  "1"he  Dew"  have  strengtU 
to  reach  it  on  the  morrow  f 

He  has  made  her  a  couch  of  fern  and  leaves, 
where  the  cradling  roots  of  an  ancient  birch 
supply  her  mossy  pillow  ;  and  now  she  shrinkff' 
not  Irom  his  ministering  care  as  he  stts  neai^i 
watching  till  her  eyee  be  closed  in  slumber.  ■ 
But  hark  !  there  are  other  human  Bounds  in  the 
forest  besides  the  cry  of  the  whooping  savage, 
or  the  distant  din  of  border  conflict.  Can  it 
be  a  crew  of  merry-makers,  or  is  it  only  the 
echoes  of  the  place  which  wake  in  chorus  to  the 
song  now  trolled  along  the  hillside : 

"  Boom,  boj^  room,  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 
Oh  wh;  Hhouldn't  every  mao  eajoj  his  own  mom  > 
EDDugh  in  the  gieenvood,  if  not  in  the  hall. 
By  the  light  of  the  mooa  there'i  enough  for  ui  all." 

"  Hist !  hallo  there,  white  man  I  where  the 
devil  do  you  come  &om  I"  cried  the  foremost  of 
the   forest   choir,   advancing    from   under    thes 
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boughs  into  the  moonlight,  and  levelling  his 
nfle  upon  Greyslaer  as  he  spoke.  *<  King  or 
Congress !  Speak  up,  my  good  fellow,  if  youVe 
got  a  tongue." 

"DeRoos." 

''Whose  voice  is  that?    Good  God!  Max 

Greyslaer,  is  it  your  living  self  that  I  hold  in 

my  aims?"     And   the    impetuous  brother    of 

Alida-^for  it  was  no  other  than  Derrick  him* 

■df—drew  back  from  the  embrace  of  Greyslaer, 

into  which  he  had  thrown  himself,  to  look  ear- 

^^y  into  the  wan  features  of  his  long-lost 

^ihL    Their  aspect  of  suffering  filled  him 

^4  emotions  which  he  could  only  conceal  in 

^^  as,  turning  round,  he  shouted  to  his  com- 

^alt,  Lansingh,    Miller,   carry  on,   men, 

^V  ^n.    Here  are  more  wonders  in  the  woods 

^^Rht  than  those  we've  yet  dreamed  ot" 

^^t  Bait  had  heard  the  first  joyful  cry  of  re- 

^^V^^tion  between  the  friends,  and  was  already 
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hugging  Greyslaer  in  bis  arms  with  an  i; 
monious  vigour,  that  sensibly  reminded  ] 
De  Roos's  unfortunate  speecb,  aeBimilattiig  him 
to  a  bear,  which  had  once  given  such  deep  ofr' 
fence  to  the  worthy  woodsman.  The  saluUttionC 
of  the  other  hunters,  though,  of  course,  lea^ 
familiar,  were  hardly  less  hearty,  as  Bait  aiooq 
by  and  proudly  encouraged  them  to  co 
and  take  the  band  of  his  old  pupil. 

"  Didn't  I  tell  ye,  boys,"  said  he,  that 
young  Max  would  come  to  hand  the  fight  ade 
up?  Alive?  he!  only  look  at  the  yoang 
springald.  Thin  and  raw-boned  as  be  is,  there's 
life  enough  in  him  to  squeeze  it  out  of  any  of 
us.  Law  sorts,  Capting  Max,  how  your  shoul- 
ders have  spread :  and  your  face,  too,  is  as 
brown  as  Kit  Lansingh's  here.  Kit,  you  land- 
lougber,  stand  up  and  measure  hathes  with  the 
capting." 

But  Greyslaer  had  turned  away,  and  was 
bending  with  anxious  solicitude  over  a  figure 
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that  bad  hitherto  escaped  the  notice  of  his 
friemb.  ^  Some  water,  Bait ;  quickly,  in  the 
name  of  Heaven,  quickly,  old  man.  She  faints, 
she  &bt8»^  said  Greyslaer,  in  tones  of  almost 
agoniziog  solicitude,  as  he  supported  the  sink- 
ing head  of  *^  The  Dew^  upon  his  bosom.  **  Ah  I 
they^  be  an  age  in  returning  from  the  lake. 
Yoar  Guteen,  De  Roos ;  a  drop  from  that  may 
yet  revive  her." 

De  Roos  tore  the  canteen  from  his  side;  and, 
^  Max  applied  the  cordial  to  her  lips,  the  maid 
^fmi  her  eyes. 

**  Have  you  no  refreshment — a  single  biscuit 
m  your  pouch  ?'  asked  Grejrslaer. 
**  Here's  a  corn-cake,  captain,"  said  a  hunter, 

™&g  a  fragment  of  the   coarse  bread   to 

^^'cydacr. 
^  Yes,  and  we  can  soon  get  you  up  plenty  of 

^''^^i^''  cried   Lansingb,   who  now   returned 

^  the  lake-side  with  the  water,  for  which 

^0  or  three  of  his  comrades  had  simultaneously 

"ttbed  together. 
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"  Off,  ihen,  with  you  at  once,   Kit,  rejmned 
Bait,  who  now  came  puffing  and  blowing  up  the 
bill.     "  We  must  needs  camp  here,  I  take  it; 
for  the  gal's  state  won't  allow  her  removal  to-  fl 
ni^ht.     Who'd  a'  guessed,  though,  of  findings  J 
petticoat  here  with  the  capting?"  M 

"Carry  on,  boys,  cany  on,  theo;  get  Bft 
your  shanties  as  soon  as  may  be,"  said  0e  Rom, 
while  those  of  the  hunters  who  had  not  gone  off 
with  Laneingh  after  the  remains  of  the  deer 
upon  which  tbey  had  already  feasted,  beBtirred 
themselves  on  ever)'  side.  Some  cut  stakes  and 
rafters  for  the  frame  of  the  vigwam;  some 
peeled  the  bark  from  ancient  hemlocks,  which, 
though  prostrate  upon  the  ground,  had  not  yet 
mouldered;  spreading  the  broad  pieces  over 
the  roof  and  adown  the  sides ;  while  others 
strewed  the  floor  of  the  shanty  with  the  fragrant 
branches  shorn  from  the  living  tree,  after  felling 
it  for  the  purpose  of  being  stripped.  Some 
busied  themselves  in  kindling  a  fire  before  the 
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opening  of  this  sylvan  shed,  while  the  forest 
resounded  with  the  stroke  of  the  axe,  as  others 
felled  the  hard-wood  trees,  chopped  them  up, 
and  piled  them  near  to  feed  the  growing  flame 
when  wanted. 

Greyslaer,  in  the  mean  time,   now  that  his 
Mxiety  about  "  The  Dew  *'  was  relieved,  sum- 
nurily  detailed  his  principal  adventures,  speak- 
ing always  of  the  disinterested  and  heroic  Indian 
giflin  terms  that  would  have  deepened  even 
tbe  colour  of  her  red  cheek,  could  she  have  un- 
derstood the  language  in  which  they  were  ut- 
tered.   De  Roos,  in  return,  gave  him  informa- 
tioD  of  both  a  public  and  private  nature  which 
claimed  his  deepest  interest. 

The  account   which    Derrick   gave   him  of 

Alidads  escape  from  the  cavern  of  Waneonda, 

though  bringing  to  Max  the  blessed  assurance 

of  ber  present  safety,  was  anything  but  satis- 

fiurtory;    for,   while    the    hot-headed    Derrick 

inveighed  against  the  whole  race  of  rascally 

VOL.    II.  M 
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Tories  as  concerned  in  her  imprisonnati 
Greyslaer  could  not  but  have  his  own  co&tic- 
tions  that  this  mysterious  business  was  oneftt 
which  the  Royalists,  as  a  party,  had  but  litlli 
to  do.  Thb,  however,  was  not  the  moment  t9 
dwell  upon  a  subject  so  painful,  nor  vraaDs 
Roos  the  character  with  whom  he  could  vcBton 
upon  any  half-formed  surmises,  without  belny* 
ing  the  confidence  of  Alida  to  the  foil  «xMl 
that  she  had  entrusted  him  m  her  affiurs. 

^<  But  tell  me,  De  Roos,"  cried  Max,  miUV 
an  effort  to  dash  these  bewildering  thoogkti 
from  his  mind,  **  how  came  you  in  ^these  wooJi 
with  old  Bait?" 

«<  With  old  Bait?  Why,  an  hour  anee^  I 
believed  truly  that  he  was  a  hundred  mileft  fo^ 
here,  as  I  did  that  you,  dear  Max,  were  eqof 
ing  the  hospitality  of  our  refugee  frieiidB  i> 
Canada.  Bait  must  tell  you  himself  how  to 
came  here ;  for  I  deferred  hearing  his  stoiy  tS 
we  gained  his  camp,  whither  he  was  conductiflf 
me  when  I  fell  in  with  you." 


OREY8LAER.  248 

^  Bat  yourself;  bow  came  you  here  your- 
self?" 

^  Oh,  why,  you  know,  we  are  only  a  few 
miles  from  the  fort;  so  it's  no  great  wonder 
that  I  should  be  here.  Van  Sbaick  sent  me 
yesterday  to  look  after  some  batteaux  at  Glen's 
Falls,  which  are  sent  up  from  below  for  the 
transportation  of  the  baggage  of  the  command 
which,  you  know,  has  been  relieved.'' 

^  I  know  ?  How  should  I  know  anything 
about  the  matter,  or  imagine,  even,  that  you 
were  at  Fort  George,  or  who,  indeed,  was  its 
commandant?" 

**  True,  ay,  true ;  I  forgot  how  you  have  been 
cooped  up  in  these  stirring  times.  Well,  you 
see,  as  I  was  about  to  mention,  an  incidental 
part  of  my  duty  led  me  back  to  the  lake  by 
this  route^  which]  is  only  a  few  miles  longer,  to 
the  font  Gansevoort,  our  lieutenant-colonel, 
got  some  information  from  Albany  a  day  or 
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two  since  about  that  cut-throat  Tory,  Joe  Bettya 
who " 

"  Joe  Bettys,  the  cut>throat  Tory .'"  cried 
Greyslaer,  echoing  his  words  in  astonishmeDl. 
"  What,  uot  Ensign  Joe  Bettys,  who  was  so 
ardent  a  Whig,  albeit  a  boon  compamon  and 
crony  of  the  Tory  Bradsbawe  ?" 

"  The  same  man,  M&\;  and  a  brare  Whi^^^ 
too,  he  proved  himeelf  under  Arnold  in  Canada. 
But,  either  from  some  disgust  with  our  officers, 
or  an  original  want  of  principle,  he  has  beeo 
won  over  to  the  other  side,  and  commenced  his 
Tory  career  in  a  dashing  style,  that  must  make 
him  long  remembered  in  these  parts.  He  is 
said  to  have  taken  up  his  quarters  here  in  the 
Whooping  Hollow,  and,  assuming  the  disguise 
of  a  mongrel  mountebank,  an  outcast  ludian 
vagrant  whom  he  killed,  he  has  practised  so 
successfully  upon  the  superstitious  fears  of  the 
jieople,  that  they  would  make  uo  effort  to  follow 
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^d  seize  him  upon  his  retreating  here  after 

s<nne  deed  of  blood  or  plunder.     So  I  took  an 

Indian  guide,  and  came  poking  through  here 

to  see  if  I  could  beat  up  his  quarters  in  passing, 

^f  at  least,  light  upon  his  trail." 

«  And  you  fell  in  with  Bait " 

^  Just  in  time  to  lend  a  volley  which  saved 
him  from  a  devil  of  a  licking ;  for  he  and  his 
hazidfiil  of  hunters  were  mad  enough  to  engage 
with  a  score  of  Mohawks,  led  on,  as  I  suspect, 
by  Isaac  Brant,  or  Au-neh-yesh,  as  he  calls 
himself." 

^  Isaac  Brant  ?  Why,  I  have  already  told 
you  that  \  left  him  upon  the  shores  of  a  lake 
£u*  west  of  this,    a  dying  man,    as  I  thought, 

and ^" 

^  Ay,  but  that  was  some  six  months  since,  if 
I  understood  you  rightly ;  and  I  assure  you  he 
18  bloody  Isaac  Redivivus  now.  Everybody  has 
nine  lives  in  these  times.  Isaac,  I  know,  at  least 
to  be  alive  and  kicking;    for,  with   Kasselman 
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Einpie  and  other  Bcoundrelly  Tories  who  fi^ 
under  the  disguise  of  Indians,  he  makes  as  mud) 
noise  in  this  neighbourhood  as  his  &ther,  with 
fifty  times  the  number  of  men,  is  creating  along 
the  Unadilla  region.  There  is,  though,  a  touch 
of  humanity  about  old  Joseph  that  his  son  it 
wholly  innoci>nt  of," 

"  And  you  think,  then,  that  Isaac's  tribesmen) 
who  were  in  pursuit  of  me,  guided  him  hiUitf 
to-night?" 

"  Even  80." 

"  But  the  friendly  Indian  who  was  you 
pioneer  to  the  Hollow,  I  don't  see  him  here." 

"  He  loitered  behind,  where  I  left  my  corpon) 
to  bury  some  two  or  three  brave  fellows  whom 
I  have  lost  by  this  night's  business.  By-tb^waj, 
it  is  our  old  boyish  friend  Teondetha.  Tlie 
Tryon  county  committee  sent  him  as  a  runnei 
to  Albany,  whence  he  was  despatched  with  the 
message  to  the  fort,  requiring  the  presence  vi 
our  regiment  to  overawe  the  Tories   on  the 
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Mohawk.  But  here  comes  Miller  and  his 
men.  You  put  those  brave  boys  to  bed  safely, 
Millerr 

^  Safely  and  suugly,  captain ;  neither  wolves 
nor  hidians  will  trouble  them,  I  reckon,^  replied 
^  corporal,  touching  his  hat 

"Where's  the  Oneida?" 

^  He  cleared  out  as  soon  as  he  had  taken  the 
h>ir  of  the  Redskins  that  fell  on  the  other  side. 
I  mistruBt  he  has  followed  on  to  see  if  he  couldn^t 
>dd  another  scalp  to  his  string/' 

''It's  the  natur  of  all  of  them,'^  ejaculated 
Bait;  <«dog  eating  dog.  He  must  have  had 
pHxl  picking,  too^  among  the  dead  varmint, 
^iun;  for  there  they  lay  on  the  grass,  six  big 
^'^  Injuns,  likely  fellows  all,  beside  a  withered 
^p  that  I  clipped  over  with  my  hatchet,  and 
'^  to  curl  up  and  die." 

**  And  the  boy,**'  said  De  Roos,  without 
"^^ngBalt^s  words,  in  a  slight  tone  of  anxiety ; 

you  saw  nothing  of  the  boy,  Adam  !" 
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moment ;  and  he  doubtless  was  glad 
go  with  them." 

"  What  hoy  is  that  you  speak  ol 
Grejslaer,  with  some  anxiety. 

"  Nobody — nothing — only  a  half-' 
that  we  picked  up  on  oiir  inarch.  Net 
wasn't  it,  Miller?" 

"  Yes,  captain,  in  the  shanty  at  til 
landing  which  you  visited  when  we 
afore,  you  know.  That  lime,  I  m 
you  had  high  words  with  the  old  n 
cause  you  said  you  knew  better  wb 
clared  that  Uie  child  ought  rightfu 
long  to  Isaac  Brant,  whose  bod  hi 
when " 

"  Silence,  sir,"  commanded  De 
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^B3  Qo  child  there  at  the  time,  you  know  well, 
-ViUer." 

**  Certify  /  there  was  not,  capdng ;  but  you 
knatr  you  asked  when  next  he  would  be  there, 
^  his  mother,  I  forget  which.'* 

**  Well,  well,  if  8  no  matter  what  you  forget, 
^  you  don't  forget  your  duty,  which  no  one  can 
'^^^^^^tee  you  of,  my  brave  fellow.  And  now  let 
7^^^  men  build  another  fire  for  themselves,  for 
here  come  the  hunters  with  something  to  make 
*  broil  of." 

^i*eyslaer,  in  the  mean  time,  had  listened  to 
^'^  dialogue  with  an  interest  much  beyond  that 
^  ^Ttlinary  curiosity.  The  early  dissipation  of 
^*^  Dirk  de  Roos,  as  his  friend  was  univer- 
^^y'  called  when  they  were  college  mates  toge- 
"^•">  was  not  unknown  to  him;  for,  though 
yott^g^f  than  Derrick,  yet,  being  of  a  graver 
^^  more  earnest  character,  he  had  often  taken 
upc^K^  himself  the  duty  of  an  older  person  in 
|cct\xring  his  hair-brained    chum.      He  recol- 
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lected  well  that,  daring  one  of  their  vftcstjoa 
visits   to  the  Hawksnest,    the  scaudal  of   the  |i 
(Country  jieople  had  associated  De  Roos'a  Dame 
with  that  of  a  beautiful  squawi  who,  those  cott-  '| 
nected  with  the  Indian  office  at  Guy  Park  esid,  ' 
was  betrothed  to  Isaac  Brant   He  remembered, 
too,  that,  one  Christmas  morning,  Guy  Jobason    I 
rode  to  the   Hawksnest  with  a  magistrate,  wba   . 
was  at  the  Park  enjojing  the  hospitality  of  the   ' 
season,  and  closeted  tbemselveB  with  bia  guar^ 
dian,  De  Roos's  father,  upon  busineBS  which, 
though  deemed  by  the  family  to  be  of  a  political 
nature,  had  filled  him  with  anxiety  for  his  friend, 
who  was  absent  at  the  time.     And  more  fects 
and  reminiscences  equally  linked  together,  and 
having  the  bearing  of  strong  circumstantial  evi- 
dence upon  this  delicate  matter,  might  have  sug- 
gested themseWes  to  Greyslaer's  mind,  had  he 
not  suddenly   been   startled    from  his    painbl 
musings  by  a  wild  cry  of  joy  from  "  The  Dew"  as 
Teondetha  suddenly  presented  himself  in  the 
light  of  the  fire  before  her. 
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The  maid  recoiled  abashed  and  agitated  the 
instant  she  had  uttered  this  natural  outbreak  of 
ber  feelbgs,  while  Teondetha^  who,  with  noise- 
l68B  step,  had  approached  to  light  his  calumet 
by  the  fire,  started  erect  from  his  stooping  pos- 
ture, and  gazed  with  eagle  glance  around.  But 
the  girl  had  sunk  back  upon  the  pile  of  brush 
npon  which  she  was  reclining  in  one  comer  of 
^  shanty,  and  the  tall  spire  of  flame  which 
sbot  up  between  them  prevented  her  for  a  mo- 
nieut  from  being  seen  by  her  lover.  De  Roos, 
^  high  spirits,  as  usual,  was  busy  superintend - 
^  the  preparations  for  supper  at  the  different 
^^  and  joking  with  the  men  grouped  around 
^m  as  he  restlessly  moved  to  and  fro  from  one 
to  the  other.  Greyslaer  alone  had  his  eye  upon 
^  Indian  pair,  and  as  he  now  fully  understood 
uieir  language,  he  was  not  a  little  amused  with 
"^  cool  generalship  with  which  the  Oneida 
n^e  his  advances. 

"*  My  sister,^  said  Teondetha,  seating  himself 
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on  a  log  near  the  opening  of  the  shanty,  the  mo- 
meDt  he  discovered  the  vicinity  of  his  lady-lovej 
how  is  it  with  her  i^ 

<'  As  with  the  bird  that  has  wandered  from 
its  nest,  and  knows  not  where  to  alight ;  aa 
with  the  sunheam  that  drops  into  the  forest) 
and  finds  no  sister  ray  to  receive  and  mingle 
with  her  beneath  its  chilling  leaves." 

"  Teondetha  is  the  tree  whereon  the  bird 
would  alight.*  His' heart  is  tbe  fountain  thst 
would  send  back  a  ray  to  mingle  with  the  sun- 
beam. Teondetha  is  a  great  warrior.  He 
must  build  a  lodge  of  his  own,  wherein  to 
hang  up  the  scalps  of  his  enemies.  Who 
will  be  there  to  light  the  pipe  of  the  young 
chief?" 

The  girl,  so  far  from  shrinking  at  sight  of  the 
gory  trophies  at  his  belt,  gazed  now  admiringly 
upon  them  a8*her  half-savage  lover  held  them 
up  to  her  eyes. 

•  The  meaning  of  Teondetha  is  "  a  fiillen  (rw." 
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^  The  young  chief  has  earned  a  right  to 
smoke  before  the  women/'  she  said  **  The 
I)^  will  not  extinguish  his  pipe  when  he 
Kghu  it"  « 

^'Good!**  said  the  copper-coloured  gallant; 
and,  bending  over  the  coals,  he  carelessly  swept 
up  one  with  his  hand,  and  dropped  it  into  the 
bowl  of  his  pipe.  He  puffed  away  calmly  for  a 
few  moments,  while  his  thoughts  seemed  occu- 
pied only  in  watching  the  smoke-wreaths  that 
circled  around  him. 

**  What  sees  my  brother  in  the  smoke  ?"  asked 
the  girl,  after  watching  her  taciturn  wooer  for  a 
while. 

*«  A  bird,"  replied  the  Indian,  gravely. 
The  girl  smiled,  was   silent  for  a  moment, 
and  then  looking  down  rather  demurely,  and 
pulling  to  pieces   the  twigs  whereon  she  sat, 
asked — 

**  What  says  the  bird  to  my  brother?" 

^<  It  says  that  Teondetha   is   a  tree  whose 
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leaves  will  only  flourish  by  The  Spreading 
Dew." 

The  girl  laughed  outright,  (girls  will  laugh  I) 
but  the  solemn  composu^  of  her  companion 
seemed  nowiae  disturbed  by  her  merriment. 
The  laugh,  however,  ceased  at  once,  without 
subsiding  into  a  titter. 

"  And  what  does  my  brother  see  oow  ?"  she 
resumed,  as  soon  as  she  had  recovered  ber  eo- 
briety. 

"  He  aeea  a  beaver." 

"  And  what  saya  the  beaver  ?" 

"  The  beaver  reminds  him  of  a  promise  which 
The  Dew  made  many  moons  ago,  off  by  the 
yellow  waters  that  flow  from  Garoga  Lake. 
The  beaver  says  that  those  of  his  tribe  who  have 
no  lodge  become  worthless  castaways.  *  Teon- 
detha,'  says  the  beaver,  <  let  not  The  Dew  go 
out  of  your  sight  again  till  you  have  built  one 
for  both  of  you.'  " 

"  The  beaver  is  never  foolish,"  murmured  the 
girl. 
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A  hettfy  puff  of  smoke  from  the  fire  at  that 
moment  wrapped  the  lovers  from  Greyslaer's 
aight,  and  be  could  not  see  whether  the  Indian 
pair  sealed  this  important  passage  of  their 
courtship  with  the  impress  that  fedrer  wooers 
would  perhaps  have  used;  but,  as  the  smoke 
cleared  away,  he  thought  that  he  distinguished 
The  Dew  withdrawing  her  little  hand  from 
that  of  Teondetha,  who  had  slightly  changed  his 
position. 

**  Carry  on,  carry  on,^^  cried  De  Roos,  at  this 
moment,  inviting  all  parties  to  supper  in  his 
favourite  phrase,  which,  like  the  '*  push  along, 
keep  moving,"  of  English  farce,  or  the  ^*  go 
ahead "  of  modem  American  slang,  served  him 
alike  upon  all  occasions,  and  was  equally  in  re- 
quisition whether  at  feast  or  fray. 

Max,  who  had  eaten  nothing  as  yet,  save  a 
biscuit  which  be  got  from  the  knapsack  of  a 
shun  soldier,  upon  which  he  had  been  seated 
near  the  fire,  was  sufficiently  sharp-set  to  fall 


to  with  a  keen  relish  of  the  fare  now  placed  be- 
fore him. 

*<  There's  the  cup  by  your  side^  capting,  if  it's 
that  ye're  looking  for.  Lean  over,  now,  with 
your  cracker  here,  till  I  put  this  slice  of  venison 
upon  it.  If  s  done  to  a  crisis,  I  tell  ye ;  brown 
on  the  outside,  and  juicy  red  within.  He 
critter  himself  would  be  tempted  to  taste  one  of 
his  own  cutlets,  if  he  were  of  a  flesh-£aring  natur* 
There,  now,  add  the  salt  and  pepper  fixings^ 
and  the  king  himself  hasn't  a  sUcker  supper. 
Never  mind  the  squaw,  never  mind  the  squaw, 
capting;  Scalpy  yonder  will  look  after  her.** 
And  running  on  thus  while  he  acted  as  cook, 
butler,  and  waiter  for  Greyslaer,  old  Bait,  ever 
on  the  alert  to  serve  him,  eyed  his  pupil  at  in- 
tervals with  an  affectionate  interest,  as  if  it 
cheered  his  very  heart  to  see  the  half-famished 
wanderer  relish  this  rude  entertainment. 

"Ah,  capting,*"  lie  resumed,  "but Miss  Alida 
will  be  glad  to  see  you.     We've  had  some  rare 
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dobags  in  the  valley  since  you  were  missed  from 

amoog  us.  Sir  John,  as  you  mayhap  know,  broke 

bis  parole  and  cleared  out  for  Canada,  after  being 

stolen  off  by  old  Joseph,  who  cut  his  way  at 

midnight  through  the  streets  of  Johnstown  in 

taking  him  from  the  Hall.     Folks  talk  hard  of 

the  baronet  for  leaving  as  he  did ;  but  Bait 

could  have  told  them  something  which  would 

prove   he  was   not  so  much  to  blame.     He 

thought  he  wasn't  safe,  he  did,  after  the  killing 

of  Mr.  Fenton  during  the  armistice  between  the 

Whigs  and  Tories.   But  Mr.  Fenton,  you  know, 

sought  his  own  death ;  and,  sorry  as  I  was  for 

it,  bow  could  I  help  smashing  him  as  I  did  ? 

You  don't  think  I  could,  capting  ?" 

**  It  was  a  bad  business.  Bait ;  but,  according 
to  the  account  which  Captain  De  Roos  gave  me 
to-night,  you  were  certainly  not  to  blame." 

••  I  mistrust  I  wasn^t — I  raaly  hope  not;  but 
Mr.  Fenton  was  a  fine  man,  a  likely  man,  cap- 
ting,  and  it  was  some  comfort  to  me  to  give  him 
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cbristian  burial  I  sent  home  his  watch,  and 
what  little  money  he  had  about  him,  to  hi»- 
family ;  and  the  two  or  three  papers  I  found  in 
his  pocket  I  kept  till  you  should  come  back  to 
tell  me  what  to  do  about  them.  What  else 
could  I  ?  I  never  had  book-lamin  enough 
to  read  written  hand,  and  I  didn't  know  but 
what  the  papers  might  hold  political  matters  of 
some  valw  to  our  friends ;  yet  I  was  afeard 
to  give  them  to  strangers  to  read,  lest  there 
might  be  private  things  in  them  about  Mr.  Fen- 
ton's  folks  that  the  family  would  cot  like  to  have 
go  abroad." 

"  Wherj  are  the  papers  now  ?"  asked  GreyB> 
laer. 

"  Miss  Alida  sealed  them  up  for  me,  and  put 
them  away  in  the  old  brass  beaufet  at  the 
Hawksnest ;  but  she  looked,  O  !  so  sad  when  I 
told  her  that  they  must  stay  there  till  you  came 
hum,  that  I  was  sorry  I  had  not  still  continued 
to  carry  them  about  in  my  shooting-pouch  with 
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me.  But  bow  did  I  know  but  tbat  I  should 
leave  my  poucb  and  scalp  both  among  these 
wiU  bills?'' 

^  You  did  most  rightly,  Bait/'  said  Greyslaer, 
not  untouched  by  these  proofs  of  the  just  sense 
of  propriety  which  seemed  to  govern  the  simple 
woodsman.  **  But  see^  that  tired  girl  has 
already  dropped  her  head  upon  her  arm,  as  if 
sleep  bad  overtaken  her.  Let  us  withdraw  from 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  shanty  to  the  other 
fire,  and  see  what  disposition  of  us  Captain  De 
Roos  proposes  for  the  night." 

^  Yes,  and  there's  the  Oneida  stretched  like 
a  hound  upon  the  edge  of  the  ashes,  so  that  no 
ODe  can  enter  the  shanty  without  stepping  over 
him.  It  is  but  judgmatical  for  us  to  look  for  a 
anoozing-place  elsewhere." 

De  Roos,  however,  when  they  joined  his 
party  a  few  yards  0%  seemed  to  have  no  idea  of 
any  one's  seeking  their  rest  so  soon.  He  had 
just  relieved  the  sentinels  who  had  been  posted 
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here  and  there  in  the  wo-^ds  around,  and  tho 
rest  of  his  half-disciplined  followers  were  ready 
enough  to  unite  with  Ball's  hunters  in  the 
chorus,  as  the  mad  captain  again  broke  out  in 
the  song  with  which  he  had  first  waked  the 
echoes  of  the  forest  round  about,  and  which  he 
had  originally  learned  from  old  Bait  bimeelC 
Greyslaer,  however,  borrowing  a  blanket  fram 
one  of  the  soldiers,  was  permitted  to  forego  a 
part  in  this  midnight  saturnalia  of  the  forest ;  for 
his  plea  of  excesaive  weariness  was  admitted 
when  De  Roos  remembered  that  they  must 
reach  Fort  George  early  on  the  morrow,  if  they 
would  have  a  place  in  the  column  when  his  regi- 
ment took  up  their  line  of  march.  The  way- 
worn heir  of  the  Hawksnest  was  soon  plunged 
in  deep  slumber ;  but  the  words  of  the  follow- 
ing song  ever  and  anon  mingled  in  his  drearas, 
as  the  woodland  revellers  bore  down  merrily  in 
the  chorus. 
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SONG  OF  BaLT  the  HUNTER. 

1. 

There  ma  an  old  hunter  camped  down  by  the  kill, 

Who  fiahed  in  this  water  and  shot  on  that  hill ; 

The  forest  for  him  had  no  danger  nor  gloom, 

For  all  that  he  wanted  was  plenty  of  room. 

Sayi  he,  **  The  world^s  wide,  there  is  room  for  us  all ; 

Room  enough  in  the  green  wood,  if  not  in  the  hall.*^ 
Room,  boys,  room,  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 
For  why  shouldn^t  every  man  enjoy  his  own  room  ? 

3. 
He  wove  hit  own  mats,  and  his  shanty  was  spread 
With  the  skins  he  had  dressed  and  stretched  out  overhead  ; 
The  branches  of  hemlock,  piled  deep  on  the  floor. 
Were  his  bed  as  he  sang  when  the  daylight  was  o*er, 
^  The  world*s  wide  enough,  there  is  room  for  us  all ; 
Room  enough  in  the  green  wood,  if  not  in  the  hall." 
Room,  boys,  room,  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 
For  why  shouldn*t  every  man  enjoy  his  own  room  ? 


3. 
Iliat  spring,  half  choked  up  by  the  dust  of  the  road. 
Through  a  grove  of  tall  maples  once  limpidly  flowed ; 
By  the  rock  whence  it  bubbles  his  kettle  was  hung, 
Wbidi  their  sap  often  filled,  while  the  hunter  he  sung, 
"■  The  world^s  wide  enough,  there  is  room  for  us  all ; 
Room  enough  in  the  green  wood,  if  not  in  the  hall.*' 
Room,  boys,  room,  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 
For  why  shouldn't  every  man  enjoy  his  own  room  ? 
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And  slill  >unB  the  hunter — wheo  one  gloom;  dif 
B(^  aiw  in  [he  hiesl  whs!  aaddened  tua  lay, 
'TvBs  tho  rut  which  a  beaT/'whcelod  wagoa  had  made. 
Where  the  greenawsn)  groiri  thick  in  the  brooi)  foreet  ^ 
•■  Tho  woiWs  wide  enougli,  tharo  is  room  for  us  all ; 
BooQi  enough  in  the  grocD  wood,  if  not  in  the  baU." 
Room,  bop,  room,  bj  the  light  of  the  moan. 
For  why  shooldnt  eTer7  man  enjoy  hii  own  room  ? 


But  ho  whittled  his  dog,  and  ray*  he,  ■*  We  cant  »a-f 
I  must  ahoulder  mj  rifle,  up  tnipa,  and  Awny," 
Next  day,  mid  thoee  maples,  the  >ettler'i  uce  rung. 
While  atowlj  the  hunter  trudged  off  as  he  sung, 
"  The  world's  wide  enough,  there  is  room  for  us  all ; 
Room  enough  in  the  green  wood,  if  not  in  the  hall.'" 
Room,  bofs,  room,  b;  the  light  of  the  moon. 
For  why  shouldn't  every  man  enjoy  his  own  room  ? 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


ESTRANGEMENT. 


'  **  Where  lore,  that  cannot  perish,  grows 
For  one,  alas  !  that  little  knows 
How  love  may  sometimes  last  *. 
Like  sunshine  wasting  in  the  skies, 
When  clouds  are  overcast.^' — Dawek. 

**  Is  the  prajer  rejected — the  suit  disdained  ? 
The  pleadings  of  love^are  thej  vftin  ? 
Has  the  student  no  lore,  has  his  voice  no  skill. 
To  bring  back  lost  smiles  again  ?*' — Mrs.  Embury. 

Glad  rumours  of  the  success  which  had  finally 
crowned  the  hunter  Bait  in  his  wild-wood  quest 
preceded  the  arrival  of  the  popular  young  Max 
among  his  old  friends  and  neighbours.  It  were 
difficult  to  define  the  emotions  of  Alida  when 
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the  news  of  his  deliverance  firom  captivity  tod 
death  first  reached  her  ears.  For,  though  jof 
and  delight  for  Greyslaer's  escape  at  first  svii- 
lowed  up  all  other  feelings,  yet  painful  refteo- 
tions  succeeded,  and  doubts  and  fears  crept  into 
her  mind,  to  alloy  this  generous  burst  of  hetft* 
felt  sensibility. 

She  felt,  she  owned  to  herself  that  despite 
the  difference  of  years,  (and  most  slight  vai 
that  disparity,)  she  could  have  loved  h&  yootb- 
f  ul  worshipper.  But  this  thought  had  only  bees 
admitted  into  her  heart  when  she  believed  tbe 
barrier  of  the  grave  was  closed  between  them. 
How  was  it  noY^  with  her  when  Greyslaer  lived? 
— lived,  while  a  barrier  more  hideous  even  thin 
that  of  the  grave  must  keep  them  apart  to 
ever  ?  But  why  dwell  upon  her  past  relatiotf 
with  Greyslayer  ?  Why  embitter  her  hours  bj 
musing  upon  their  possible  future  position  to- 
wards each  other? 
Long  months  had  intervened  since  the  pis 


GREYSLAER.  265 

% 

^^onate  declaration  of  her  almost  boyish  lover. 

T^Viere  was  time  enough  even  for  him  to  have 

toTgotten  his  youthful  fancy,  or  exchanged  it  for 

Uoiher,  if  some  fair  face  had  presented  itself  to 

hiai  when  away  from  her.     Besides,  had  she  not 

Tenaled  that  to  him  which  must  crush  all  hope 

upon  the  instant?    Surely  he  could  not  have 

gone  on  feeding  with  vain  dreams  of  what  might 

k  his  misplaced  and  most  unfortunate  attach* 

ment^bad  he    not  consumed  a  captive's  long 

nd  lonely  hours  in  such  fruitless  and  embittered 

iQUODgs  upon  his  baffled  affections  r     His  sor- 

>^V8  must  have  been  those  only  of  a  young  and 

^'dent  mind,  that  grieves  to  find  itself  cut  off, 

m  tbe  season  of  its  vigour,  from  the  paths  of  am- 

KtioQ  which  men  so  love  to  tread ;  his  dreams, 

^  those  which  will  crowd  into  a  mind  fertile 

tt  bis  when  planning  his  escape  from  the  present 

9^*^  prisoner's  dreams  of  home  and  friends, 

of  free  will  and  unrestricted  motion,  and  the 

brijgbt  world  which,  fresh  as  ever,  was  to  be  en 

joyed  again. 

TOL.   II.  N 
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Atida  hoped  that  it  might  be  as ;  yet,  some- 
hov,  she  grew  sad  even  in  bo  hoping  I  A  wa- 
nble  and  modest  mind  is  not  inerelj>  flattered 
but  anhstantially  raised  in  its  own  estimation  bfi 
the  abcere  and  unafibcted  attachment  of  anotiiflf!^] 
ab  well  constituted  as  itself  even  when  it  cannot' 
return  die  pasnon.  And  though  it  can  hudtjv 
with  precision,  be  said  to  either  grieve  or  hum- 
ble us  when  that  regard  passes  away,  yet 
there  u  something  of  Mtrrow,  somctlitng  of 
humiliation,  when  we  become  assured  of  its 
decay. 

In  the  mean  time  the  presumed  heiress  of  the; 
Hawksnest  had  not  wanted  for  admirers,  tbougir^^^ 
the  natural  imperiousness  of  her  dispositioirw«: 
prepared  a  haughty  rebuff  for  more  than  on»«:v 
who  made  haste  to  address  the  beantiful  oipbai^K« 
even  in  her  first  secluded  months  of  mounmn^M^ 
The  advances  of  some  of  the  suitors  were  wfe^^« 
known  in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  their  sup"^ 
posed  rejection,  when  they  snccesuTely  witK» 
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drew  from  the  field,  became  very  naturally  the 
talk  of  the  country  people,  who,  when  Grey- 
aher's  return  from  captivity  was  bruited  abroad, 
Bnanimously  agreed  that  Fate  had  intended  that 
he  should  be  the  happy  man.     ^^  Surely,"  they 
avgued,  ^  young  Max  would  never  take  posses- 
sion of  the  estate  which  Miss  Alida  had  so  long 
eiijoyed  as  his  nearest  kinswoman,  and  the  co- 
hmr  ef  Mad  Derrick,  without  offering  first  to 
iKiake  ber  his  wife  ?    And  where  was  the  girl  in 
tbe  valley  who  would  refuse  him  f    Proud  and 
Uppidi  as  she  was,  old  De  Roos,  though  a  re- 
spectable man  enough,- and  the  old  friend  of 
Sir  William,  was  no  such  great  shakes,  after 
^U,  that  his  daughter  might  turn  up  her  nose 
Upon  the  only  son  of   Colonel  Greyslaer  that 


As  for  Max  himself  it  was  agreed,  without 

sny  dissent,  that  he  would  seek  a  wife  forthwith. 

Me  was    the  last  of  his  name;  and,   though 

Hemly  republican  in  hb  political  principles,  de- 
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fisitheri  if  she  would  continue  to  preside  over  an 
establishment  which  must  otherwise  be  broken 
up,  and  perhaps  fall  to  ruins;  for  the  aged 
housekeeper  was  now  too  infirm  for  the  charge^ 
and  Captain  Greyslaer  was  at  a  loss  what 
disposition  to  make  of  his  other  servants  in 
times  so  disturbed.  *<  The  captain,"  said  the 
lawyer,  looking  round  upon  the  ancient  furniture, 
^  seems  to  have  his  heart  bent  upon  keeping 
these  old  sticks  together,  and  there  is  no  one 
but  you,  madam,  to  whom  he  can  look  as  one 
feding  the  same  sort  of  interest  in  the  place  as 
that  whidi  he  cherishes." 

The  latter  part  of  his  agent's  statement  was 
enforced  by  a  note  from  Greyslaer,  containing 
an  eloquent  appeal  to  her  on  the  score  of  their 
mutual  childish  associations,  and  the  impracti- 
cability of  his  making  any  humane  disposition  of 
his  black  servants;  for  manumitting  them— a 
resource  which  had  suggested  itself — would,  in 
the  existing  state  of  the  country,  be,  in  fact,  the 
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cruellest    thing  he  could  do^  there  b^  iM 
employment  for  labourers  of  that  class. 

Alida,  who  had  not  been  left  unprofided  kt 
by  her  father,  and  was,  therefore,  not  dw 
rendered  dependent  upon  the  bounty  of  a  d» 
tant  kinsman,  who  stood  toward  her  in  theds* 
licate  relation  of  a  ^Uscarded  loveri  scand^ 
hesitated  in  her  determinati<m.  She  would  it» 
main  beside  the  graves  oC  her  fisther  and  wMi 
and  consider  herself  as  mktresB  of  die  Havb* 
nest  until  Captain  Greyslaer  was  prepved  H 
enter  upon  his  possessions;  but  it  must  betf  > 
tenant  upon  the  same  terms  that  her  fittkerkit 
held  the  property. 

A  month  or  more  had  elapsed  after  the  ii' 
justment  of  this  delicate  matter;    and  Mm 
writing  weekly  to  her  from  Albany  and  Mtv 
York,  whither  his  professional  duty  had  led  Uii 
managed  always  in  his  letters  to  preserve  a  toas 
of  easy  friendliness,  such  as  had  |Hrevailed  h^ 
tween  them  in  the  younger  days  of  their  inter 
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ooiine.  This  composure  upon  paper,  however, 
vanished  entirely  when  at  last  they  met  The 
frank  cordiality  which  Greyslaer  assumed  was 
rather  overdoing  nature,  as  Alida  thought,  when 
she  observed  his  rapid  utterance  and  restless 
motions;  and  Ghreyslaer  was  conscious  that 
Afida  trembled  with  agitation  when  he  smilingly 
proffered  the  ordinary  salute  which  fashion  so 
inoonsiatently  permitted  among  the  polite,  con* 
eidering  the  otherwise  ceremonious  manners  of 
that  formal  day.  They  each  seemed  labouring 
Hilda'  a  continual  exertion  to  maintain  the  tone 
in  whidi  Max  had  so  happily  commenced  their 
correspondence,  and  which  had  hitherto  been 
aoccessfiilly  kept  up  between  thenu  But  the 
restraint  which  either  felt  at  heart,  must  soon 
bava  convinced  them  that  they  mutually  stood 
HI  a  £sdse  position  toward  each  other. 

A  fiunous  modem  sayer  of  apothegms  tells  us 
that  finendship  may  sometimes  warm  into  love, 
but  love  can  subside  into  friendship  never;  and 
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an  ancient  one  goes  still  farther,  by  maki^ 
hatred  the  only  change  of  which  love  is  capabi^i 
As   indifference  will  often  supervene  to  tbt 
most  violent  passion,  the  creed  of  the  last  k 
manifestly  absurd ;  but  there  is  something  rf 
truth  in  the  proverb  of  the  former ;  for  thoi^ 
the  sentiment  of  friendship!  a  feeling  of  tk 
warmest  and  kindest  regard,  may  indeed  eoit 
where  love  has  once  been,  yet  the  calm  rditioi 
of  friends,  with   all  its  easy  and  pleasiinbb 
frankness  of  intercourse,  can  hardly  grow  op 
between  two  parties  where  love  has  once  b6ei 
the  source  of  interest  to  either,  and  that  k^ 
has  been  once  avowed.     There  must  be  soo^ 
lurking  mortification,  if  not  some  secret  tnoe  d 
sorrow,  on  one  side  or  the  other;  a  jealousy  ^ 
mutual  respect,  a  quickness  to  take  oflfenoe,iDA» 
above  all,  the  mournful  memory  of  former  pas* 
sages,  endeared  only  in  recollectioii,  peifaipii 
by    their  being    associated  with   the  hakyoa 
season  of  youth  and  hope,  but  still  endeared— 
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there  mu8t  be  this  memory  to  come  over 
the  sjnrit  amid  its  gayest  sallies,  and  make  the 
society  of  the  one  who  has  elicited  them,  sad- 
dening, if  not  oppressive,  to  the  mind  for  the 
moment. 

What  wonder,  then,  if  Greyslaer's  visits  to 
the  Hawksnest  were  gradually  intermitted.  A 
character  so  earnest  as  his  cannot  always  find 
material  for  conversation  amid  themes  of  pass- 
ing mterest,  while  one  that  fills  his  whole 
soul  18  utterly  forbidden ;  for  conversation  with 
her,  moreover,  whose  presence  unlocks  the 
secret  chambers  of  his  mind,  and  peoples  it  with 
thoughts  that  may  not  walk  abroad. 

He  had  promised  Alida  never  officiously  to 
thrust  himself  farther  into  her  confidence,  and 
be  remembered  his  promise;  but  the  forced 
durance  she  had  suffered  at  the  hands  of  Brad- 
abawe  was  known  to  him,  and  he  burned  to 
resolve  his  suspicions  concerning  that  dark  and 
desperate  man.     He  had  hoped,  in  his  earlier 
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visits,  that  their  discourse  might  some  time  lead 
to  Alida's  reposing  that  full  conGdence  in  bim 
which  he  persuaded  btiDself  was  eomehow  due 
to  the  truth  ruin  ess  and  stedfaBtaess  of  his 
attachment,  under  the  changed  form  in  which 
he  was  determined  she  should  view  it  But  the 
moment  did  not  come ;  and  upon  each  succeed- 
ing  visit  Greyslaer  seemed  Eartber  &om  the 
hope  of  8uch  a  revelation  than  ever.  Alida,  in 
[act,  did  not  dream  of  making  it. 

Whether  it  was  that  she  did  not  consider 
Greyslaer,  her  young  friend,  the  mo8t  proper 
party  to  interest  himself  about  her  affairs ;  nhe. 
ther  she  paled  at  the  peril  to  which  Greyslaer, 
her  lover,  would  he  exposed  by  the  steps  he 
might  adopt  upon  receiving  the  disclosure ; 
whether  she  shrank,  with  true  female  delicacy, 
from  the  further  agitation  of  a  subject  so  pain- 
ful, or  whether  she  had  proudly  determined  to 
be  herself  the  arbiter  of  her  own  destiny,  it  is 
impossible  to  say.     But  while  there   are   some 
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circumstances  which  diminish  the  force  of  the 
last  supposition — such  as  the  present  banish- 
ment of  Bradshawe  from  this  region,  and  the 
change  which  seems  to  have  come  over  the 
character  of  Alida  after  she  came  to  ascertain 
the  full  extent  of  her  family  bereavements — it  is 
probable  that  all  these  considerations  swayed 
her  by  turns,  and  suggested  the  reserve  of  con- 
duct which  was  the  result. 

And  now  Captain  Greyslaer  has  become 
noted  alike  among  his  equals  in  rank  and  his 
superior  officers  for  his  rigid  and  exclusive  at- 
tention to  his  military  duties.  He  seldom  goes 
beyond  the  limits  of  the  post  where  he  is  sta- 
tioned. His  visits  to  the  Hawksnest,  which  is 
only  a  few  miles  ofi^  seem  gradually  to  have 
ceased  altogether ;  and  a  book  or  a  newspaper 
from  New  York,  with  some  pencilled  remarks 
upon  the  news  it  contains  from  the  seat  of  war, 
is,  when  transmitted  through  his  orderly,  the 
only  intercourse  he  holds  with  its  inmates. 
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Alida — though  other  officers  of  the 
sought  by  assiduous  attention  to  supply 
place  of  Max — Alida,  it  must  be  confe8B^9»d| 
began  soon  to  miss  his  accustomed  visits.    T^b 
superior  mental  accomplishments  of  Greysls  ^^Tj 
the  student,  would  with  her  have  given  bim  kiSMA 
slight  advantage  over  his  military  oomrad^Bt; 
but  the  character  of  Greyslaer  the  soldier^  i 
Greyslaer  the  young  partisan,  whose  wild  ^md- 
ventures  and  perilous  escapes  among  die     ^o- 
dians  were  the  theme  of  every  tongue,  appe^aJrf 
more  forcibly  to  the  romantic  admiratiom.    (/ 
Alida;  and,  apart  from  all  tender  associatioiz9<'^ 
the  past,  regarding  him  only  in  the  light  of  lo 
acquaintance  of  the  day,  she  would  have  ftltin 
interest  in  the  society  of  Max  that  no  odier  o( 
his  sex  whom  she  had  hitherto  known  couU 
inspire. 

There  might  possibly,  too,  be  something  in 
the  altered  aspect  of  Greyslaer  which  more  or 
less  affected  the  light  in  which  a  woman's  eye 
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would  regard  him,  now  that  his  cheek  had  lost 
its  freshness  from  hardship  and  exposure;  and 
that  almost  boyish  air  which  characterised  his 
appearance  even  in  early  manhood,  had  been 
dianged  by  more  recent  habits  of  action,  of  com- 
mand, and  of  self-reliance. 

The  mother  who,  welcoming  her  long-absent 
son,  sighs  as  she  looks  vainly  in  his  features  for 
those  gentler  traits  which  graced  the  handsome 
stripling  with  whom  she  parted,  smiles  the 
next  moment  with  inward  pride  at  the  senti- 
ment of  newly-awakened  respect  with  which  she 
is  somehow  mysteriously  inspired  toward  her 
4>wn  ofbpring :  she  startles  at  the  altered  modu- 
lations of  his  voice  as  heard  at  a  distance :  she 
wonders  at  the  changed  cadence  of  his  footfall, 
as  his  approaching  step,  which  was  ever  music 
to  her  ear,  grows  nearer :  she  marks  his  graver 
and  more  even  mien :  she  gazes  upon  the  brow 
where  manhood  has  already  stamped  its  lordly 
impress;   yet,  even  while  leaning  for  counsel 


i 


upon  him  who  eo  lately  looked  to  her  for  care, 
cau  scarcely  comprehend  the  swift  and  silent 
change  that  is  now  so  fully  wrought. 

So  had  it  been  with  Alida.  Greyslaer  was  to 
her  &6  a  boy  no  more ;  and  if  her  own  feelings 
had  not  taught  her  thus,  tbe  conviction  must 
have  been  forced  upon  her  by  tbe  light  in 
which,  as  she  saw,  he  was  regarded  by  those  far 
older  than  herself.  His  opinions  upon  all  sub- 
jects seemed  to  be  quoted  by  those  who  were 
bis  immediate  associates;  and  she  heard  coo- 
tinually  of  grave  cases  in  which  Greyslaer's 
judgment  was  appealed  to  by  members  of  the 
Committee  of  Safety,  and  others  charged  with 
the  various  clashing  powers  of  tbe  proviuonary 
government  of  the  period.  The  friendship  of 
such  a  man  she  felt  was  to  be  valued,  and  she 
even  acknowledged  to  herself  that,  had  not  cir- 
cumstances placed  an  insurmountable  barrier 
between  them,  Greyslaer — judging  him  only  by 
the  character  he  had  formed  for  himself  in  the 
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world — Max  Greyslaer  was  the  man  of  all  others 
to  whom  her  proud  and  aspiring  heart  would 
have  been  rendered  up. 

But»  alas !  what  booted  such  knowledge 
DOW?  Of  what  avail  was  it  that  reason  re- 
luctantly at  last  sanctioned  the  preference  which 
a  secret  tenderness  suggested,  when  reason  was 
whidly  at  war  with  the  indulgence  of  these 
partial  feelings  ?  Reason,  though  she  sustained 
with  the  one  hand  the  judgment  which  guided 
that  partiality,  pointed  sternly  with  the  other 
to  an  abyss  of  hopelessness.  Alida  might  love 
Greyslaer,  but  she  never  could  be  his. 

With  minds  of  a  gentler  mould,  or  even  with 
ooe  lofty  as  hers,  if  attempered  by  the  sweet 
influences  of  Religion,  a  quiet  and  uncomplain- 
ing resignation  would  have  been  the  alternative 
of  one  thus  weighed  down  by  the  hand  of  fate. 
But  Alida,  though  her  fervid  soul  was  in  a  high 
d^ree  characterised  by  that  sentiment  of  natural 
piety  which,  existing  in  almost  every  highly- 
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gifted  mind,  is  so  often  mistaken  for  the  deep« 
and  more  permanent  principle  which  alone  </» 
serves  the  name  of  true  religion — Alida  U 
never  known  that  sober  and  holy-conseirinf 
influence  by  whose  aid  alone,  the  preacher  teb 
us,  we  may  possess  our  minds  in  peace.   She 
rebelled  against  the  lot  to  which  she  seemed 
doomed  as  a  disappointed,  if  not  broken*beirted 
woman.     She  would  struggle  against  the  Uittj 
pressure  of  circumstance,  and  war  till  the  liit 
with  the  fate  which  only  served  to  exasperate 
while  it  overshadowed  her  spirit 

It  is  strange  how,  while  most  minds  poii 
haughty,  exacting,  and  imperious  from  suoceeii 
misfortune,  so  far  from  brining  humility  witb 
it,  produces  precisely  the  same  effect  in  otbeiv; 
they  seem  to  harden  in  the  struggle  with 
sorrow,  and  grow  insolent  as  they  gain  know- 
ledge of  their  own  powers  of  endurance. 

"  1*11  go  no  more,"  said  Greyslaer  one  even- 
ing, as,  throwing  himself  dejectedly  into  tbe 
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saddlei  be  passed  through  the  gate  which  opened 
upon  the  grounds  of  the  Hawksnest,  and  turned 
his  horse^s  head  toward  the  garrison ;  '^  Til  go 
no  more.  Had  her  reception  been  merely  cold 
and  formal  after  the  long  interval  I  have  ceased 
▼laitiDg  her,  I  should  not  have  complsuned  of 
such  notice  of  my  neglect;  for  ahCj  perhaps^ 
never  suspects  the  cause  that  keeps  me 
away.  But  those  two  fingers  so  carelessly 
accorded  to  my  grasp,  that  light  laugh  as  she 
turned  round  in  speaking  to  that  group  of 
idlers,  even  in  the  moment  that  I  was  express- 
ing my  pleasure  at  seeing  her — pshaw !  there 
are  no  sympathies  between  that  woman  and 
myself;  there  never  were,  there  never  can  be 
any  f  And  he  struck  the  rowels  into  his  horse 
almost  fiercely,  as,  thus  bitterly  musing,  one 
angry  thought  after  another  chased  through  his 


^  And  what  if  she  is  ?"  he  exclaimed,  reining 
up  suddenly  again  to  a  slower  pace.    <'  What 
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if  she  ia  wayward,  fretful^  and  eiactingtone 
alone  of  all  other  men  ?  Forgetfbl  of  ^  ^ 
▼oted  and  all-absorbing  love  I  have  bonekcr; 
forgetful  of  the  feeling  wluch,  save  on  M 
terrible  night  only»  I  have  always  kcft 
trained  in  obedience  to  what  I  deemed  to 
happiness.  4$%^  never  attempted  to  insjHre  thb 
misplaced  and  mistaken  interest;  she  new 
lured  me  on  to  the  avowal;  she  never  ttiki 
with  the  emotion  that  prompted  it  WM 
right  have  I  to  arraign  her  conduct,  to  sit  !• 
judgment  upon  her  manner  toward  me?  Her 
character  is  the  same  that  I  have  ever  koo«> 
it.     Her  manner  towards  met    Am  I,  dA 

9 

such  an  egotist  that  that  is  to  change  my  ^ 
mation  of  herf    She  does  not  love  me^  ^ 
cannot  love  me;   and  if  she  did,  is  there  ^ 
this  hideous  bar  between  us?     What  care  ^ 
then,  for  the  show  of  interest,  when  the  nfS^ 
can  never  be  indulged  ?    No  !  my  part  is  t^^ 
— irretrievably  taken,  and  I  would  not  r^^ 
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my  choice.  For  me  there  U  no  fragment  of 
happiness  that  I  can  save  from  the  wreck  of 
the  past,  but  I  will  stiU  drift  with  her  whereso- 
ever the  sea  of  events  may  hurl  us.*^ 

It  is  well  for  us  that  it  is  only  in  very  early 
Ufe  that  we  are  thus  prodigal  of  our  chances  of 
happiness,  and  willing  to  concentrate  them  all 
upon  a  single  issue.  Alas  I  how  soon  do  we 
learn,  in  maturer  years,  to  shift  our  interest 
from  scheme  to  scheme;  to  see  wave  after 
wave,  upon  which  the  bark  of  our  hopes  has 
been  upborne,  sink  from  beneath  it,  until  the 
very  one  upon  which  it  was  about  to  float  at 
last  triumphantly,  strands  us  upon  the  retumless 
shores  of  the  grave ! 

But,  though  many  a  worldling  has  commenced 
his  experience  of  life  with  views  hardly  less 
romantic  than  those  of  Max  Greyslaer,  his  was 
not  the  mere  wayward  devotedness  of  youth  to 
its  first  sorrow*  The  very  constitution  of  his 
mind  was  of  a  loyal,   venerating  kind ;    (for, 
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deeply  imbued  as  he  was,  by  tbe  classic  culture 
of  his  mind,  with  that  ancient,  intellectual 
spirit  of  republicanism  which  bad  at  once  de- 
termined his  political  position  in  tbe  present 
civil  struggle,  Greyslaer,  under  another  system 
of  education,  would  probably  have  turned  out 
almost  a  bigoted  royalist ;)  and  the  sentiment 
which  still  attached  him  to  Alida  was  nearly 
akin  to  that  which,  in  another  age  and  under 
other  circumstances,  would  have  ioBpired  his 
self-devotion  to  some  dethroned  and  expatri- 
ated prince,  like  him  for  whom  one  of  his  ma- 
ternal ancestors  had  suffered  upon  the  scaffold. 
Had  he  never  declared  his  passion  for  Alida, 
be  might  have  succeeded  in  crushing  it ;  he 
would  certainly  have  atteinpted  to  reason  it 
away  the  moment  that  he  discovered  that  he 
must  love  in  vain ;  hut,  the  avowal  o.nce  made, 
be  never  dreamed  of  withdrawing  the  adhesion 
be  had  thus  given  in,  much  less  of  transferring 
his   affections   to  another.     He   had  made   an 
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error  of  choice ;  a  most  unhappy,  a  most  cruel 
one;  but  still  he  would  abide  by  that  choice, 
whateyer  consequences  might  accrue*  The  part 
which  Max  Greyslaerhad  thus  chosen  would,  in  a 
rational  point  of  view,  become  only  an  ill-regu* 
lated,  almost,  we  might  say,  a  half-besotted  mind. 
Yet  the  weakness  of  choosing  such  a  part  is 
precisely  that  which  has  stunted  tlie  growth,  and 
distorted  the  otherwise  noble  proportions,  of 
minds  naturally  the  most  masculine  and  com- 
manding. 

But  the  feelings  and  reflections  of  Greyslaer, 
upon  which  we  have  dwelt,  perhaps,  somewhat 
too  minutely,  received  a  new  direction  at  this 
moment,  as  he  heard  the  clatter  of  a  horse's 
hoofe  rapidly  approaching  in  an  opposite  course 
to  that  which  he  was  travelling.  The  speed 
of  the  coming  horseman  seemed  to  announce 
that  he  was  either  fleeing  from  pursuit,  or  riding 
upon  some  errand  of  the  utmost  urgency ;  and, 
ere  Greyslaer  could  make  out  the  figure  of 
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the  strange  rider  amid  the  darkness,  his  con- 
jectures as  to  his  character  were  cut  short  by  an 
occurrence  which  may  best  be  told  in  another 
chapter. 


OREY8LAER. 


287 


CHAPTER  VIL 


THE    DISCOVERY. 


**  Cahut,  What  kind,  indulgent  power 
Hai  gmiled  on  Calous,  that  ao  much  blin 
At  ODoe  should  diaipate  hit  daikest  gloom. 
And  make  a  noon  of  midnight ! 

**  Athenia,  His  ways  are  dark  and  deeply  intricate— 
When  Heaven  waa  kindest,  innocence  was  lost. 
And  paradise  gave  birth  to  misery/* 

A^ienia  qf  Damatcut. 


There  was  a  blacksmith's  shop  at  the  forks 
of  the  road,  a  few  yards  in  advance  of  the  spot 
where  Grreyslaer,  the  moment  he  became  aw»re 
of  die  stranger's  approach,  had  reined  ap  to 
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challenge  him  in  passing.    For,  io  these  timei, 
when  almost  every  passenger  upon  the  hi(^v>J 
was  an  object  of  scrutiny,  a  horseman  whoioo^ 
neyed  so  hotly  by  night  naturally  awakeoei 
suspicion  as  to  his  character. 

Max,  remembering  the  neighbourhood  of  die 
blacksmith's  hovel,  thought  for  a  moment  tU 
it  might  be  only  some  farmer's  boy,  who,  &^ 
recting  his  way  thither  to  have  a  hoTsesliN 
replaced,  was  endeavouring  by  speed  to  (fi* 
minish  the  lateness  of  the  hour  in  which  k 
must  return  homeward  when  his  errand  «i> 
finished.  But  the  toils  of  the  blacksmith  seemed 
already  ended  for  the  day,  as  the  sound  of  bb 
anvil  had  ceased,  and  no  light  hovered  arooDd 
his  shanty  to  tell  that  the  bellows  was  bvj 
within.  The  horseman,  too,  did  not  dieck  In 
speed  as  he  approached  the  smithy,  but  C100 
thundering  on  as  before,  evidently  aboatto 
pass  it  As  it  chanced,  however,  the  owner  d 
the  premises  was  still  there  at  work  around  bit 
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nDouldering  fire ;  and  in  the  very  moment  that 
tbe  stranger  passed  the  large  unglazed  window 
of  the  hovel,  a  sudden  puff  of  bis  bellows  sent 
the  sparks  up  from  the  chimney  of  the  forge,  and 
direw  a  ruddy  strip  of  light  across  the  road. 
The  horse  of  the  stranger,  startled  at  the  sudden 
glare,  shyed,  and  flung  bis  rider  upon  the  spot 
Greyslaer,  who  clearly  beheld  the  adventure 
from  where  be  stood,  spurred  forward,  threw 
himself  from  the  saddle,  and  assisted  the  black- 
smith, who  bad  rushed  to  bis  door,  in  raising 
the  fallen  man  from  the  ground.    The  smith, 
who  was  none  other  than  the  doughty  Wentz, 
mentioned  in  the  earlier  chapters  of  this  work, 
uttered  a  significant  cry  of  surprise  the  moment 
be  beheld  the  features  of  the  dismounted  tra- 
veller ;  and  Max,  upon  scrutinizing  them  more 
narrowly  as  they  together  dragged  their  help- 
leeB  load  to  the  light,  was  at  no  loss  to  recognise 
the  savage  apparition  of  the  Haunted  Rock  in 

▼OL.  II.  o 
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the  bruised,  bedraggled,  and  crestfollea    beof 
before  him. 

<<You  may  look  for  the  maater  when  jm 
find  the  man,"  said  Hans,  shaking  bis  ied 
wisely  as  he  dipped  a  haadfiil  of  dirty  ^nUt 
from  the  trough  in  which  he  generally  oookd 
his  irons,  and  threw  it  in  the  fiBLce  of  the  stoiBel 
and  senseless  man. 

<'His  master?*^  interrogated  Greyskff,  t 
dark  chain  of  suspicious  and  vengeful  iim^ 
forming  in  his  mind  with  the  rafudity  ^ 
lightning. 

"  Well,  his  leader  then — bis  employeri  ^ 
whatever  name  you  would  give  him  who  bi^ 
always  used  this  chap  in  his  doings  when  be  fai^ 
work  on  hand.  He,  I  say,  Wat  BraddmClr 
must  be  astir  when  Red  WoUiert  rides  abrail 
after  this  fashion.  It  were  a  mercy,  now,  to  thfi 
whole  country,  captain,  to  knock  him  on  Am 
head  with  this  iron."^ 
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^  What !  murder  a  man  that  lies  helpless  be- 
fore you!  Surely,  Hans,  your  heart  is  not 
harder  than  the  flinty  road  which  has  just  spared 
the  wretch's  life.  Lay  those  pistols  out  of  his 
reach,  however,  and  this  knife  too;  he  must 
not  handle  it  on  reviving,"  said  Max,  as  the 
weapons  caught  his  eye  while  loosing  Valt- 
meyer's  girdle  to  enable  him  to  breathe  more 
freely. 

^  Thousand  devils  I  where  am  I  ?"  muttered 
the  brigand,  opening  his  eyes,  and  quickly  closing 
them  again,  as  if  the  glare  from  the  forge  of- 
fended his  sight 

**  In  safe  hands  enough,  Wolfert,"  answered 
the  blacksmith,  as  Greyslaer  silently  motioned 
faiai  to  reply. 

^  Aha !  whose  voice  is  that  ?'  cried  the  ruf- 
fian, rubbing  his  bloodshot  eyes,  but  not  yet 
raising  his  head,  as  he  rolled  them  from  side  to 
side.     <*  Hans  Blacksmith,  was  it  you  that  spoke, 

o2 


CItEY)^LAER. 


I 


good  Hans?  Thousand  devils!  where'e  my 
mare  ?  " 

"  Far  enough  by  this  time,  I  guess,  from  the 
round  rate  in  which  she  scoured  down  the  south 
fork.     Are  you  hurt  muehi^ 

"  Urn Has  Greyslaer,  the  rebel  captain, 

passed  along  here  yet  to-night  ?" 

"  Why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"  Because  we  mustn't  let  him  go  by,  that's 
all" 

"  We!  Why,  you're  drunk,  Wolfert.  Do 
you  think  I  will  aid  you  in  stopping  passengers 
on  the  People's  highway?" 

Valtmeyer  answered  only  by  raising  himself 
upon  the  bench  whereon  he  had  been  lud ;  but 
he  moved  so  BUffly  and  slowly,  that  GreygUer 
had  time  to  withdraw  a  few  steps  within  the 
deep  shadows  of  the  place. 

"  Drunk,  you  say,  um "  and  the  desperado 

fumbled  around  bis  waist  for  the  arms  he  gene- 
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rally  wore  there.    *'  Donder  und  blixem !  who 
in  the  name  of  h — 11  has  removed  my  arms?" 

**  Your  belt  must  have  burst  a  buckle  when 
you  were  thrown,'^  replied  Hans,  calmly. 

Valtmeyer  fixed  a  penetrating  gaze  upon  his 
oountenance;  but  the  immobility  of  the  black- 
smith's features  taught  him  nothing.  He  raised 
himself  to  his  feet  with  a  slight  groan,  paused, 
and  passed  his  hands  down  his  sides,  as  if  to  feel 
whether  or  not  his  ribs  were  broken ;  and  then, 
without  saying  a  word,  moved  toward  the  single 
tallow  candle  which,  stuck  into  a  gourd,  stood 
on  the  anvil  hard  by. 

^I  can't  spare  my  only  candle;  if  it's  your 
arms  you  want  to  look  for,"  said  Hans,  stepping 
forward,  ^<the  night  air  will  flare  it  all  away. 
Nobody  will  touch  your  belt  where  it  lies  atween 
now  and  to-morrow  morning/' 

The  outlaw,  glowering  upon  him,  muttered 
scMnetlung  inaudible  in  reply,  and,  without  heed- 
ing the  behest  of  Hans,  seized  upon  the  candle. 
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The  first  moTement  he  made  ia  lifting  it  threw 
the  light  full  upon  Greyslaer,  Valtmeyer,  in 
his  surprise,  let  the  gourd  fall  from  his  hands, 
and  the  taper  it  held  was  instantly  extinguished 
in  the  black  dust  beneath  his  feet.  There  was 
now  barely  light  enough  from  the  forge  to  dis- 
tinguish the  outlines  of  his  person  where  be 
stood,  and,  by  plunging  instantly  into  the  ear- 
rounding  darkoeas,  he  might  at  once  have  es- 
caped. But,  uttering  the  cry  of  **  Treachery" 
in  the  moment  he  let  the  candle  fall,  he  snatched 
from  the  furnace  a  red-hot  iron — a  crowbar, 
as  it  seemed  from  its  size — and,  swinging  it 
double-bandSd  about  his  head,  made  for  the 
door. 

The  entrance  to  the  hovel  lay  in  deep  sha- 
dow, hut  hie  glowing  weapon  betrayed  his  posi- 
tion as  he  dashed  from  one  side  to  the  other  to 
find  the  means  of  exit.  Hans  struck  at  him  re- 
peatedly with  a  cold  iron  which  he  had  caught 
up  at  the  first  onset;  but  Valtmeyer,  at  one 
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moment  wbirliog  bis  terrible  truncbeon  like  a 
flail  about  his  ears,  and  launching  it  forward 
like  a  harpoon  the  next,  not  only  warded  off  the 
attack,  but  in  one  of  his  thrusts  fairly  bore 
Hans  to  the  ground  ;  while  the  leathern 
apron  of  the  blacksmith,  shrivelling  up  at  the 
contact,  alone  prevented  the  red-hot  iron  from 
passing  through  his  body. 

As  Hans  stumbled  over  a  billet  of  wood  in 
Cdling,  Valtmeyer  might  yet  have  followed  up 
his  advantage ;  but  Greyslaer,  who,  with  drawn 
sword,  had  planted  himself  in  the  doorway  to 
prevent  his  escape  in  the  first  instance,  now 
rushed  forward  and  dealt  a  blow  which  would 
have  smitten  any  common  man  to  the  earth, 
and  even  the  brawny  Valtmeyer  went  down  on 
one  knee  beneath  it  A  single  thrust  with  the 
rapiei^s  point  would  here  have  terminated  his 
career;  but  Max,  seeing  him  drop  the  crowbar 
as  if  bis  right  arm  had  been  paralyzed  from  his 
shoulder,  was  thrown  off  his  guard  by  Valt- 
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meyer's  apparently  defenceless  condition,  and  vfi 
another  instant  the  active  ruffian  was  beyond 
the  reach  of  his  sword. 

There  was  a  long,  low,  open  window,  such  a 
are  usual  in  a  blacksmith's  shanty,  near  whertta 
Valtmeyer  fell,  and  the  sill  of  which  he  haiU 
grasped  with  his  left  hand  in  falling.     Through^ 
this  he  Hung  himself,  unharmed  by  the  pistol- 
shot  with  which  Greyslaer  almost  simultaneously 
accompanied  the  sudden  movement. 

Max  leaped  instantly  after  him  in  pursuit ; 
but,  as  the  fugitive  became  invisible  in  the 
surrounding  darkness,  he  turned  to  secure  his 
horse,  of  which  the  outlaw  might  otherwise 
make  prize.  Hans  appeared  the  next  moment 
with  a  light  They  traced  Valtmeyer  by  the 
blood  from  his  sword-cut  for  a  few  yards  only. 
The  dust  of  the  road  was  spotted  with  it,  but 
the  dew  lay  heavy  upon  the  grass  which  bor- 
dered it,  and  there  were  thickets  opposite, 
into  which  he  must  instantly  have  plunged  after 
crossing  the  highway. 
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Valtmeyer's  belt  for  holding  his  arms,  to 
which  his  bullet-pouch  was  still  attached,  was  the 
first  thing  that  caught  Greyslaer's  eye  as  he 
re-entered  the  cabin.  The  weapons  he  handed 
over  to  Hans,  who  seemed  better  contented 
with  the  issue  of  the  night's  adventure  as  he 
Bcrutinized  his  share  of  the  spoils  with  a  work- 
man-like eye.  But  the  seams  of  the  girdles 
enclosed  matters  far  more  interesting  to  Max 
than  the  ammunition  with  which  the  pouch  was 
stored.  There  were  letters  from  some  of  the 
leading  Tories  in  Albany,  who,  as  is  now  well 
known,  maintained  throughout  the  war  a  secret 
correspondence,  which  the  sagacious  Schuyler, 
in  order  to  avail  himself  of  the  intelligence 
from  Canada  thus  procured,  wisely  permitted  to 
go  forward  so  long  as  he  could  successfully  coun- 
terplot with  these  subtle  traitors.  These  papers 
were^  of  course,  to  be  forwarded  at  once  to  the 
Committee  of  Safety  at  Albany.  But  there 
were  also  letters  relating   to    private  matters 
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which  awakened  a  deeper  personal  intetest  n>. 
Greyslaer,  and  whose  contents  he  did  not  fee^ 
called  upon  himself  to  communicute,  save  to  lbe> 
parties  immediately  interested.  One  of  them 
was  trom  the  famous  Joe  Bettys  to  Bradshawt 
himself;  and  the  heart  of  Greyslaer  thrilled 
within  him  when  he  read  the  foUowtng  pa>* 
sage: — 

"  Wolfert  will  do  what  is  necessary  among  our ' 
frienda  in  the  Valley.  The  buBinesa  on  band  ii 
thb  district  will  not  allow  us  both  to  leare  it 
The  best  rallying-point  is  somewhere  among 
the  Scotch  clearings  north  of  the  Mohawk. 
The  Cave  of  Waceonda,  you  may  depend  opon 
it,  will  never  do;  and  that  for  more  reasons 
than  one.  Your  revival  of  that  c — d  D.  R. 
affair  must  have  made  it  more  or  less  notorioiu. 
How  the  devil  did  that  wench  slip  tfanmgh 
your  fingers?  Valtmeyer  has  explained  tbe 
matter  to  tne  a  dozen  times,  but  I  cannot  un- 
derstand it.     Zounds  I    I  should  like  to  mske 
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honest  woman  of  that  mettlesome  hussy  my- 
self But  your  daim  must  ever  prevent  her 
becoming  Mistress  Joe  Bettys.  By-the-way, 
Wat^  did  she  ever  suspect  who  played  the  jiar- 
soiifs  part  in  the  heginning  of  that  wild  busi- 
'^^fls?    The  jade  must  some  day  know  how 

0 

'■^ndi  fhe  is  beholden  to  me;  but  the  secret, 
-I  need  hardly  tell  you,  is  safe  until  the  endorse- 
**^m  oi  a  genuine  black-coat  shall  make  all 
iogs  secure.  Had  you  been  the  man  I  took 
for,  the  girl  would  have  gone  on  her  knees 
aik  finr  it  before  you  ever  let  her  escape  from 
aoeonda.  But  to  return,"  &c. 
Greyslaer  could  read  no  farther.  The  cha- 
swam  before  his  eyes ;  his  senses  became 
^Uzy;  and,  were  it  not  for  the  support  of  the 
^oriLbench  against  which  he  leaned,  he  must 
ktfe  fidlen  to  the  ground.  It  was  but  for  an 
instant,  however,  that  he  was  thus  unmanned, 
iod  it  were  impossible  to  say  what  feeling  pre- 
in  the  conflicting  emotions  which  for 
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was  challenged  by  the  party  of  his  friends  whom 
he  met  returning  from  their  evening  visit,  and 
whose  approach,  though  the  young  officers  rode 
gaily  along^  talking  and  laughing  with  each 
other,  he  did  not  notice  till  he  was  in  the  midst 
of  them.  A  few  hurried  words,  suggesting  on 
their  part  that  he  must  have  forgotten  some- 
thing of  importance,  and  implying,  upon  his, 
that  he  would  overtake  them  before  they  reached 
the  garrison,  was  all  that  passed  between  them 
as  he  brushed  impatiently  by. 

The  family  had  all  retired  when  he  reached 
the  homestead,  but  a  light  still  burned  in 
Afida's  apartments.  He  threw  his  rein  over  the 
paling,  and,  after  trying  the  outer  door  in  vain, 
stepped  back  from  the  verandah,  and  looked  to 
the  only  window  through  which  the  light  ap- 
peared. The  curtain  was  drawn,  but  a  shadow, 
which  ever  and  anon  fell  across  it,  showed  that 
the  inmate  of  the  chamber  had  not  yet  sought 
her  repose.    It  was  with  Alida  alone  that  he 
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tniist  secure  an  interview;  and  Max,  in  the 
tation  of  his  spirits,  did  not  hesitate  at  the  first 
loeans  whicli  presented  themselves.  There  nas 
on  that  side  of  the  house  a  porch,  with  a  bal- 
cony over  it,  having  a  single  window  cut  down 
to  the  floor.  This  window  opened  into  Alida's 
dresEing-room,  which  communicated  with  her 
bedchamber.  Greyslaer  clambered  to  the  top 
of  the  balcony,  and  tapped  against  the  panra  of 
glass  in  the  fnoment  that  the  light  was  exun- 
guished. 

«  Fear  not,"  he  said,  "  it  is  I,  Max  Grey- 
slaer.  I  come  with  tidings  of  such  import  to 
you,  that  I  could  not  sleep  before  possessing  you 
of  them." 

Alida,  hastily  throwing  a  loose  wrapper  around 
her  person,  opened  the  casement  '*  Heavens ! 
Captain  Greyslaer,"  she  exclaimed, "  what  urgent 
peril  can  have — my  brother  Derrick,  it  is  not  of 
him ^ 

"No,  no,  no  peril — nothing  of  Derrick — undo 
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tbe  door  below — it  is  of  you^t  is  your  concerns 
alone  which  have  brought  me  here  at  this  un- 
timely hour.^ 

^  Is  the  matter,  then,  so  pressing  ?  Can  we 
not  wait  till  morning  ?"  said  Alida,  in  strange 
agitation. 

^  I  cannot  trust  it  till  to-morrow.  I  cannot 
sleeps  I  must  not  move  from  near  you,  till  you 
hear  it" 

**  Speak  it  out  at  once,  then,  Max,  for  my 
poor  nerves  will  not  bear  this  suspense,"  said 
AUda,  with  increasing  tremor  of  voice. 

^  I  cannot  speak  it  all ;  I  must  have  light  to 
reveal  it  by.  See  here  this  written  paper, 
AUda." 

^  And  what  does  it  say?"  she  replied,  with 
forced  calmness.  *^  Tell  me.  Max  Greyslaer ; 
if  it  be  good  or  evil,  I  had  rather  receive  it  from 
yoar  lips  than  from  any  other  source.'* 

^  Heaven  bless  you  for  those  words.  My 
tidings  are  far  from  evil,  yet  I  scarce  know  how 
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to  break  them  to  you.     There  was  a  bird — d99 
you  Temember  it,  Alida,  one  day  io  years  gOM  j 
by  ? — a  bird  that  we  watched  together  as  it  sat  1 
crouched   upon   the  lowest    bough    of   yonder 
chestnut,  while  a  hawk   loug  hovered  mid  the  ' 
topmost  branches ;    it  seemed  withering  in  tJia  . 
shadow  of  those  ill-omened  wings.     A  chaac6 
shot  from  Derrick   at  a  distance  frighte<l  the 
falcon  from  his  perch  of  vantage ;    but  the  be- 
sieged songster  also  fell  Co  the  ground  at  sound 
of  the  report  which  drove  his  enemy  from  his 
stooping-place,  and  seemed  likely  to  perish,  when 
you  caught  up  the  little  trembler  and  cherished 
him  in  your  bosom." 

"  Oh  !  Max,  what  mean  these  wild  words, 
spoken  at  such  a  time  ?"  said  Alida ;  for  this 
fanciful  allusion  seemed  so  unsuited  to  the 
earnest  purposes  of  the  moment,  and  was  so 
unlike  the  wonted  manly  directness  of  Gr^s- 
laer's  mind,  that,  coupled  with  bis  agitated  man- 
ner and  the  other  strange  drcumstances  of  the 
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^'^tenieWf  Alida  was  shocked  for  the  moment 
^ith  the  apprehension  that  his  brain  might  be 
^*«ordered. 

^  Nay,  but  they  are  not  unmeaning,  if  you 

^*^^I  but  interpret  them,  Alida  !     Have  you  not 

thus  beneath  the  withering  wing  of  sorrow  ? 

i?e  you  not  been  ruthlessly  hawked  at,,  and 

e  the  prey  of  yillany  the  most  hideous? 

^%3d  has  not  chance,  or  God's  own  Providence 

^*H  it  rather,  brought  the  hour  of  relief  which 

^^  €oma  even  now  ?" 

^h  he  dead,  then  ?'  whispered  Alida,  clasp- 
^^g  her  hands,  as  a  light  seemed  to  break  in 
^pon  her  from  Greyslaer's  words. 

^Dead  ?  ay  ! — no,  not  that ;  but  he  is  to  you 
as  if  he  never  lived.  They  deceived  you,  Alida ; 
tile  supposed  ties  which  so  manacled  your  soul 
had  never  yet  existence ;  it  was  a  false  mar- 
riage, a  fiendlike  and  most  damnable  contri- 
vance to  destroy  you.  Look  not  so  doubtful 
and  bewildered.    I  have  the  written  evidence  of 
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what  I  say  I  Alida,  dearest  Alida,  speak- 
speak  and  tell  me  that  you  doubt  not.  Itisli 
Max  Greyslaer,  who  always  loTed,  and  neter 
yet  deceived  you ;  it  b  I — *^ 

But  Alida  was  mute  and  motionless  Her 
tottering  knees  had  fuled  to  support  ber,dioag|i 
she  clung  to  the  dressing-table  near  whidi  Jm 
stood  for  support  Grreyslaer  quiddy  futd 
through  the  window,  and,'catcbing  her  funSatf 
form  from  the  floor,  bore  her  out  to  the  bakoB^ 
Supporting  her  there  on  one  knee,  he  aniiooilf 
chafed  her  pulses,  while  the  refreshing  breeie 
of  night,  plapng  through  the  long  tresses  whiek 
drooped  over  her  shoulders,  aided  in  revifiB| 
his  lovely  burthen. 

The  moon,  which  was  in  its  last  quarter,  it 
this  moment  cast  above  the  trees  the  goldci 
light  she  loves  to  shed  in  waning.     The  melki* 
beam  caught  the  opening  eyes  of  Alida,  and  t 
tear— the  first  Max  had  ever  seen  her  shed- 
trembled  upon  their  lids  as  she  turned  from  that 
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8oft  harbinger  of  happier  days  to  the  anxious 
^  of  her  lover.  The  impulse  is  resistless 
^bidi  makes  Greyslaer,  in  that  moment,  snatch 
°^  to  his  bosom.  '^  Yes,  dearest  Max,  I  will 
^  yours  :'*  are  not  those  the  words  she  mur- 
>9ur8  m  reply  to  his  caress  ? 

She  paused;  and  in  that  pause  there  was  an 
'Syrian  moment  for  them  both.  But  in  another 
'^^^lant  Alida  extricates  herself  from  his  em- 
"^^9^1  and  though  she  suffers  him  still  to 
''^tain  her  hand,  her  voice  is  yet  some- 
^^91  painfully  constrained  and  altered  as  she 
H^eaks. 

^  Ah  I  Greyslaer,  I  fear  me  this  flood  of  hap- 

pbess  has  come  in  too  quickly  to  last  for  either 

rf  us.    That  paper  may  be — nay,  look  not  thus 

innrt— I  doubt  not  that  it  contains  sufficient  to 

produce  entire  conviction  in  your  mind  as  well 

«8  mine;   for,  had   it   not  been  for  the  deep 

idiaDoe  I  place  upon  your  judgment^  Max — a 
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judgment  so  far  beyond  your  years — I  should 
never  have  betrayed  the  feelings  you  have  be- 
held this  night.  But,  whatever  be  the  fate  of 
the  regard  I  bear  you,  Greyslaer,  you  have  won 
it,  and  it  is  yours.  No,  never  would  I  rvcail 
this  hour,"  Max  mutely  pressed  faor  hand  to 
his  lips,  and  she  went  on.  "  But  it  is  a  strange 
and  dark  story  of  which  we  have  now  the  threads 
in  our  hands,  and  I  shudder  with  the  fear  lest, 
deeming  too  quickly  we  have  unravelled  it  all, 
there  may  he  others  interwoven  with  it  not  so 
easy  to  disentangle.  My  name  must  be  cleared, 
not  only  to  your  satisfaction,  Greyslaer,  but  to 
that  of  all  who  have  ever  heard  its  sound,  before 
I  will  change  it  for  yours ;  and  in  these  troubled 
times  it  is  long  before  I  can  hope  for  such  a 
result." 

"  Your  name,  Alida !  None  have  ever,  none 
dare  ever,  connect  that  with  dishonour.  Your 
name  !     Why,  this  terrible  secret  has  been  so 
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jkept  from  the  world,  that  I  never  dreamed  of 
■jnteiy  attendug  you,  till  you  yourself  revealed 
tbt  there  was  one.'' 

^  Te8|  m  the  class  with  which  we  have  most 
U^ed,  my  story  is  but  little  known;  but 
Ave  must  be  many  of  the  country  people  of  a 
ttreDt  grade,  though  as  worthy  of  respect  as 
AoBe  who  sometimes  pretend  to  engross  it  all, 
vho  cannot  but  have  heard  of  it ;  and  I  would 
Mt  have  the  simplest  rustic  cherish  a  remem- 
kuce  that  can  do  irreverence  to  the  wife  of 
Qrejvlaer.  Let  us  wait,  dearest  Max ;  wait  till 
taBe«-.till  chance,  which  has  already  done  so 
i^Qdi  for  me,  shall  determine  still  farther.  Till 
IImii,  affianced  to  you  in  soul  Alida  will  still 
"tain :  and,  whate'er  betide,  she  will  never  be 
toodier's.'' 

Gteyslaer,  who  knew  too  well  the  character 
r  Alida  to  remonstrate  against  her  purpose 
ben  settled,  determined  at  least  to  defer  what- 
or  he  had  to  urge  against  her  resolution  until 
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a  more  propitiouB  season.  Be^des,  with  a 
lover's  thoughtful  consideration,  he  feared  that 
the  night  air  might  blow  too  chilly  upon  the  j 
ioosely-ar rayed  person  of  Alids  to  reader  tt  I 
safe  to  prolract  the  intervien.  They  parted— '1 
not  with  the  fond  and  caressing  adieus  of  iiewevi 
and  happier  lovers,  but  when  tiie  baud,  vbidt  ] 
Greyslaer  was  loath  to  release,  tremblE>d  in  hia  I 
prcBBUi-e  as  he  bade  farewell,  he  stooped  to  printl 
a  single  kiss  upon  the  pale  cheek  which  was  not  I 
withdrawn  from  him. 

And  now,  good  steed,  thou  bearest  a  differeol^ 
man  upon  thy  back  ftom  bim  who  bas  tlme»l 
already  guided  thee  over  the  some  nnd  I 
night,  llie  stem  and  disappointed  man  thai, 
with  firm  hand  and  even  rein,  bent  his  twilight 
course  hither  i  the  moody  and  abstracted  lover 
that  loitered  homeward  at  a  6tful  pace :  the 
wild-riding  horseman,  who  spurred  ahead,  m 
if  each  moment  were  of  importance  to  mAn 
the  riddle  be  had  already  read : — were  not  eidi 
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iod  all  of  these  a  differeot  being  from  the 
iNioyant  caYalier,  who  now,  with  ringing  bridle, 
giDopa  gaily  over  hill  and  dale,  leaning  for- 
vud  now  to  pat  thy  glossy  neck  and  speak 
cheering  words  of  encouragement,  and  now 
rinng  in  the  stirrup  as  if  his  happy  spirit 
Violted  upward  at  each  gallant  bound  beneath 
bn?  Surely  there  is  a  music  in  the  good 
honeys  motions  which  times  itself  ever  to  our 
iBood,  whatever  the  changes  be. 

Alas !  many  were  the  changes  of  mood  that 
Greyslaer  was  yet  doomed  to  know  ere  the 
*tory  of  his  strange  love  was  ended.  But  of 
^  delajr  that  sickens  hope,  the  doubts  that 
vitber  it,  of  the  chilling  thoughts,  the  shadowy 
fcireof  the  future,  he  dreamed  not,  cared  not 
Sow,  more  than  he  did  for  the  clouds  which 
crept  over  the  skies^  and  obscured  the  path 
More  him.  His  mind  was  filled  with  but  one 
ides,  which  excluded  all  others.    He  knew — 
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what  oDce  to  know  or  once  to  believe,  io  tbat 
first  hour  of  belief  or  knowledge,  makes  all  the 
world  a  paradise  around — he  knew  that  he  teat 

Shall  we  pause  to  paint  the  next  interview 
between  Max  and  Alida — when  the  happy  lover 
won  from  her  lips  the  final  words  of  ber  full 
betrothal  to  him  ?  Shall  we  d(>Bcrtbe  those 
which  followed,  when  Max,  with  arguments  »be 
did  not  wish  to  anawor,  convinced  her  thiU 
Ihere  was  now  no  real  bar  to  their  wedded 
happiness,  and  she  yielded  up  all  thought  nt 
seeking  redress  for  her  wrongs,  save  thTx>ugfa 
him  who  was  shortly  to  become  the  rightful 
guardian  of  her  honour;  to  the  &iend  who  had 
already  become  dearer  to  her  than  her  life!' 
Shall  we  tell  how  the  softening  influunce  of  love 
gradually  melted  the  Amazonian  spirit  of  her 
earlier  days,  until  the  romantic  dream  of  retri- 
bution, which  had  so  sternly  strung  the  soul  of 
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the  once  haughty  Alida,  became  lost  at  last 

^  the  loYiDg  woman's  tender  fears  lest  Brad- 

^we,  now  so  tar  removed  from  the  vengeance 

^ber  lover,  should  yet  cross  his  path. ^     Shall 

^^  dwell  upon  the  transports  of  feeling  which 

^Sitated  the  soul  of  Max,  now  burning  with 

^^^padence  to  exact  such  retribution,  and  now 

^^^«orbed  in  a  wild  confusion  of  delight  as  the 

J  approached  which  would  make  Alida  his 

refer? 

Or  shall  we  rather  describe  his  chafing  vexa- 
and  her  mute  forebodings  when  the  call  of 
^^^tary  honour,. abruptly  summoning  him  away 
distant  and  dangerous  duty,  deferred  that 
expectation  of  their  union  to  a  period 
%ich  the  fearfiil  chances  of  civil  war  only  could 
^^termine? 

9iall  we  follow  the  patriot  soldier   in  his 
^^tight  career  of  achievement,  as,  courted  and 
by  the  glowing  eyes  and  chivalrous 
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spirits  of  the  South,  he  measures  Us  8#^ 
with  the  boldest  of  his  country's  inyadeni  ^ 
mingles  with  his  fewsu  periors  in  eoundl  amoPS 
the  hoblest  of  his  country's  defenders  ?  StuSi 
we  survey  him  in  that  broader  field  of  acadoDi 
where  the  indulgence  of  personal  animomty,  and 
schemes  of  Vengeance  agunst  a  mere  adYentmer 
like  Bradshawe,  are  forgotten  and  swallowed 
up  in  the  more  general  and  nobler  interests 
that  press  upon  him;  but  where  the  image 
of  Alida  is  still  as  dear  to  his  mind  as  when 
last  he  waved  a  reluctant  adieu  to  his  native 
valley  ? 

But  no,  young  Max,  it  is  not  for  us  to  track 
the  meteor  windings  of  thy  soldierly  career 
amid  those  thrilling  scenes  which  Lee^  Sumtet^ 
Pickens^  Marion^  and  Tarleton^  their  gallant 
foe,  have  since  immortalised  in  guerilla  story* 
and  made  the  heritage  of  other  names  than 
thine.     The  record  of  thy  exploits  is  fully  chro* 
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mayhap,  in  one  true  heart  only,  and 
rows  daily  sadder  as  it  counts  the  hours 
absence  and  dreams  of  the  friend  who  is 

ay. 
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*'  There  comes  a  power 
Into  this  Ungdom,  who  already. 
Wise  in  our  negligence,  have  secret  feet 
In  some  of  oor  best  ports,  and  are  at  point 
To  show  tlieir  open  banner." 

Kinp  Liar. 

**  The  fatal  time 
Cots  off  an  eeremonles,  and  tows  of  lore, 
And  ample  intercliange  of  sweet  discourse. 
Which  so  long  sundered  fHendt  should  dwell  upon." 

SidHuraill. 

**  On  the  stage 
Of  my  mortality  my  youth  hath  acted 
Some  scenes  of  ranity,  drawn  out  at  length 
By  varied  pleasures,  sweetened  in  the  mixture, 
But  tragical  in  issue.** 

Tkt  Broken  Heart. 

"  Thus  to  rob  a  lady 
Of  her  good  name,  is  an  infections  sin 
Not  to  be  pardoned.    Be  it  fslse  as  hell. 
Twin  never  be  redeemed  if  it  be  sown 
Among  the  people,  firuitlul  to  increase 
AU  erfls  they  shaU  hear." 

£0M  idet  eMeeding. 
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CHAPTER  I. 
rangers'  revels. 

**  Round  with  the  ringing  glass  once  more. 
Friends  of  my  youth  and  of  my  heart, 
Ko  magic  can  this  hour  restore ; 
Then  crown  it  ere  we  part. 


**  Te  are  my  friends,  my  chosen  ones, 

Whose  blood  would  flow  with  fervour  true 
For  me ;  and  free  as  this  wine  runs, 
Would  mine,  by  Hearen !  for  you." 

Hamilton  Booart. 


A  YEAR  has  passed  away — ^the  second  year  of 
the  Reyoltttion — and  Greyslaer  is  not  nearer 

B  2 


GUEYSLAEIU 


the  fruition  of  his  hopes  than  in  the  hour  when 
they  first  dawned  anew  upon  his  scuL    The 
calls  of  military  duty  have,  in  the  mean  timci 
carried  him  tax  from  his  native  valley,  to  which, 
with  a  sword  whose    temper  has  been  tried 
on  many  a  Southern  field,  he  is  now 
ing ;   for  New  York   at    this    moment    m 
all  her  children  to  defend  her  soiL     Burgoyn».cx^ 
upon  the  Hudson,  and   St  Leger  along  th*Lc:C^ 
Mohawk,  are  marching  to  unite  their  farces  Lf      ^ 
the  heart  of  the  province,  and  sweep  the  countK^^^csi 
from  the  lakes  to  the  seaboard. 

The  ascendency  which,  upon  the  first  oc^^^dioi^ 
break  of  hostilities,  the  Whigs  of  Tryon  oou^ki^b^ 
attained  over  the  opposite  faction,  seemed,  ^ 

this  period  of  the  great  struggle,  about  to        ie 
wrenched   from   their  hands.      The  conspiri^ 
})ands  of  Tories  which  had  been  driven  out  or 
«li rearmed  when  Schuyler  marched  upon  Jobi]5* 
town  and  crushed  the  first  rising  of  the  royal- 
ibts,  had  lifted  the  royal  standard  anew  upon 
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the  border,  and  rumours  of  the  thousands  who 

^rere  flocking  to  it  struck  dismay  into  the  pa. 

^ot  councils.    Brant  and  his  Mohawks  had 

cdways  kept  the  field  in  guerilla  warfare,  and 

^e  frontier  men  were  habituated  to  the  terror 

of  his  name ;  but  now  Guy  Johnson,  who  had 

l)een  stirring  up  the  more  remote  tribes,  was 

said  to  have  thickened  his  files  with  a  cloud 

of  savage  warriors.    The  combined  Indian  and 

v^fiigee  forces  had  rendezvoused    at  Oswego, 

tiioroughly  armed  and  appointed  for  an  efficient 

oampaign;  and    Barry    St.    Leger,   who  took 

^xmimand  of  the  whole,  boasted  confidently  that 

lie  would  effect  a  conjunction  with  Burgoyne, 

if  that  leader  could  make  good  his  march  upon 

Albany. 

Avuling  himself  of  the  numerous  streams 
and  lakes  of  the  country  to  transport  his  ar- 
tillery and  heavy  munitions,  St  Leger  advanced 
with  forced  marches  from  the  wilds  of  the 
North  and  the  West,  and,  penetrating  into  the 
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Valley  of  the  Mohawk*  invested  Fort  Stanvu* 
the  portal  of  the  whole  region  beyond  to  the 
Hudson.     The    province^  far   and   wide^m 
alarmed  at  this  bold  and  hitherto  sqoomM 
invasion;  and  some  of  the  sturdier  pitriolscf 
Tryon  county  stood   aghast  at  the  inoiMnf 
torrent  which  threatened  to  overwhelm  dMi^ 
But  the  anxiety  of  the  mass  was  more  aldii  to 
the  alarm  that  arouses  than  to  the  tenor  wkiA 
paralyzes    action.     There    is  a  spirit  abroil 
among  the  people;  a  spirit  of  determinedly 
solve,  pf   vengeful    hatred  against  those  wb 
have  come  back  to  desolate  the  land  with  iff 
and  sword.     Sir   John   Johnson,   who  atuA 
high  in  the  councils  of  the  -invading  geoenli 
has  approached  the   threshold  of  his  tariS/A 
patrimony;   but    the    arrogant    though   han^ 
baronet,  should  he  penetrate  as  far  as  die  biQiA 
domain  over  which  his  family  once  exeidiei 
an  almost  princely  sway,  will  find  that  strange 
changes  have  taken  place  among  his  rustic  and 
once  humble  neighbours. 
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The  march  of  armies,  the  pomp  and  parade 

^f  martial  times,   with  many  of  the  dark  in- 

<ddent8  of  civil  feud  shadowing  the  pageantry 

^  r^^ular  war&re,  have  been  beheld  in  the 

Valley  of  the  Mohawk,  and  the  lapse  of  two 

^bort  years  has  markedly  altered  the  character 

of  the  district  in  which  the  principal  scienes  of 

^tu  story  are  laid    The  inhabitants   are  no 

^^^iiger  gathered  together  in  village  or  hamlet 

^'^  reason  calmly  about  their  rights,  and  pass 

'^^^nnal  resolutions  upon  the  conduct  of  their 

^^ikrs.    The   reckless    assertion,   the  hot  and 

^Msty  reply,  the  careless  laugh  or  fierce  each 

^^ich.  cuts  short  the  laggard  argument,  show 

^liat* men's  tempers  have  altered,  and  the  times 

^f  debate  have  long  since  given  way  to  those 

^f  action.    The  soldier  has  taken  the  place  of 

the  civilian ;  the  military  muster  supplanted  the 

political  assemblage;  and  the  plain  yeomanry 

of  m  rural  district  are  no  longer  recognisable  in 

die  gay  military    groups    that  seem  to  have 
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usurped  thor  place  at  the  roadaide  mn.  Now,  ^-i 
especially,  when  the  prodamatMM  of  tfaa  earn-  — m 
niandant  of  tin  djtti-ict  has  summoned  ever}'  ^c% 
male  inbaUtaat  capable  of  bearing  srms  to  tlif  ox^ 
fiek^  the  bighwaya  are  filled  with  yeomanrr -s^-v:) 
corpi^  battaUons  of  iafantry,  volunt(?<crs  fromanrvq 
the  Tillages^  and  squadrons  of  mounted  rsngersa-x; 
from  the  remote  settlements,  all  urging  tfaeizf -s 
way  to  the  general  rendezvous  at  Fort  Dayton.    ..c 

Hitberward,  too,  occasionally,  iateniiinslet*-^f] 
with  these  raw  levies,  were  Uki-wUe  marduo 
bodies  of  experienced  jiarttsan  troops,  wbidF^^sj 
aa  the  scene  of  war  sliiftcd  from  ooe  pa,^:^^ 
of  the  nortben  frontier  to  another,  had  kc  ^»  ^ep 
tlie  field  from  the  first.     Armed  and  tiatned  M  u 

serve  aa  either  cavalry  or  infantry,  the  "  M 
hawk  Yffigere,  as  they  called  themselves,  we 
found  acting  now  aa  videttea  and  foraj^og  ps 
ties  for  the  Congressional  forces ;  fighting  n  ^» 
by  themselves  with  the  Indians  in  guerilla  coa 
flict,  and  now  again  co-operating  with  the  Cm- 
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tjnental  anny  in  regular  warfare.  The  public- 
liouse  of  Nicholas  Wingear,  which  lay  imme- 
ciiately  upon  the  road  to  Fort  Dayton,  was  at 
tiiis  time  a  fovourite  stopping-place  of  refresh- 
ment with  the  different  corps  which  composed 
^liis  motley  army,  and  a  small  command  had 
baited  there  for  the  night  at  the  time  we  re- 
^mne  the  thread  of  our  story. 

The  old  stone-built  inn,  with  its  ruined  sheds 
«i.iid  outhouses  of  half-hewn  logs,  which  used  to 
^tand  somewhere  about  midway  upon  the  road 
between  Canajoharie  and   German   Flats,  has 
'PTobably  long  since  given  place  to  some  more 
^E^iodem  hostelrie.     Mine  ancient  host,  too,  the 
'Worthy  Deacon  Wingear — unless  the  flavour  of 
•^18  liquor  lives  in  the  memory  of  some  octoge- 
narian toper — is  perhaps  likewise  forgotten.     It 
^  not  less  our  duty,  however,  to  chronicle  his 
lUune  here  while  opening  this  act  of  our  drama 
Iteneath  the  hospitable  roof  of  Nicholas. 
The  apartment  in  which  the  ranger  corps 
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were  carousing  was  large  and  rudely  furnished, 
containing  only — besides  the  permanent  fixture 
of  a  bar  for  the  sale  of  liquors,  which  was  par- 
titioned oS*  under  the  staircase  at  one  end  of 
the  room — a  small  cherry-wood  table  and  a  few 
rush-bottomed  chairs  as  its  customary'  move- 
ables. Temporary  arrangements  seemed,  how- 
ever, to  have  been  lately  made  for  a  greater 
number  of  guests  than  tho?c  would  accommo- 
ilate.  An  oaken  settle  had  been  brought  from 
its  place  in  the  porch,  and  arranged,  with 
several  hastily-constructed  benches,  around  a 
rude  substitute  for  a  dining-table,  formed  by 
iiiuling  a  pair  of  shutters  upon  a  stout  log 
placed  upright  upon  the  door;  the  convenience 
being  eked  out  in  length  by  some  unplaned 
boards  resting  upon  an  empty  cask  or  two. 

The  rudeness  of  this  primitive  Iwnqueting 
furniture  could  hardly  be  said  to  be  smoothed 
away  by  a  soiled  and  crumpled  tablecloth, 
which   scantily  concealed  less  than  half  of  its 
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upper  sur&ce.  It  appeared,  however,  to  an- 
swer the  purpose  with  the  bluff  campaigners 
who  were  now  seated  around  it,  fiUing  beaker 
after  beaker  from  a  large  pewter  flagon  which 
rapidly  circulated  around  the  board.  Nor  did 
they,  while  making  the  most  of  these  ungainly 
appliances  for  their  comfort,  envy  the  burly 
and  selfish  lounger  who  occupied  and  monopo- 
lized two  or  three  of  the  chairs,  as  well  as  the 
smaller  and  neater  table  in  one  comer  of  the 
apartment  Of  this  privileged  and  loutish  in- 
dividual we  shall  speak  hereafter.  A  heavy 
black  patch  covered  one  of  his  eyes;  but  the 
curious  glances  which  he  \^ith  the  other  ever 
and  anon  cast  upon  the  carousing  soldiery, 
would  intimate  that  they  were  worthy  of  a  more 
minute  description  than  we  have  yet  given  of 
them. 

Their  stacked  arms  and  knapsacks  flung 
carelessly  in  the  comers  might  indicate  that 
they  are  only  some  fatigue  party  of  militia  that 
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liaa  stopped  here  for  refreshment ;  or  it  nuqr 
be  a  detachment  from  some  larger  body  of  liglik 
troops  which  has  halted  for  the  night  upon 
their  march  through  the  country.  The  abeenoe 
of  all  military  etiquette,  and  the  free  and  equiA 
tone  of  their  intercourse,  as  they  sit  all  drinks 
ing  at  the  same  board,  would  imply  that  they 
are  only  privates  of  some  volunteer  comptoy 
of  foot.  And  yet,  if  his  sabre  and  spurs  were 
wanting,  there  is  still  that  in  the  appearance  as 
well  as  the  equipments  of  more  than  one  of 
ttieir  number,  which  would  anywhere  distioguisb 
him  from  the  common  soldier  of  a  marching 
regiment,  much  more  from  an  ordinary  militia- 
man.  His  looks  are  too  intelligent  for  those 
of  a  mere  human  machine,  accustomed  only 
to  act  in  mechanical  unison  with  others.  His 
features  are  earnest,  but  not  rigid.  His  air  is 
martial,  but  yet  not  strictly  military.  It  be- 
trays the  schooling  of  service  rather  than  the 
habit  of  discipline      It  bespeaks  the  soldier  who 
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has  been  made  such  by  circumstance  rather  than 
by  the  drill-sergeant.  In  a  word,  it  is  the  air  of 
a  guerilla,  and  not  of  a  regular. 

But  listen ;  the  partisan  grows  musical  in  his 
cups.  There  is  a  grave  pause  in  his  wild  was- 
sail; he  has  linked  hands  with  his  comrades ' 
and  now,  with  one  voice,  they  raise  their  battle 
hymn  together.  It  is  that  half-German  gather- 
ing song  which,  in  the  days  of  the  Revolution, 
used  to  stir  the  Teuton  blood  of  "  The  old  Re- 
sidenters,^  as  the  men  of  the  Mohawk  called 
themselves. 


OUR  COUXTRY'S  CALL, 

1. 

Raise  tbe  heart,  raise  the  hand. 
Swear  ye  for  the  glorio«s  cause, 
Swear  bj  Nature's  holy  laws 

To  defend  your  fatherland  ! 
By  the  glory  ye  inherit. 

By  the  deeds  that  patriots  dare, 
By  your  country's  freedom  swear  it : 

By  tbe  Eternal  this  day  swear  ! 
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The  solitary  lounger,  who  sat  aloof  from  the 
soldiers,  exhibited  every  sign  of  boorish  impa- 
tience short  of  being  directly  offensive,  as  each 
new  verse  followed  the  repetition  of  the  chorus 
from  the  other  table.  He  was  a  strong-featured, 
bull-necked  fellow,  whose  slouched  drab  beaver, 
huge  loaded  whip,  and  blanket-cloth  overcoat, 
indicated  the  occupation  of  a  teamster  or  drover, 
A  pipe  and  pot  of  beer  had  been  placed  before 
bim  while  the  soldiers  were  in  the  midst  of  their 
song,  with  whose  soothing  luxury  he  seemed 
not  fully  content,  however,  judging  by  the 
growling  impatience  with  which,  ever  and  anon, 
he  now  asked  about  some  toasted  cheese  that  it 
appeared  was  preparing  for  him  in  the  kitchen. 
His  remarks  were  addressed  to  mine  host,  a 
thin-faced,  lank-haired  worthy,  in  a  complete 
suit  of  black  velveteen,  who  stood  behind  the  bar 
with  slate  in  hand,  ready  to  make  any  addition 
to  bis  reckoning  at  the  first  call  for  replenishing 
the  jorum  of  the  soldiers ;  and  partly  to  a  tight 
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Ian  that  glided  to  and  firo  thraugfa  the  room, 
on  tbealmt  to  receive  tbt  ordBn  of  flMflon* 
pany. 

•*  Why,  Twrjt  gal*"  said  tfae  drover,  ■*  I  sBS 
bare  drunk  up  all  my  ale  before  that  cheese  is 
fbrUicoming.  Yoar  maminy  ought  to  be  able 
to  to68  up  Buish  atrifle  atfive  miiiutes'  notice.  I 
must  ride  tar  to-night,  and  tliat  right  soon,  to 
overtake  my  cattle,  which  must  be  driven  lu 
Fort  Dayton  before  bre^fast  tomorrow.  And 
here  one  moment — I  would  tell  you  Homethin^, 
my  pretty  Tavy." 

**  Oetavia  Sardi  Ani^*  cried  a  shrewish  female 
voice  from  the  kitchen. 

"  Go,  Tavy,  my  good  girl,  to  your  mother," 
s^d  mine  host,  evidently  uneasy  to  get  the  girl 
out  of  the  way  of  the  cheese  customer.  "  Your 
call  shall  he  obeyed  in  a  moment,  worthy  sir  ^ 
only  have  a  little  patience.  We  are  snythiog' 
but  strong-handed  in  this  house-just  now.  yiy 
son  Zachariah  went  off  with  the  Congress  sol- 


/ 


GR£TSLA£R«  1 7 

^iers  yesterday,  and  Scotch  Angus  stole  away 

join  the  king^s  people  last  week.    The  nig- 

are  all  sorting  the  horses  that  came  in  to- 

^Hught,  and  my  good  woman  has  no  one^  to  split 

^^B  stick  for  her  till   Zip  comes  in  from   the 

stable.'* 

^  Well,  Bully  Nick,  you  might  have  spared 
that  long  palaver  if  you  had  left  spry-tongued 
'avy  to  tell  me  the  same  thing  in  three  words, 
^^^Jistead  of  squinting  and  blinking  to  her  to  clear 
mt,  as  you  did  just  now.    Hark  ye,  Nicholas,  I 
rould  say  a  word  to  you,"*  and  the  man,  whose 
iwless  features  put  on  a  scowl,  as  if  some  angry 
lought  had  struck  him,  beckoned  to  the  inn- 
keeper to  approach  near  enough  for  them  to 
exchange  a  whisper  together.     But  this  mark 
*of  confidence  Wingear  seemed   sedulously  to 
avoid ;  and  the  traveller,  at  last  rising  abruptly 
from  his  seat,  strode  up  to  the  bar,  and,  flinging 
down  his  reckoning,  stalked  out  of  the  apart- 
ment ;  not,  however,  before  he  had  leaned  over 
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tbe  counter,  and)  wifa'hing  the  sbriDkiiu  Nicfao- 
laa  hf  the  oollu  of  hia  cost,  mattwad  in  In 
ear, 

<*  I  see  yon  know  nu^  word^  liBkt:M^  ^ 

aewng  that  you  do,  I've  failf  a  mind  todftjpK-  "^^ 
weBsand  for  fighting  ra  shy  of  an  old  m^fffgt^  -!== 
ance.  SMnoit  breathe  but  a  syllable  to  this  ^^H 
rebel  gan^  and  PU  rciut  you  and  your  houd«-  ^^9 
hold  among  those  rotten  timbers  before  morti- 
ing.  Remember  1  I  have  an  eye  upon  you, 
even  among  diat  batch  of  fools  yonder." 

*'  I  say,  deaoon*"  cried  one  of  the  Yeegers,  a^ 
tbe  innkeeper,  itoc^ing  down  behind  tbe  bar,  ass 
if  buned  in  arranging  something,  managed  thus 
to  conceal  the  tenor  which  this  formidable  apeecfcr^E^^ 
had  inspired!,  *'  I  say,  deacon,  my  boy,  who  th^ 
devil's  that  surly  chap  who's  just  left  us  ?" 

"  That's  more  than  I  can  tell  you,  Captai  — ^ 
De  Rooa,"  replied  Wingear,  with  difficulty  ma^^ 
tering  the  trepidation  into  which  be  bad 
thrown,  and  still  averting  his  lace  as  he  plied 
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^'^^el  industriously  along  the  shelves  over  which 
ne  leaned.  **  The  man's  in  the  cattle  bunnesa, 
*  believe,  ur,  as  he  talked  of  driving  some  crit- 
*•*'»  to  Fort  Daytoo  for  the  troops  there." 

iTiB  officer  paused  for  a  moment  in  mere 
'^leiiess  of  thought,  as  it  seemed  from  the  in- 
^^otness  with  which  he  watched  the  smoke- 
^'^eatha  from  his  mouth  curling  upward  toward 
^*c  raftera ;  and  then  knocking  the  ashes  from 
**  <9gar,  he  resumed  abruptly,  before  replacing 
**  in  his  lips— 

*■  Kd  you  ever  see  anything  of  Woifert  Valt^ 
'***yer  in  these  parta,  Nicky  ?' 

**  O  yes,  sir,"  answered  Octavia,   who    that 

^^^^itoent  entered  with  a  fresh  flagon  from  the 

^^tiar ;  "  he  stopped  here  about  harvest   time 

^*>  years  ago  with  Mr.  Bradsbawe,  just  as  the 

^^**lahles  were  beginning.     They  went  off  in  a 

^»Ty ;  folks  said,  because  old  Bait  the  hunter 

^*tHc  down  here  to  look  after  their  doings." 
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^  You  are  mistaken,  Tavy,**  said  her  btber, 
uneasily ;  **  Bradshawe  and  the  drover— lol 
Valtmeyer  I  mean— pat  down  the  pitdier,  gik 
and  don't  stand  gaping  at  me  so.  The  dioftf 
and  Brad-— I  mean  Wolfert — ^ 

*<  You  mean  I  and  what  the  devil  do  yon 
mean  ?^  said  the  soldier,  turning  round  fieredj« 
and  fixing  a  stem  eye  upon  the  innkeeper. 
*^  Keep  a  straight  tongue  between  your  teethp 
Nick,  or  you  may  wish  it  bitten  off  when  too 
late/' 

The  abashed  publican,  quailing  beneath  the 
penetrating  glance  of  De  Roos,  was  glad  of  vxj 
excuse  for  remaining  silent,  while  the  other,  ad- 
dressing the  girl,  thus  pursued  his  inquiries: 

"  And  so,  my  pretty  Tavy,  you  saw  Valtmej*' 
about  two  years  since,  eh  ?  About  the  tim^  ^ 
Greyslaer's  fight,  wasn't  it  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  either  just  before  or  jqst  a^r 
Brant  carried  off  Miss  Alida." 


GRETSLAEIL  21 

ITie  features  of  the  gay  soldier  darkened  as 
she  spoke ;  but,  quickly  resuming  his  air  of  un- 
^oncem,  he  continued  his  questions  by  asking, 

^^  What  kind  of  a  looking  fellow  was  Wolfert 
^hen?  Did  he  bear  any  resemblance  to  the 
^>^OTer  that  was  here  but  now  V 

*^  He  was  about  as  tall  as  the  drover,  sir,  but 
Uot  so  fleshy.     When  the  drover  had  his  back 
^^loied,  I  almost  mistrusted  it  was  Mr.  Valt- 
^yet ;  but  then  the  drover  was  much  younger 
round-feced,  and,  in  spite  of  the  black  patch 
his  eye,  altogether  more  likely  looking 
^^Hq  Mr.  Valtmeyer,  who  looked  mighty  homely 
^^th  his  great  sprangly  beard,  he  did ;"  and  the 
S^rl  smoothed  down  her  apron,  and  cast  a  glance 
^ver  her  shoulder  at  a  bit  of  looking-glass  stuck 
Against  a  post  of  the  bar,  as  if  she  questioned 
^  taste  of  the  unshorn   Wolfert  in  having, 
^  his  toilet,   shown  such  indiflerence  to  her 
charms. 
^He  was  thinner,  and  wore  a  long  beard,  eh  ? 
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a  razor  and  good  quarters  would  easily  mike  ill 
the  difference,''  soliloquized  De  Roos.  ^Bil 
the  impudent  scoundrel  would  scarcely  dire 
thus  to  put  his  head  in  the  lion's  moudi.  Yet  I 
must  have  an  eye  to  the  puritanical  curmudgeofi 
that  this  simple  lass  Has  the  courtesy  to  ed 
father.''  And  then  resuming  aloud,  be  ad(U 
"  Did  your  father  ever  know — ^ 

*^  Octavia  Sarah  Ann,"  interrupted  the  shril 
voice  from  the  kitchen. 

''  Curse  the  beldam  !"  muttered  De  Roos,  as 
the  nuisance  was  instantly  repeated. 

'^  Octavia  Sarah  Ann,  come  take  this  toasted 
cheese  to  the  cattle-merchant." 

"  Yes,  mother,  yes,  Pm  coming.  Had  J^ 
any  more  questions  to  ask  me,  captain  ?' 

"  Go,  gal,  go^**  growled  old  Wingear,  in  a  lot 
voice.  *^  You  are  too  fond,  young  missus,  d 
keeping  here  among  the  sogers." 

*^  Any  more  questions  ?   no--8tay  one  mo- 
ment, sweet  Tavy,  my  blooming  Tavy.     Where 
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got  you  those  gay  ribands  which  lace  that  bodice 
•o  charmingly  7*^ 

**  La,  sir,*  replied  the  girl,    bashfully    re- 

^riiig  a  step  or  two,  as  the  gallant  soldier 

Bteetched  out  his  hand  as  if  to  draw  her  near 

examine  the  trim  of  her  tasteful  little  figure 

curiously :    ^  la,   sir,  it's  only  the  blue 

buff,  the  Congress  colours,  you  know,  that 

^^Id    Bait  brought  me,  with  other  fixings,  from 

^^ihenectady/* 

*^  Octaria  Sarah  Ann,  if  ye're  not  here  in  the 
l^^^ling  of  an  tnion,  'twill  be  the  worse  for  you,"* 
^^^I'leamed  the  rirago  mother. 

*^  You  see^  captain,  I  mttst  go." 

^  Sounds  I  what  a  tight  ankle  the  girl  has, 

^^H^,**  quoth  the  captain,  as  she  tripped  out  of 

^^  i^rtment.    ^*  And  so  that  queer  quiz,  old 

^^t».  has  induced  her  to  mount  the  patriot 

flours !     Well,  I  hope  a  finer  riband  will  not 

^^oe  her  to  change  them  for  the  blue  and 

»Wer  of  •  The  Royal  New-Yorkers,*  as  John- 


u  rot '  B°w 

„>«g»S»«*"°"°     :..„d*.-'- 
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*•  There  he  goes — GchI  bless  him — singing 
for  all  the  world  like  a  Bob*a-linkuni  on  the 
crittur  whose  very  natur  it  is  not  to 
tp  still  for  a  moment,  and  to  make  music 
^•'herever  be  moves.** 

*^  And  what  mare  s  nest  has  our  singing  bird 
"^und  now,  corporal  ?" 

**  Well,  I  don'^t  know,  sargeant ;  only,  if  the 

lin  has  got  upon  the  trail  of  Wild  Wolfert, 

his  words  belikened,  it  would  be  a  tall  thing 

^^  us  boys  to  seize  that  limb  o'  Satan,  and  carry 

***«H  along  with  us  to  German  Flats. '^ 

**  Ay,  ay,  it  would  indeed;  but  though  our 
^Uts  would  make  us  believe  that  both  he  and 


'^''^uishawe    are    snooping  about    the   country 


ong  the  Tories,  I  rather  guess  that  they  are 
^^h  snug  in  Su  Leger's  lines  before  Fort  Stan- 


M 


*•  No  doubt,  no  doubt,"  said  a  trooper,  rap- 

piUg  an  empty  flagon  with  the  hilt  of  his  sabre, 

^  if  tired  of  the  discussion  of  so  dry  a  subject. 

VOL.    III.  c 
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elfimder  the  command  of  a  Congress  officer  as 
nueh  as  you  do»  only  you  know  that,  for  the 
tioooor  of  the  corps,  we  Yaegers  should  keep 
up  die  obsenranees  of  military  rank  when  acting 
vUi  the  government  forces." 

*  Hat's  a  Cact,  bo}rS}"  said  the  corporal 
"What!  would  you  have  our  free  companies 
Qoobanded  with  the  common-draughted  milishy, 
lid  laughed  at  by  all  the  Continentals  as  they 
be?  No»  no ;  I  may  wince  as  much  as  any  on 
ye  when  I  feel  the  screws  o'  discipline  first  be- 
gbabg  to  set  tight,  but  I  like  to  see  our  cap- 
tun  take  sdrs  upon  himself  with  the  best  on  'em 
■ben  it's  for  the  honour  of  the  corps.  There 
Mr^8  the  Refugee  partisans  that  fight  on  their 
Ml  hook  just  like  ourselves — Johnson's  Greens 
^  Bttller^B  Rangers,  Tories  though  they  be — 
in  the  mark  like  real  sodgers  upon  a  call  of 
^.  Ob,  you  should  have  been  in  Greyslaer's 
c^iqpiiiy  to  see  discipline,  and  that,  too,  jist 
rten  the  war    was  breaking  out;    only  ask 

c  2 
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1 1  myself  heerd  tell  about  having  seen  Kit 
his  own  eyes  among  the  Oneidas  last  win 

r  r 

^  What,   Bait  try  to  carry  his  scalp  safely 

x*ough  the  Seneca  nation,  not  to  mention  the 

nondagoes  and  Cayugas,  through  all  of  which 

U  have  to  run  the  gauntlet  before  reaching 

Genesee  ?    Pshaw,  man,  the  old  hunter  is 

cold  as  my  spurs  long  before  this." 

"Though  the  reckless  trooper  spoke  thus  only 

*or    the  sake  of  teazing  his  comrade,  yet  the 

P^J'tisan  corporal  was  familiar  enough  with  the 

^s^gers  of  the  wilderness  not  to  fear  that  what 

^iley  said  was  true.     But,  as  if  to  nhake  off 

^o  ungrateful  conviction,  he  emptied  his  beaker 

^t  A  draught,  shook  his  head,  and  was  silent, 

^bile  another  of  the  Yaegers  changed  the  sub- 

J^t  by  saying, 

••  Well,  well,  let's  have  Wiley's  song.  Come, 
^'^ley,  if  it  must  be  the  last  time  we  have  a 
^Ut  of  free  and  equal  fellowship  like  this  to- 


30 
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Dayton,  bringing  the  news  from  Bait  him- 
'  1^  now  at  that  post.    Carry  on,  carry  on,  and 
1 1  us  your  tidings ;  but  hold,  the  poor  fellow*s 
-^^int,  perhaps.    Wash  the  dirt  from  his  mouth 
ilili  a  cup  of  applo'jack,  Adam,  and  then  he'll 


n 


rrhe  countryman,  who^  entering  the  room  at 
&  heels  of  De  Roos,  had  cast  a  wistful  eye 
the  table  from  the  first,  advanced  without 
a  word,  and  tossed  off  the  liquor  which 
corporal  filled  out  for  him,  smacked  his 
'^pQ,  wiped  bis  mouth  with  his  coat- sleeve,  and 
^-^Us  delivered  himself: 

^*  All  I  have  to  say,  gentlemen,  is  nothing 

^^ore  nor  less  than  what  I  was  telling  the  cap- 

^t^  here  when  he  broke  away  from  me  like 

^^■Ufed  at  the  stable-door;  where,  who  should  I 

first  happen  upon  but  the  capting  when  I  went 

^   put  up  my  pony,  before  looking  round  for 

*^iii  bere«    *  Is  there  anything  astir  among  the 

l^^ople  ?  says  the  capting,  says  he,  when  I  de- 
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livered  him  that  note  from  Colonel  Westoo 
which  he  holc^  in  his  hand,  and  whidi,  if  I  don't 
make  too  bold,  is  an  order — ** 

''  Yes,  yes,  an  order  for  me  to  move  forwiri 
to-night  Carry  on,  man,  cacry  on  with  yoor 
story,**  cried  the  impatient  De  Roos. 

'^  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  <  Is  there  anytUng 
astir  7  says  the  captain,  says  he.  ^  Why,  to 
be  sure  there  is,'  says  I ;  <  and  a  mighty  pretty 
stir  it  is,  too,"  says  I.  *  Hasn't  old  Bait  got 
back  from  his  wild  tramp,  and  doesn^t  he  bring 
the  best  of  news  for  us  in  times  as  ticklidi  tf 
these?  I  guess  he  does,  though,^  says  I* 
*  There's  the  young  chief  Teondetha  and  « 
white  man  he  rescued  from  the  Cayugasytfd 
took  home  among  his  people  for  safety)  ^ 
coming  down  to  help  the  country,  with  three 
hundred  Oneida  rifles  at  their  backs,'  says  I; 
<  and  didn't  they  send  Bait  a  short  cut  ahead  to 

m 

warn  our  people  not  to  move  upon  Fort  Stanwix 
until  they  could  have  time  to  crawl  safely  round 
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t 

the  enemy  and  join  old  Herkimer  at  the  Ger- 
man Flats?  To  be  sure  they  did,'  says  1 ;  and 
then  the  capting  what  does  he  do  but,  instead 
of  hearing  me  out,  he  ups  at  once  and  asks  me 
the  name  of  the  white  man  as  furiously  as  if 
it  was  for  dear  life  he  spoke ;  and  when  I  told 
him  it  was  Mr.  Christian  Lansingh,  the  likely 
young  nephew  of  old  Bait,  he  tore  away  from 
me  as  if  I  had  the  plague ;  and  I — I  ups  and 
follows  at  once  to  see  the  end  of  his  doings  ; 
and  there»  now,  gentlemen,  you  have  the  hull 
history  o'  the  matter,  so  I'll  jist  put  another 
drop  o'  liquor  in  this  glass  and  drink  sarvioie 
to  all  on  ye,  not  forgetting  that  right  ^nug  young 
woman,  whose  colour  has  been  coming  and 
going  like  all  natur  while  I  told  my  story, 
meaning  no  offence  whatever,  miss." 

*^  Offence  to  Tavy,  my  lad !  no  one  suspects 
yoQ  of  that.  There  are  mettlesome  chaps 
enough  here  to  take  care  of  her,'*  said  a  soldier. 

c  5 
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"  Ay,"  echoed  another,  "  she  has  a  broth 
every  man  in.^e  troop." 

"  And  ehe  shall  choose  a  husband  amoo^ 
beat  of  ye,  when  the  wars  are  over,"  criei 
Rocs.  "  But  carry  on,  men,  carry  on  ;  we 
sound  for  the  saddle  in  twenty  minutes; 
unless  you  would  leave  your  liquor  undi 
carry  on,  carry  on." 

"  Ay,  ay,  fill  round  for  our  last  toast," 
the  Serjeant,  rising ;  "  toar  and  tuoman — wi 
we've  had  enough  of  to-night — war  and  w< 
—the  myrtle  and  steel." 
J,  "  T\ie  myrtle  and  steel,"  echoed  a  d 
voices.     "  Your  song,  your  song  now,  Wile 

"  War  and  woman — the  myrtle  and  8i 
shouted  De  Roos ;  and  then,  before  the  t' 
foiled  lieutenant  could  collect  his  wits  for  th 
casion,  the  spirit  of  the  wild  partisan  broke 
in  the  eoog  with  which  we  close  this  reco 
the  rangers'  revels. 


I. 

Om  bumper  jet,  gsllwito,  st  parting, 

Om  toa<t  era  we  ana  for  tbe  Scht ; 
Fill  amuBtl.  ecuh  to  bn  he  lorei  d< 

Tiathe  lut  h«  majpLadge  herl  to-night. 
ThinJi  of  tboae  wIh>  of  old  at  the  banquet. 

DM  their  vaapona  in  garlandi  coocaal. 
The  patriot  heron  <rho  hallowed 

The  entwining  of  Myrtle  aad  Steel  t 

Then  hey  for  the  Myrtle  and  Steel , 

Then  ho  for  the  Myrtle  and  Steel, 
Let  every  true  blade  that  e'er  loved  a  feir  mai 

fill  around  to  the  Myrtle  and  Steel. 

11. 

Til  in  moments  like  this,  when  each  bosom 

With  its  highest'toned  feeting  is  vann, 
Uke  the  muiic  that's  said  fVom  the  ocean 
-     To  rise  ere  the  gathering  storm. 
That  her  image  around  us  should  hover, 

WhOM  name,  though  our  lips  ne'er  reveal. 
We  may  breathe  mid  the  fbam  of  a  bumper, 

Ai  we  drink  to  the  Myrtle  and  Steel. 

Then  hey  for  the  Myrtle  and  Steel, 

Then  ho  for  the  Myrtle  and  Steel, 
Let  every  true  blade  that  c^er  loved  a  feir  mni 

Fill  BTOuaJtothe  Myrtle  and  Steel. 

III. 
Now  mount,  for  our  bugle  is  ringing 

To  marshal  the  host  for  theftay. 
Where  proudly  our  banner  is  flinging 

It*  folds  o'er  the  battle  array ; 
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YkI  gallants— onp  i 

When  yoat  sabr«  the  deutb-hlow  would  deal. 
Thnt  MBAcV  ireun  her  aba|>c  who's  cheruhcd 

By  the  lad>  of  the  Myrtle  luid  St«l. 

Th(T>  hej  for  the  Myrtle  und  Stwl, 

Then  ho  for  the  Mjrtlo  and  Strvl. 
Let  eTei7  true  blade  that  o'or  loved  a  flur  mM, 

Fill  otound  t«  the  HttIIo  and  Slc«l. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


THE    soldier's    RETURN. 


^  Home  of  our  childhood  !  how  affection  dingfi 
And  hoveiB  round  thee  with  her  seraph  wings  ! 
Dearer  thy  hills,  though  clad  in  autumn  brown, 
Than  fairest  summits  which  the  cedars  crown  ; 
Oh  happy  he,  whose  early  love  unchanged, 
Hopes  undissolved,  and  friendship  uncstranged. 
Tired  of  his  wanderings,  still  can  deign  to  see 
Love,  hopes,  and  friendship  centring  all  in  thee/ 

Holmes. 


♦♦ 


It  was  a  summer's  evening,  when  Max  Grey- 
8laer,  returning,  after  a  long  absence,  to  his  na- 
tive valley,  left  his  tired  horse  at  the  adjacent 


I 


hamlet,  and  hurried  off  on  foot  to  present  him- 
self at  the  Hawksnest.  The  Bun  ofa  fiercer  cli- 
mate, not  less  than  the  unhealthy  swamps  of 
the  South,  had  stolen  the  freshnees  from  hU 
cheek  ;  and  the  ardunua  campaign  in  which  he 
had  lately  signalized  himself,  had  left  more  than 
one  impress  of  ils  perils  upon  his  manly  front. 
But  the  heart  of  the  young  soldier  was  not  less 
buoyant  within  him  because  conscious  that  the 
comeliness  of  youth  had  passed  away  from  his 
scarred  and  sallow  features.  He  had  learned, 
before  reaching  its  neighbourhood,  that  the  be- 
loved inmate  of  the  homestead  was  well;  and, 
breathing  again  the  healtb-laden  airs  of  his 
native  north,  he  felt  an  elasticity  of  feeling  and 
motion  such  as  he  had  not  known  in  many  a  long 
month  before.  The  stem  realities  of  life  which 
he  had  beheld,  not  less  than  the  active  duties 
in  which  he  had  shared,  had  long  since  changed 
Max  Greystaer  from  a  dreaming  student  into  a 
practical-minded,  energetic  man  ;  but  hia  whole 
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moral  temperament  must  have  been  altered  com. 
pletely,  if  the  scene  which  now  lay  around,  and 
the  circumstances  under  which  he  beheld  it,  had 
not  called  back  some  of  the  thoughtful  musings 
of  earlier  days. 

The  atmosphere,  while  slowly  fading  into  the 
gray  of  evening,  was  still  rich  in  that  golden  hue 
which  dyes  our  harvest  landscape.  The  twi- 
light shadows  lay  abroad  and  still  upon  the  river 
which  glided  tranquilly  between  its  overhanging 
thickets;  but,  while  those  on  the  farther  side 
were  purpled  with  the  light  of  evening,  the  warm 
hues  of  lingering  sunset  still  played  upon  the 
canopy  of  wild  vines  which  embowered  those 
that  were  nearer,  touching  here  and  there  the 
top  of  a  tall  elm  with  a  still  ruddier  glow,  and 
bathing  the  stubble-field  on  some  distant  hill  in 
a  flood  of  yellow  light.  But,  lovely  and  peace- 
ful as  seemed  the  scene,  there  was  something  of 
sadness  in  the  deep  silence  which  hung  over  it 
The  whistle  of  the  ploughboy,  the  shout  of  the 
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Iierdsman,  the  voices  of  ho  me- return  id  g  boors  loi 
lering  by  the  roadside  to  chat  for  a  moment  to-  I 
gethcr  when  their  harvest-day's  work  was  over  \ 
— none  of  these  rustic  sounds  were  there.     The  I 
near  approach   of  invasion  had  summoned   the  J 
defenders  of  the  soil   away  from   their  native  I 
fields,  and  the  region  around  was  almost  de- 
nuded  of  its  male  inhabitants;   infirm   age  < 
tender  youth  alone  remaining  around  the  hearths^ 
they  were  too  feeble  to  protect     The  deep  bay 
of  a.  house-dog  was  the  first  thing  that  reminded 
Greyslaer  that  some  sentinels  at  least  were  not 
wanting  to  watch  over  their  masterless  home- 
steads. 

The  young  officer,  fresh  from  the  animated 
turmoil  of  a  camp-life,  had  ridden  all  day  along 
highways  bustling  with  the  march  of  yeomanry 
corps,  crowding  into  the  main  route  from  a  hun- 
dred farm-roads  and  by-paths,  all  hastening  to- 
wai'd  the  border,  and  the  air  of  desertion  in  the 
present  scene  could  not  but  strike  liim  by  the 
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contrast    It  was  with  a  heart  less  light  and  a 
step  less  free  than  they  were  an  hour  before 
that  he  now  wended  his  way  among  the  shrub- 
bery in  approaching  the  door  of  the  Hawks- 
nest      The  sound  of   music  came    from    an 
open  window  in  the  wing  which   was  nearest 
to  him,  and  his  heart  thrilled  in  recognition 
of  the  voice  of  the   singer  as  be   paused   to 
listen  to  a  mournful  air  which  was  singularly  in 
unison  with  his  feelings  at  the  moment     The 
words,  which  were  Greyslaer^s  own,  had,  indeed, 
no  aUusion  to  his  own  story,  but  they  had  been 
thrown  off  in  one  of  those  melancholy  moods 
when  the  imprisoned  spirit  of  sadness  will  bor- 
row any  guise  from  fancy  to  steal  out  from  the 
heart;  and  coming  from  the  lips  they  did,  they 
Were   now  not  less  apposite    to    the   passing 
tone  of  his  mind  than  in  the  moment  they  were 
written. 


4'2  GHEY3LABIU 


n 


We  parted  in  sudnen,  but  apoks  not  of  pBiting  ; 

We  talked  not  of  hopes  tbat  ae  hotli  miut  resign, 
I  M«  not  her  eyes,  and  but  one  teardrop  Btoiting 

Pell  dovn  on  her  hand  us  it  Lrembled  in  mine  : 
Ench  felt  thAt  ihc  past  we  coulri  never  rerotci. 

Each  fell  that  the  fiiiure  no  hope  could  tetiore, 
SItr  ihuddcred  nt  wringing  the  heart  of  her  !om, 

/  dared  not  to  buj  1  must  meet  her  no  more. 


M 


Long  yean  bave  gone  by,  and  the  springtime  siailea 

As  o'er  our  young  loves  it  first  imiled  in  their  hirtb. 
Long  yean  h«>e  gone  by,  yet  that  parting,  oh  !  neTar 

Can  it  be  forgotten  by  either  on  earth. 
The  note  of  each  vild-bird  that  carols  totrard  heaven. 

Must  tell  her  uf  Bwift-vinged  hopes  that  were  mine, 
And  the  dew  that  steals  over  each  blossom  at  even, 

Telia  me  of  the  teardrop  that  wept  their  decline. 


The  song  had  ceased,  but  Greyslaer,  before 
it  finietied,  had  approached  near  enou^  to  bear 
the  sigh  with  which  it  ended ;  for  how  much 
of  the  past  did  not  that  single  sigh  repay  him, 
even  if  his  long  account  of  affection  had  doc 
been  already  balanced  by  the  true  heart  thaL^ 


/ 
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breathed  it !  In  another  moment  Alida  is  folded 

to  his  bosom. 

*  *  *  *  « 

**  My  own  Alida  was  hard  to  win,  but  roost 
truly  does  she  wear.  Do  I  not  know  who  was 
in  your  thoughts,  beloved,  in  the  moment  that 
my  rustling  footstep  made  you  rush  to  the  ve* 
randah  to  greet  me  ?'^ 

**  I  heard  not  your  footsteps,  I  felt  your  pre- 
sence, dearest  Max ;  yet  was  I  strangely  sad  in 
the  instant  before  you  came." 

<*  And  I,  too,  Alida,  was  sad,  I  scarce  know 
why,  Bave  from  that  mysterious  sympathy  of 
aoul  with  soul  you  have  almost  taught  roe  to 
believe  in.     But  now — '* 

^  Now  I  know  there  should  be  no  place  for 
^loom;  yet  why,  Max,  should  melancholy 
thoughts  in  the  heart  of  either  herald  a  moment 
of  so  much  joy  to  both  ?** 

Max,  who  had  often  playfully  philosophized 
with   her  upon  the  tinge  of  superstition  with 


which  the  highly  imaginative  mind  of  Alidii  v 
imbued,  now  attempted  to  smile  away  her  ap- 
prehensive forebodings.  But  as  shii  knew,  in  | 
anticipation,  that  he  was  on  his  way  to  the 
seat  of  war,  and  coald  only  have  snatched 
this  brief  interview  in  passing  to  tbe  poet  ol  J 
peril,  the  task  of  cheering  her  epinte  was  a  dif- 
ficult one. 

*'  Not,"  said  she,  rising  and  pacing  the  room, 
while  her  tall  figure  and  noble  air  seemed  to 
gather  a  sUU  more  queenly  expression  from  tbe 
feelings  which  agitated  her,  "  not  that  I  would 
have  the  idle  fears  of  a  weak  woman  dwell  one 
moment  among  your  cares — for  your  mind.  Max, 
must  be  free  even  of  the  thought  of  me  when 
you  go  where  men  are  matched  in  war  or 
counsel  against  each  other — but  something 
whispers  that  this  meeting,  that  this  parting 
is — is  what  your  own  words,  which  I  sung  but 
now,  may  in  spirit  be  prophetic  of." 

"  Nay,  nav,  Alida,"  said  Max,  smiling,  ♦'  that 
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foolish  song  has  already  more  than  answered  its 

purpose  in  serving  to  while  away  a  lonely  moment 

of  yours,  and  I  protest  against  my  rhymes  being 

perverted  to  such  dismal  uses.  You  may  change 

your  true  knigbt  into  a  faithful  troubadour  or 

humble  minstrel  of  your  household,  if  you  will ; 

but  I  protest  against  your  making  him  play  the 

tnuBty  part  of  old  *  Thomas  the  Rhymer/  merely 

because  he  has  once  or  twice  offended  by  string- 

ixig  verses  together.'* 

"Why  will  you  always  jest  so  when  I  feel 
gravest?'*^  said  Alida,  half  reproachfully,  as  she 
placed  her  hand  in  that  which  gently  drew  her 
^^^k  to  the  seat  which  she  had  left  by  Grey- 
duet's  side. 

^  It  is  gravity  of  mood,  and  not  of  thought, 
^^trest,  that  I  would  fain  banter  away;  for 
BUrely  my  Alida  would  not  call  these  vain  and 
'die  iancies  thoughts?  Why  should  I  deal 
'^^titily  with  things  so  troublous  of  her  peace  ? 
*^t  upon  them  all,  I  say.     The  future  has  on 
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her  bosom;  an  anxiety  which  continually, 
throughout  the  evening,  sent  a  shade  of  sadness 
to  her  features,  and  which  Greyslaer,  remem- 
bering in  long  months  afterward,  had  but  too 
much  rea  on  to  think  proceeded  from  one  of 
those  unaccountable  presentiments  of  approach- 
ing evil  which  all  have  at  some  time  known. 

Since  the  memorable  night  when  Greyslaer's 
providential  discovery  of  the  real  position  in 
which  Alida  stood  toward  Bradshawe  had  won 
from  her  the  first  avowal  of  her  regard,  this 
painful  subject  had  been  rarely  alluded  to  by 
either ;  nor,  closely  as  it  mingled  with  the  story 
of  their  loves,  will  it  seem  strange  that  a  matter 
so  delicate  should  be  avoided  by  both  in  an  in- 
terview like  the  present 

The  joy  of  their  first  meeting  had  banished 
it  alike  from  the  hearts  of  either ;  and  Alida, 
as  the  painful  moment  of  parting  drew  nigh, 
eonld  not  bring  herself  to  add  to  present  sor- 
rows by  recalling  those  which  seemed  all  but 
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passed  away  entirely,  though  their  memory  ; 
still  existed  as  a  latent  cause  of  disquiet  to 
herself.  As  for  Max,  his  spirits  seemed  to  hm 
imbibed  so  much  vigour  and  elasticity  from 
the  stirring  Ufe  he  had  lately  led,  that  it  m 
almost  impossible  for  Alida  not  to  citch  a 
share  of  the  confidence  which  animated  hiBi 
But  though  the  state  of  the  times  doA  the 
duties  which  called  Greyslaer  to  the  field,  ui 
which  might  still  for  a  long  period  defer  their 
union,  seemed,  as  they  conversed  together,  tbe 
only  difficulties  that  obstructed  their  mutod 
path  to  happiness,  there  was  in  the  heiit 
of  Alida  a  vague  apprehension  of  impedimeots 
yet  undreamed  of  and  far  less  easy  to  be  flff* 
mounted. 

The  moments  of  their  brief  converse  weft 
sweet,  deliciously  sweet  to  either ;  but  the  btt- 
quet  of  feeling  was  to  Alida  like  the  maiden*! 
feast  of  the  Iroquois  legend.  Her  bosom  «t8 
the  haunted  lodge,  where  ever  and  anon  a  (Kb 
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phantom  flitted  around  the  board,  and  withered, 
with  his  shadow,  the  fruits  and  flowers  which 
graced  it 

In  the  meantime  there  was  one  little  circum- 
stance, which,  calling  up  a  degree  of  thought- 
fulness,  if  not  of  pain,  in  the  mind  of  Greyslaer, 
would  alone  have  impaired  the  full  luxury  of 
the  present  hour.      Some  household  concerns 
had  called  Alida  for  a  few  minutes  from  the 
room  in  which  they  were  sitting,  and  Ma3^  to 
amuse  himself  in  her  absence,  turned  over  a 
portfolio  of  her  drawings  which  chanced  to  be 
lying  upon  a  table  near.    The  sketches  were 
chiefly  landscape  views  pf   the    neighbouring 
Scenery  of  the  Mohawk,  which  is  so  rich  in 
subjects  for  the  pencil ;  but  there  were  several 
studies  of  the  head    of   a  child  interspersed 
among  the  rest,  which,  after  the  recurrence  of 
the  same  features  sketched  again  and  again  with 
Uiore  or    less  freedom  and    lightness,  finally 
Arrested  the  earnest  gaze  of  Max  as  he  viewed 
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them  at  last  in  a  finished  drawing  whidi  wtf 
evidently  intended  for  a  portrait.  He  felt  cer- 
tain that  he  had  seen  the  face  of  that  yoong 
boy  before,  yet  when  or  where  it  was  iiDpo»> 
sible  for  him  to  remember.  There  was  an  b- 
dian  cast  in  the  physiognomy,  whidi,  fiv  a  do* 
ment,  made  him  conceive  that  it  must  \m 
been  during  his  captiirity  among  the  Mohawb 
that  he  had  seen  the  child.  Yet,  though  a 
a  close  observer  of  faces,  he  could  recall  no  vbA 
head  among  the  bright-eyed  urchins  be  hni 
often  seen  at  play  around  his  wigwanu 

*'  I  am  puzzling  myself,  Alida,*  said  be^  tf 
Miss  De  Roos  returned  to  the  room,  ^  to  tft* 
member  where  it  is  that  I  have  seen  the 
original  of  this  portrait;  for  certain  it  is,  the 
style  of  the  features,  if  not  the  whole  head,  i> 
perfectly  fomiliar  to  me;*^  and  Max,  sbadqg 
the  picture  partly  with  his  hand,  looked  up  f^ 
a  moment  as  Alida  approached  him  while  speik* 
ing.     **  Good  heavens ! '"  he  added,  in  a  tooa 
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of  fturprise,  *^  bow  much  it  resembles  your- 
self as  tbe  ligbt  now  falls  on  your  counte- 
nance.'* 

"  Do  you  tbink  so  ?'  cried  Alida ;  <<  that  is 
certainly  very  odd,  for  I  have  always  thought 
that  poor  little  Guise  bore  a  wonderful  resem- 
blance to  my  brother  Derrick,  notwithstanding 
his  straight  black  Indian  locks  are  so  different 
from  Dirk's  bright  curls.     Your  remark  con- 
firms the  truth  of  the  likeness  I  discovered 
between  them ;  for  Derrick  and  I,  you  know, 
Were  always  thought  to  resemble  each  other." 

<<  And  wbo^  if  I  may  ask,'*  rejoined  Grey- 
Blaer,  gravely,  ^*  is  this  *  poor  little  Guise,' 
Mfho  is  so  familiar  a  subject  of  interest  to 
you?* 

<«  O !  I  should  have  told  you  before  of  our 

little    proteg6,    but  m|r    thoughts   have   been 

80  hurried  to-night,"  replied  Alida,  blushing. 

**  You  must  know,  then,  that  Derrick  takes  a 

Vast  interest  in  this  forlorn  little  captive,  who 
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is  D^tber  more  nor  less  than  a  gnmdflOQ  i 
Joseph  Brant,  that  was  left  behind  in  an  Infio 
foray  when  Derriek'^s  band  had  driTen  bador 
di^wrsed  his  natural  protectees." 

^  What,  a  child  like  that  accompaiiy  an  o^ 
peditioQ  of  warriors  across  the  border !  a  duU 
of  Isaac  Brant,  too;  for  he,  I  beUefe,  is  the 
Mdymaniedsonof  the  chief!  Who  gate  jw 
Uus««ont,AlkUr  1 

^  Dear  Max,  you  look  grave  as  well  as  is*    | 
credulous.     I  tell  you  only  what  DerridL  ia- 
parted  to  me  when  he  brought  that  friendlM 
boy  hither,  and  begged  me  to  assume  thechirge 
of  him  for  a  short  season.     I  conjured  my  bro-    j 
ther  to  return  him  to  his  people,  but  he  vooU    , 
not  bear  of  it.    He  only  answered  that,  as  thi    | 
boy  was  an  orphan  whose  mother  had  perished 
in  the  fray  in  which  her  child  was  taken,  lad 
whose  fidier  was  off  fighting  on  another  part 
of  the  frtMitier,  it  was  a  maty  to  keep  \iB 
here.    I  saw  Derrick  for  scarcely  an  hour  at 
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the  time  he  made  the  request.  He  came  gal- 
loping across  the  lawn  with  the  child  on  the 
pommel  of  his  saddle  before  him ;  scarcely  en  • 
tered  the  house,  except  to  exchange  a  joke  or 
two  with  the  old  servants  who  crowded  around 
him  ;  took  Guise  with  him  to  the  stable  to  look 
at  the  horses,  and  then  hurried  off  to  join  his 
troop,  which,  he  said,  had  made  a  brief  halt 
vrhile  passing  through  the  country  toward  Lake 
George/' 

*^  And  has  he  given  you  no  farther  particu- 
lars since  ?** 

•*  Not  a  word.  He  has  written  once  or  twice, 
inquiring  how  I  liked  his  dusky  pet,  as  he  calls 
liim ;  but  he  says  not  a  word  of  his  ultimate 
intentions  in  regard  to  him.  It  was  only  the 
other  day  that,  in  marching  thrbugh  from  the 
XJpper  Hudson  toward  Fort  Stanwix,  he  paid 
Ttne  a  visit;  but  he  stopped  only  to  breakfast, 
and  came  as  suddenly  and  disappeared  almost 
as  quickly  as  before ;  and  though  he  caressed 
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and  fondled  the  child  wbQe  here,  yet,  wben  I 
attempted  to  bold  some  sober  talk  with  his 
about  his  charge,  he  only  ran  <m  in  bis  old 
rattling  manner,  and  said  there  was  time  enoogk 
to  think  of  this  when  the  St.  Leger  hmam 
was  over.** 

*<  Can  I  see  the  child  ?*  said  Greyslaer,  vitk 
difficulty  suppressing  an  exclamation  of  inpi- 
tience  at  the  levity  of  his  iriend. 

^<  He  sleeps  now,  dear  Max.  He  has  bM 
ill  to-day,  and  when  I  left  the  room  it  was  oolj 
to  see  whether  or  not  the  restlessness  of  07 
little  patient  had  subsided  into  slumber.** 

**  Does  this  picture  bear  a  dose  resemblaoee 
to  his  features  ?**  rqoined  Max,  taking  op  the 
drawing  once  more  from  the  table. 

*^  I  cannot  say  that ;  yet  I  have  tried  soota 
for  my  amusement,  to  take  them,  that  I  OQgM 
at  least  to  have  partially  succeeded  in  my  liit 
effort  The  wild,  wmning  little  creature  is  10 
incessantly  in  motion,  though,  that  a  far  wff^ 
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skilful  band  than  mine  might  be  foiled  in  the 
undertaking.  But,  Max,  if  you  really  feel 
such  a  curiosity  about  my  charge,  I  must 
show  him  to  you;  wait  but  an  instant  till  I 
return.^ 

Alida,  taking  one  of  the  lights  from  the  table 
as  she  glided  out  of  the  room,  reappeared  with 
it,  a  moment  afterward,  in  her  hand  <<  Tread 
lightly  now,*^  she  said,  "  while^  following  me,  for 
he  still  sleeps  most  sweetly,  and  I  would  not 
liave  him  disturbed  for  the  world." 

Greyslaer,  who  seemed  to  be  actuated  by 
«ome  more  serious  motive  than  mere  curiosity 
for  holding  this  inquisition  over  the  sleeping 
urchin,  followed  her  steps  without  speaking. 
Alida  entering  the  dressing-room — into  which, 
as  the  reader  may  remember,  the  eyes  of  her 
lover  had  once  before  penetrated— made  a  quick 
step  or  two  in  advance,  and  closed  the  door 
leading  into  the  chamber  beyond ;  then  turning 
round,   she   pointed   to   a   little   cot-bedstead, 
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which  seemed  to  have  been  temporarily  phoed 
there  for  greater  ooiiTenienoe  in  attending  upon 
her  patient 

Max  took  the  candle  from  her  hand,  nd, 
shading  the  eyes  of  the  inGamt  sleeper  widi  hi 
broad-leaved  beaver,  bent  over,  as  if  id  don 
scrutiny  of  its   placid  features;  while  hSik, 
touched  by  the  sympathudng  interest  wfakh  br 
lover  displayed  in  her  charge,  and  dreamiig 
not  of  the  cause  which  prompted  that  iotereA 
gaxed  on  with  a  countenance  beaming  with  ses- 
«bihtT.    At  first  the  deep  sleep  in  wbidi  tbe 
child  was  plunged  left  nothing  but  tbe  lovdf 
air  of  in&ntile  repose  in  its  ezpressioD ;  Imt- 
whether  from  being  stirred  inwardly  by  dreim 
or  disturbed  by  the  light  whidi  penetratsd  id 
fringed  lids  frt>m  without,  or  toudied,  perhapti 
by  the  drooping  plume  with  whidi  the  vM^ 
shaded    its  brow — it  soon  b^an  to  move,  ^ 
gripe   the   coverlet  in   its  tiny  fingers,  M 
turning  over  petulantly  even  in  its  slambei^ 
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to  work  its  features  into  something  more   of 

meaning. 
It  was  a  child  of  the  most  tender  years ;  but, 

though  scarcely  four  summers  could  have  passed 

over  its  innocent  head,  the  lineaments  of  ano- 
ther, less  pure  than  it,  wtre  strongly  charac- 
tered in  its  &ee.     Something  there  was  of  Alida 
there,  but  far  more  of  her  wild   and  almost 
lawless  brother.    There  seemed,  indeed,  what 
night  be  called  a  strong  family  resemblance  to 
tiiem  both ;  but  while  the  darker  hue  of  Alida's 
hair  might  have  aided  in  first   recalling    her 
image  to  him  who  gazed  upon  the  sable  locks 
K^f  the  Indian  child,  yet  her  noble  brow  was 
^vanting  beneath  them ;  and  the  mouth,  which 
earliest  shows  the  natural  temper,  and  which 
W3io9t  nearly  expresses  the  habitual  passions  at 
wnaturity — ^the    mouth  was  wholly  that  of  her 
^^vayward  and  reckless  brother.     The  features 
^vere  so  decidedly  European,  that   the  tawny 
^kin  and  the  eyes,  which  were  closed  from  Grey- 
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Max  had  it  upon  his  tongue  to  ask  her  in 
reply  if  she  thought  that  the  child  bore  any  re- 
semblance to  Isaac  Brant,  its  reputed  father, 
whom  Alida  must  have  seen  in  former  years  > 
but,  at  once  remembering  how  closely  that  in- 
dividual was  connected  with  Bradshawe's  mis- 
deeds, he  stifled  the  question,  and,  passing  by 
her  last  observation  as  lightly  as  possible, 
changed  the  subject  altogether.  The  whole 
matter,  however,  left  rather  a.disagreeable  im- 
pression with  him,  and  he  was  provoked  at  the 
importance  it  assumed  in  hb  thoughts,  when, 
after  the  thrilling  emotions  of  a  lover's  parting 
bad  passed  away,  it  recurred  again  and  again 
to  his  mind  during  his  long  walk  back  to  the 
inn  where  he  was  to  pass  the  night 

The  dawn  of  the  next  morning  found  Grey- 
slaer  again  upon  the  road  toward  Foot  Dayton, 
where  a  pleasurable  meeting  with  more  than 
one  old  comrade  awaited  him,  and  where  a  mili- 
tary   duty  devolved    upon    him  which,   slight 
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mcMre  or  less  undergo  as  the  sobering  influence 
of  riper  years  steals  over  them,  and  their  minds 
are  brought  more  in  contact  with  the  practical 
things  of  life ;  when,  having  tested  their  powers 
in  the  world  of  action,  the  frame  of  the  mind 
becomes,  as  it  were,  more  closely  knit  and 
sinewy,  and  seeks  objects  to  grapple  with  more 
substantial  than  the  shadowy  creations  of  the 
ideal  world  in  which  erst  they  dwelt  Now, 
while  the  success  which  had  hitherto  crowned 
the  early  career  of  Max  Greyslaer  alike  in  love 
and  arms,  is  one  of  the  most  active  elements  in 
rapidly  effecting  this  change  from  wild,  visionary 
youth,  to  dignified,  consummate  manhood,  the 
emotions  and  cares  of  Alida  were  precisely  those 
which  would  dash  the  Amasonian  spirit  and 
humble  the  arrogance  of  self-sustainment  in  a 
proud  and  beautiful  woman,  once  the  petted  in- 
mate of  a  bright  and  happy  home,  and  in- 
trenched  in  all  the  advantages  that  family  and 
station  could  confer. 
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The  half-insane  idea  of  rigbtiog  in  person  the 
wrongs  which  she  had  received  at  the  hands  of 
Bradsbawe,  had  been  long  since  dispelled  by 
the  realization  of  more  irremediable  sorrows  io 
the  death  of  her  nearest  relations ;  an<f  aa  her 
woman's  heart  awoke  for  the  iirst  Ume  to  ths 
graces  of  woman's  tenderness,  and  her  spirit 
grew  more  and  more  feminine  as  it  learned  to 
lean  upon  another,  she  even  shuddered  at  re- 
membering the  strange  fantasy  of  revenge  that 
was  the  darling  dream  of  her  girlhood.  It  ifl 
true,  that  in  the  hour  of  her  betrothal  to  Orey- 
alaer  she  had  listened  with  the  kindling  delight 
of  some  stern  heroine  of  romantic  story  to  th«  i 
deep-breathed  vengeance  of  her  lover  agunst'  ^ 
the  man  who  had  plotted  her  ruin.  But  as 
time  wore  on,  and  the  fulfilment  of  the  vow 
grew  less  probable  from  the  prolonged  exile  of 
Bradshawe,  which  might  ultimately  result  io 
total  banishment  hom  his  native  laud;  and  as 
Mas,  who  was  soon  afterward  called  away  by 
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his  military  duties  to  a  distant  region,  grew 
more  and  more  dear  to  her  in  absence,  she  gra- 
dually learned  to  shrink  as  painfully  from  the 
idea  of  a  deadly  personal  encounter  between 
him  and  Bradsbawe,  as  she  lately  had  from  her 
own  unfeminine  dream  of  vengeance. 

Nor   had    the  views  of   Greyslaer,   though 
affected  by  different  causes  from  those  which 
swayed  Alida,  altered  less  in  this  respect   Max, 
jthough  his  well-ordered  mind  was  in  the  main 
^▼emed  by  high  religious  principle,  was  cer- 
tainly not  in  advance  of  those  opinions  of  his 
day  which  held  a  &irly«fought  duel  as  no  very 
serious  offence  against  Heaven ;  and  indeed  he 
bad  betrayed,  upon  more  than   one  occasion, 
while  serving  with  the  hot-headed  spirits  of  the 
South,  that  no  scruple  of  early  education  inter- 
fered to  prevent  him  from  calling  an  offender  to 
account  after  the  most  punctilious  fashion  of  the 
times.     But,  since  he  had  mingled  more  among 
men  of  the  world,  he  had  learned  enough  of  its 
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customs  to  know  that  Bradsbawe  was  n&m  a 
subject  for  the  punisbment  of  the  criininal  liwi 
than  for  the  chastisement  of  a  gentkmiD'k 
sword;  and  that,  while  wiping  away  an  imait 
with  blood  was  a  venial  offence  according  to  Ae 
fantastic  code  to  which,  as  a  military  mani  he 
was  now  subject,  to  spill  the  same  Uood  in 
cutting  off  a  felon  was  unofficer-like  in  deed,ii 
it  was  unchristian-like  in  spirit  to  thirst  after  ^ 
These  sentiments,  which  his  camp  assodatifloi 
had  gradually,  and,  almost  unknowingly  to  hin- 
sel^  infused  into  the  young  soldier,  were  moff 
than  redeemed  from  trivial-mindedness  by  tboee 
more  extended  views  of  action  which,  growing 
up  at  the  same  time  with  them,  merged  the 
recollection  of  personal  grievances  in  the  f^ 
wrongs,  to  whose  redress  his  sword  was  already 
devoted. 

The  scenes  he  was  now  about  revisitiiV 
served  to  recall  the  distempered  counsds  of 
former  times ;  when,  after  his  betrothal  to  AlKtS) 
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he  had  meditated  throwing  up  his  commission, 
and  dogging  Bradshawe  with  the  footsteps  of 
an  avenger  until  the  death  of  one  of  them  were 
wrought;  and  when  his  being  ordered  unex- 
pectedly upon  dangerous  duty  to  a  remote  dis- 
trict happily  interposed  the  point  of  honour  as  a 
stay  to  such  mad  procedure*  But  these  scenes, 
with  their  attendant  associations,  revived  no 
feelings  in  Max's  bosom  nearer  akin  to  personal 
boetility  toward  Bradshawe  than  any  earnest 
and  honest  mind  might  entertain  toward  a  low- 
lived and  desperate  adventurer,  whose  mischiev- 
ous career  would  be  shortened  with  benefit  to 
the  community.  If,  then,  either  the  fortune  of 
war  or  a  higher  Providence  should  seem  at  any 
time  to  single  out  him  as  the  appointed  instru- 
ment of  Bradshawe's  punishment,  let  it  bring 
no  reproach  to  the  chivalrous  nature  of  Grey- 
slaer,  if  he  should  fulfil  his  stem  office  with  the 
methodical  coldness  of  the  mere  soldier. 

The  order  which  Captain  De  Roos  had  re- 
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ceived  to  hurry  forward  with  hU  comrades  vu 
prompted  by  intelligence  wliich  had  been  re- 
neived  at  Fort  Dayton  of  a  secret  movemeot 
among  the  dUalfected  in  the  nGlgbbourhood. 
The  rapid  advance  of  Barry  St  Leger  into  the 
Valley  of  the  Mohank,  together  with  his  fonni- 
dahle  investiture  of  Fort  Stanwix,  while  far  and 
wide  it  called  out  the  valour  and  activity  of  tha 
patriots  to  resist  the  invasion,  was  viewed  with 
very  opposite  feelings  by  the  remains  of  the 
royalist  party  which  were  still  scattered  here 
and  there  throughout  Tryon  county.  These 
disaffected  families,  taught,  by  the  events  which 
followed  Schuyler's  march  upon  Johnstown  in 
the  earlier  days  of  the  war,  that  their  lives  were 
held  by  rather  a  precarious  tenure,  and  that 
both  their  property  and  their  personal  safety 
depended  upon  their  abstaining  from  all  poli- 
tical agitation,  hesitated  long  to  venture  upon 
any  new  overt  acts  of  treason. 

The  Johnsons  and   their  refugee  adherents, 
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however,  had  not,  in  the  mean  time,  been  idle 
in  scattering  the  proclamations  of  the  British 
miniatry,  and  attempting,  by  every  means  in 
their  power,  to  keep  up  an  intimate  connexion 
with  their  political  friends  who  were  within  the 
American  lines.  The  Provincial  government 
was  fiilly  aware  of  the  existence  of  these  in- 
trigues, which  were  so  daringly  set  on  foot  and 
indelSstigably  followed  up  by  the  Tories;  and 
a  military  foroe^  consisting  of  the  first  New- York 
reg^ent  and  other  troops,  had  at  an  early  day 
been  posted  at  Fort  Dayton  on  the  Mohawk, 
in  order  to  overawe  the  loyalbts  and  prevent 
any  sudden  rising  among  their. 

So  bold  a  Tory  as  Walter  Bradshawe,  how- 
ever, was  not  to  be  paralyzed  in  his  plans  by 
such  impediments  to  their  success.  His  emis- 
sary, Valtmeyer,  whom  we  have  already  recog- 
nised under  his  disguise  at  the  roadside  inn,  had 
appeared  among  his  old  haunts  on  the  very  day 
that  St  Leger  sat  down  before  Fort  Stanwix  ; 
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fa;  the  aid  of  letten  mod  ToudiefB  both 
Bi  nUiftve  and  Us  soperion^  hadnoon^ 
faDr  baaed  himsdf  in  leaguing  the  Tocin  it- 
£t.diti  for  f^f*Mn'  and  cooooted  attiflPi  Boti 
bdne  ofKoIr  nanaiiiiiiig  thrmiylfcs  in  warn,  it 
aas  dmned  nun  liiiij  that  a  meeting  liioiiUlie 
heid  as  die  boue  of  one  of  their  nomber  for  the 
imrpQaes  of  gCDeral  eonanltation* 

mthia  a  fev  mika  of  Fort  Dayton  lenkda 
Mr.  SehooniadLer,  a  diaaiByted  genlkaao, 
vbcs  {venoBsk  to  die  breaking  out  of  the  nr, 
had  been  in  bis  majesty's  commJawoD  of  the 
This  individoa],  a  man  of  ezteofive 
and  influptitial  connexions,  bad  of  hte 
exerted  bimaelf  effBctnatty  in  rekindliiifg  the 
spirits  and  hopes  of  bis  parU*  in  the  neigUMNU^ 
hood.    The  address  with  which  he  managed  his 

iatricues  fcr  a  long  time  preeefred  hnn  from  iD 
ssspickn  of  taking  an  active  part  in  tbesfi0> 
of  the  times»  though  bis  political  tenets  f0* 
well  known  in  the  oountrr  round.    Grown  ^ 
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by  long  impunity,  however,  or  rather,  perhaps, 
incited  by  the  blustering  proclamations  with 
which  St  Leger  flooded  the  country  to  give 
confidence  to  the  king's  friends,  Schoonmacker 
now  ventured  to  commit  himself  completely  by 
offering  his  house  for  the  accommodation  of  the 
clandestine  meeting.  His  generous  zeal  was 
warmly  praised  by  the  loyalists,  already  in  arms 
under  St  Leger;  and  their  commander  pro- 
mised that  an  officer  of  the  crown  should  be 
present  at  the  assemblage  to  represent  his  own 
views,  and  aid  and  encourage  Schoonmacker *s 
firienda  in  their  undertaking.  Walter  Brad- 
sbawe,  who  was  now  in  command  of  one  of  the 
companies  of  refugees  enrolled  with  the  forces 
that  beleagured  Fort  Stanwix,  eagerly  volun- 
teered upon  this  perilous  agency,  stipulating 
only  that  a  small  detachment  should  accompany 
him  to  the  place  of  rendezvous — in  order  to  cut 
his  way  back  to  the  besieging  army  in  case  the 
projected  rising  should  prove  a  failure. 


72  GREYSLABR. 

Taking  with  him  a  dozen  soldiers  and  ti» 
like  number  of  Indians,  the  Tory  captain  with* 
drew  from  the  lines  of  Fort  Stanirix  andf|h 
proadied  the  rendezvous  of  the  consiunton 
upon  the  appointed  evening.  His  white  M* 
lowers,  though  they  had  been  mustered  in  St 
Leger*8  army  as  regular  soldiers,  oonasted 
diiefly  of  those  wild  border  characters  wbo^ 
throughout  the  war,  seem  to  have  fougbtia- 
differently  upon  either  sid^  as  the  hope  of  booty 
or  the  dictates  of  private  vengeance  prompted 
them  to  adopt  a  part  in  the  quarrel.  One  of 
these  last,  a  man  whose  powerful  frame  seemed 
of  vet  more  gigantic  proportions,  clad  as  he  was 
in  the  loose  hunting-shirt  of  the  bord^,  tod 
armed  to  the  teeth  with  knife  and  tomahiwi^ 
two  brace  of  pistols,  and  a  douUe-barrelled  foM 
presented  the  appearance  of  a  walking  armoij 
as  he  strode  along  in  earnest  oonversation  vitl* 
his  leader. 

««  Well,  Valtmever,''  said  Bradshawe,  as  thef 
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approached  their  destination,  <*  I  do  not  order 
you  upon  this  duty,  which  I  think  one  of  my 
light-armed  Indians  could  perform  better,  per- 
haps, than  yourself;  but,  if  you  choose  to  re- 
connoitre the  fort  while  we  are  engaged  in 
counsel,  you  have  full  liberty  to  do  so,  only — " 
But,  before  he  could  add  the  precautions,  he 
was  about  to  utter,  Valtmeyer,  simply  exclaim- 
ing **  Enough  P  turned  shortly  into  an  adjacent 
thicket,  where  the  sound  of  his  footsteps  upon 
the  rustling  leaves  was  soon  lost  to  the  ear  of 
his  officer- 
Though  the  hour  was  late,  yet  the  party  col- 
lected at  Schoonmacker's  were  still  seated  at 
table  when   Bradshawe,   having  stationed  his 
sentries,  prepared  to  join  them.    The  carousing 
royaUsts  had  evidently  drunk  deep  during  the 
evening.     The  health    of   '^  The    King"  was 
pledged  again  and  again;  and  their  favourite 
toast  of  ^*  Confusion  to  the  Rebels"  was  floating 
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upon  a  bumper  near  each  one's  lipa  when  Bn^._ 
shawe  entered  the  apartment, 

"  You  are  loud  in  your  mirth,  gentlemei^^* 

cried  the  Tory  officer,  returning  their  riirifrrriM ^ 

greeting  niih  eome  sternness,  and  impatien  .^r3tly< 
waving  from  him  the  glass  that  was  ""^ — m  irlj 
proffered  by  more  than  one  of  the  con Bpirat»^~^ftm]^ 
"  Do  I  see  all  of  our  friends,  Mr,  Schoonaiac'",^:^jjf 

or  have  these  loyal  gentlemen  brought ^      ^ 

toners  with  them?"  added   Bradshawe,         jfj^ 
more  blandness,  bowing  at  the  same  tim^^  p^ 
litely  to  three  or  four  of  the  company,  as  ks«;^ 
cognised  them  individually  either  as  influ^Oj;,^ 
characters  well  known  in  the  county,  or  as  oki         J 
personal  acquaintances   of  bis  own.     "  T  *as        ^ 
told,  Major  MacDonald,"  continued  he,  turn-       j  - 
ing  to  a  noble-looking,  gray-beaded  man  of  GAjt 
"  I  was  told  that  you,  at  least,  could  bring  some 
twenty-five   or   thirty  of  your  friends  and  de- 
pendants to  strengthen  our  battalion  of  l^J^ 
Rangers," 
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"  Twenty-six,  sir,  is  the  number  of  followers 
which  I  have  promised  to  add  to  the  royal 
levies;  but,  in  lending  my  poor  means  to  aid 
the  cause  of  the  king,  I  was  not  aware  that  my 
recruits  were  to  be  mustered  under  the  com- 
mand of  a  stranger;  nor  did  I  understand  from 
General  St  Leger  that  we  were  to  serve  in  the 
Rangers.  There  are  certain  forms,  young  sir, 
to  be  observed  in  such  proceedings  as  those  in 
which  we  are  engaged ;  and  it  may  be  well  for 
you  to  produce  certain  missives,  with  which  you 
are  doubtless  furnished,  before  we  proceed  di- 
rectly to  business." 

Bradshawe — who,  by-the-bye,  was  hardly  of 
an  age  to  be  addressed  as  ^*  young  sir''  without 
some  offence  to  his  dignity — bit  his  lip  while 
observing  the  coolness  with  which  the  worthy 
major  knocked  the  ashes  from  his  cigar  while 
tranquilly  thus  delivering  himself.  He,  how- 
ever, repressed  the  insolent  language  which 
rose  to  his  lips  in  reply,  and  placing  his  hand 

E  2 


in  bis  bosom,  coatented  himself  with  flin^g 
contemptuously  on  the  table  a  bundle  of  papen 
which  he  drew  forth,  exclaiming  at  the  same 
lime, 

"  You  will  find  there  my  warrant,  gentlemeii, 
for  busying  myself  in  these  mattns." 

As  he  spoke  he  threw  lumself  into  a  chair 
and  poured  out  a  glass  of  wine,  with  whose  hue 
and  flavour  he  tried  to  occupy  his  attention  for 
the  moment;  but  be  could  not  conceal  that  be 
was  Huniewhat  nettled  by  the  coolness  with 
»hich  the  veteran  turned  over  and  examined 
the  documents  one  after  another,  passing  the 
captain's  commission  of  Bradshawe,  with  the 
other  papers,  sncceasively  to  those  who  sat  near 
him.  Bradshawe  moved  uneasily  in  his  chair 
as  this  examination,  which  seemed  to  be  need- 
lessly minute  and  protracted,  was  going  fbr- 
\iard;  and  it  is  impossible  to  say  what  might 
have  been  the  result  of  so  severely  testing  the 
patience  of  his  restless  and  overbearing  mind, 
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if  the  phl^matic  investigation  of  the  worthy 
major  had  not  been  interrupted  by  a  noisy  burst 
of  merriment  from  another  part  of  the  house, 
which  instantly  called  the  partisan  captain  to 
his  feet 

^  For  God's  sake,  Mr.  Schoonmacker,  what 
means  this  revelry?  Do  those  sounds  come 
from  the  rebels,  who  lie  near  enough  and  in 
suffident  force  to  crush  us  in  a  moinent,  or  is  it 
our  own  friends  who  play  the  conspirator  after 
audi  a  feshion  ?    Who  the  dev — " 

^  Your  zeal  is  too  violent — pardon  me,  my 
worthy  friend,*^  interrupted  the  amiable  host. 
"  The  revellers  you  hear  are  only  the  good 
country  people  whom  our  friends  have  brought 
with  them  to  honour  my  poor  house,  and  who 
are  making  themselves  a  little  merry  over  a 
barrel  of  beer  in  the  kitchen.  We  could  not, 
you  know,  Mr.  Bradshawe,"  he  added,  in  an 
insinaating,  deprecatory  tone,  as  the  other 
raised  his  eyebrows  with  a  look  of  unpleased 
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surprise,  "  we  could  not  but  give  them  the 
means  of  drinking  tfae  health  of  the  king,  and 
all  are  so  well  armed  that  we  dread  no  surprise 
from  Colonel  Weston." 

A  shade  of  chagrin  and  vexation  passed  over 
the  haughty  features  of  Bradshswe  as  he  com- 
pared in  his  mind  more  than  one  orderly  and 
stern  assemblage  of  the  Whigs,  to  which  he  had 
managed  to  gain  access,  with  the  carousing  crew 
with  whom  he  had  now  to  deal.  "  The  fiMls, 
too !"  he  muttered,  «  sending  my  countrymen 
to  drink  with  their  servants  I  Do  they  think 
that  is  the  way  to  confirm  the  loyalty  of  Ame- 
rican yeomen?"  Then  addressing  himself  to 
the  company  with  that  urhane  and  candid  air 
which  he  knew  so  well  hov  to  assume,  and  by 
which  he  had  often  profited  when  before  a  jury 
in  other  days,  he  smdi  "  I  was  too  hasty,  gentle- 
men ;  but  I  was  afraid,  from  the  noise  I  heard, 
that  a  body  of  Indians  that  I  have  brought  with 
me,   had    in   some   way  got  access   to  liquor; 
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and,  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  so  dangerous 
a  drcamstance,  I  think  we  had  better  at  once 
call  our  firiends  together,  and  let  the  proclama- 
tion of  General  SL  Leger,  with  the  accompany- 
ing letter  from  Sir  John  Johnson,  both  of  which 
lie  before  you,  be  read  aloud  for  the  benefit 
of  alL" 

Hie  suggestion,  which  could  not  but  have 
wd^t  with  all  parties,  was  instantly  adopted. 
A  meeting  was  soon  organised  by  calling  Major 
MacDonald  to  the  chair  and  appointing  Mr. 
Schoonmacker  secretary ;  and  the  more  humble 
adherents  of  the  royal  cause  being  summoned 
firom  the  other  parts  of  the  house,  the  proclama- 
tion and  letter  were  duly  read  by  the  latter. 

The  appeal  of  Sir  John  to  the  timid  and  dis- 
affected inhabitants  of  Tryon  county  to  follow 
luB  example,  and,  abandoning  their  present  neu- 
tral position,  take  up  arms  for  their  lawful  sove- 
ireign,  was  received  with  warm  approbation. 
Ifor  was  there  less  enthusiasm  upon  hearing  the 
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prodamadon  firom  St.  Leger  read,  inTitingall 
true  subjects  of  the  kin^  and  all  Tiolaton  o(tbe 
laws,  who  hoped  pardon  for  past  offimoes  hn 
his  majesty's  goodness,  to  come  and  enroll  Aem* 
selves  with  his  army  now  before  Fort  Stinwit 
Bradshawe  then  moved  a  resolution,  b^iiniuBg 
with  the  customary  preamble,  ^  At  a  meeting  d 
the  loyal  gentry  and  yeomanry  of  Tryon  ooontf) 
convened,"  &a,  and  by  way  of  clinching  natters 
while  they  seemed  in  such  capital  train,  k 
mounted  a  chair  and  commenced  haraoguiog 
the  assemblage,  urging  the  importance  of  im* 
mediate  action  in  the  cause  to  which  every  man 
present  had  now  fully  committed  himself. 

His  adroit,  and,  withal,  impassioned  ^ 
quence,  was  addressed  chiefly  to  the  comooo 
people ;  and  the  generous  boldness  with  whi^ 
he  committed  his  and  their  property  to  the 
chances  of  a  civil  war,  in  which  either  had  but 
Uttle  or  nothing  to  lose,  elicited  their  raptuiou^ 
admiration ;  particularly  when  he  set  forth)  ^ 


OREYSLAER. 


81 


glowing  terms,  how  much  they  were  to  expect 
from  the  ezbaustless  bounty  of  their  sovereign. 
In  the  midst  of  his  harangue,  however,  and 
while  all  parties  were  warmed  up  to  the  highest 
pitch  of  loyal  enthusiasm,  he  met  with  an  inter- 
ruption, the  cause  of  which  may  be  best  ex- 
plained by  looking  back  a  few  pages  in  our  nar* 
rative. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


**  On  turn  did  pudon  fcatoi,  nut  to  nui 
And  love  and  hate  alika  might  find  a  Im 
And  burning,  bounding,  did  their  cunent 
From  the  deep  fonnlun  of  the  heart  bdo 
Manj  a  jew  had  dorUj  Howd 
Since  paauon  made  that  heart  ita  own  ; 
Fit  dtrelling  fbr  the  acoipian 
Berenge,  U>  breathe  and  riot  on ; 
Fit,  while  the  deep  and  deadlj  rting 
Of  baffled  love  wai  ftiterii^." 


The  outlaw  Valtmeyer,  after  partiti 
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bad  obtainedi  toward  Fort  Dayton,  which  had 
been  for  some  time  garrisoned  by  a  battalion  of 
Continental    troops    under    the    command    of 
Colonel  Weston,  but  where  several  detachments 
of  other  corps  had  recently  taken  up  their  tem- 
porary quarters.     The  object  of  Valtmeyer  was 
partly  to  reconnoitre  the  outworks  of  the  fort 
for  future  attack,  and  partly  to  spy  out    any 
movement  upon  the  part  of  Weston  and  his  peo- 
ple which  might  indicate  that  Bradshawe's  mis- 
sion in  the  neighbourhood  was  suspected,  and 
give  him  and  his  friends  timely  warning  of  the 
danger. 

A  well-trained  Indian  warrior  would,  as  Brad- 
Bbawe  had  hinted,  have  better  performed  this 
duty  than  the  wild  borderer  to  whom  it  was  now 
entrusted;  for  the  character  of  Valtmeyer, 
^boee  vindictive  daring  and  brutal  courage  has 
^nade  his  name  terrible  in  the  traditions  of  this 
^^gion,  was  even  less  suited  than  that  of  a  wild 
Indian  to  the  duties  and  responsibilities  of  a  re- 
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gular  soldier.    The  Indian  warrior,  tbonglo^ 
insists  upon  encountering  his    enemy  wbcy^ 
after  his  own  fashion,  is  still  amenable  to  cer- 
tain  rude  laws  of  discipline^  for  whose  olwer^ 
ance  he  may  be  relied  upon ;  but  the  white 
frontiersman  who  has  led  the  life  of  a  free 
hunter,  perhaps  of  all  other  men  shrinks  moet 
from  every  form  of  military  subordination.  Aod, 
indeed,  Valtmeyer,  though,  to  answer  his  own 
selfish  purposes,  he  had  so  often  been  a  inere 
tool  in  the  hands  of  Bradshawe,  already  ^^ 
gretted  having  taken   service  with  the  Royal 
Ilangers,  and  consenting  to  act  under  the  com- 
mand of  any  person  save  that  of  Wolfert  Valt- 
meyer. 

Being  now  wholly  withdrawn  from  the  sur- 
veillance of  his  officer,  the  worthy  Wolfert,  some- 
what obUvious  of  his  military  duties,  bethought 
himself  how  he  could  turn  the  occasion  to  the 
best  account  by  what  a  similar  combatant  in  the 
battle  of  Bennington  afterward  called  makiV 
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war  an  his  own  hook*  In  other  words,  he  de- 
termined to  amuse  himself  for  an  hour  or  so 
within  the  purlieus  of  Fort  Dayton,  by  carrying 
off  or  slaying  some  of  the  sentinels ;  a  species 
of  entertainment  which  he  thought  there  would 
be  no  difficulty  in  indulging  himself  in.  This 
seizing  of  opposite  partisans,  and  holding  them 
to  ransom,  was  always  a  favourite  feat  with 
Valtmeyer  and  his  compeer  Joe  Bettys;  and 
the  annals  of  the  period  make  it  of  so  common 
an  occurrence  in  the  province  of  New-York,  that 
one  would  almost  think  that  man-stealing  waa 
the  peculiar  forte  of  its  inhabitants. 
.  Had  Wolfert,  in  approaching  the  fort,  got  his 
eye  upon  any  of  the  picket-guard,  he  might 
very  possibly  have  successfully  effected  his  pur- 
pose. But,  ill-practised  as  he  was  in  the  regu- 
lations of  a  well-ordered  garrison,  the  adven- 
turous hunter  had  not  the  least  idea  how  far 
the  line  of  outposts  extended ;  and,  like  many  a 
cunning  person,  he  overreached  himself  while 
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trying  to  circumvent  others.  la  s  word,  he  got 
completely  within  the  line  of  deEences  without 
being  at  all  aware  of  their  poution. 

With  the  stealthy  art  of  a  practised  deer- 
stalker ho  mauaged  to  creep,  alike  usobacired 
by  others  and  binieelf  unobserring,  within  the 
outer  line  of  picket^  which  was  posted  in  the 
deep  shadow  of  a  wood,  to  a  thicket  of  briery 
where  be  paused.  The  gleam  of  a  sentinel's 
musket  above  the  bushes  had  lured  him  thus 
far,  and  he  halted  to  see  if  tbe  eenUnel  himself 
were  now  visible.  It  seemed  that  be  could 
make  out  nothing  satisfactory  as  yet;  for  now, 
throwing  himself  upon  his  chest,  be  contJoues 
slowly  to  advance,  cranling  through  the  loi^ 
grass  until  he  gains  a  copse  of  dogwood  and 
sumach  bushes  within  half  pistol-shot  of  his 
victim.  The  soldier  is  now  fiilly  displayed  to 
view ;  Valtmeyer  can  see  his  very  buttons  gtean 
in  the  light  of  tbe  moon,  as  the  planet  from  tiaoe 
to  time  shines  through  the  clouds  which  travefse 
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her  foce.  Another  moment,  and  the  seizure  is 
fully  aceomplishecL  The  brigand,  crumpling 
his  worsted  sash  in  his  hands,  has  leaped 
upon  the  sentinel  just  as  he  was  turning  in  his 
monotonous  walk,  and  borne  him  to  the  ground, 
while  adroitly  gagging  his  mouth  before  he 
could  utter  a  cry. 

<<  Pshaw  !  what  a  cocksparrow  !"  muttered 
Wolfisrt,  when,  having  dragged  his  capdve  with- 
in the  bushes,  he  for  the  first  time  observed  that 
it  was  but  a  stripling  recruit  of  some  sixteen  or 
eighteen  years.  ^'  I  must  oarry  away  with  me 
something  better  than  a  boy.'' 

With  these  words  he  hastily  secured  the  lad 
to  a  sapling  by  the  idd  of  a  thong  which  he  cut 
irom  his  leather  hunting-shirt,  and  then  pre- 
pared to  make  a  similar  onset  upon  the  next 
sentinel  in  the  same  line. 

This  man  had  paused  for  a  moment  at  the 
end  of  his  walk,  waiting  for  a  glimpse  of  moon- 
light to  reveal  his  comrade,  whom  he  had  missed 
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in  his  last  turn.  A  straggling  beam  fell  at  last 
upon  the  path  before  him,  and  the  soldier,  rest- 
ing on  hia  mueket,  leaned  forward,  as  if  trying 
to  pierce  the  gloom.  The  side  of  his  person 
was  turned  toward  Valtmcycr,  and  his  head  only 
partially  averted ;  but  Wolfert  preferred  s«Kisg 
the  present  moment  rather  than  to  wait  for  a 
more  favourable  one,  wiiich  might  not  come. 
Clasping  bis  hands  above  his  head,  be  leaped 
forward  with  a  sudden  bound,  and  threw  theni 
like  e  noose  over  the  neck  of  the  other,  slipping 
them  down  below  •the  elbows,  which  were  thus 
jnjiioned  to  the  side  of  his  prisoner,  whose 
musket  dropped  from  his  hands. 

"  Wolfert  Valtmeyer,  by  the  Etamal  V  ejacu- 
lated ihe  man,  instantly  recognising  his  assail- 
ant from  the  well-known  trick  which  tbey  had 
<^ten  practised  upon  each  other  in  the  mock- 
wrestling  of  former  days. 

"  Exactly  the  man,  Bait ;  and  you  must  go 
with  him." 


/ 
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<<  Not  unless  he^s  a  better  man  than  ever  I 
proved  hinii"  said  Bait,  struggling  in  the  brawny 
arms  of  bis  brother  borderer,  who  held  him  at 
such  disadvantage. 

«  Donder  und  blixem,  manny,  you  would  not 
have  me  kill  a  brother  hunter,  would  ye?' 
growled  Valtmeyer,  whose  voice  thickened  with 
anger  as  he  felt  himself  compelled  to  use  every 
effort  to  maintain  his  grip. 

•*  There's — ^no — brother — hood — between— 
us-^ — this — quar'l,"  panted  forth  the  stout- 
hearted Bait,  without  an  instant  relaxing  bis  en- 
deavoiu*. 

^  Then  die  the  death  of  a  rebel  fool,  mut- 
tered the  other,  hastily  drawing  his  knife,  and 
raising  it  to  strike.  The  blow,  as  driven  from 
behind  by  so  powerful  a  hand,  must  have  cut 
short  the  biography  of  the  worthy  Bait  had  it 
fairly  descended  into  the  neck  at  which  it  was 
aimed.  But  the  intent  of  the  Tory  desperado 
was  foreseen  in  the  very  instant  that  the  former 
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knife,  and,  of  course,  simultaneously  averted  the 
muzzle  of  the  gun  from  his  body. 

While  this  was  passing  the  guard  turned 
out;  but,  though  Valtmeyer  received  their  fire 
unharmed  as  he  rushed  toward  the  wood,  he 
escaped  one  danger  only  to  fall  into  another. 
Ignorant  of  the  existence  of  the  outer  line  of 
sentinels,  he  was  seized  by  the  picket^guard  in 
the  moment  that,  thinking  he  had  escaped  all 
clangers,  he  relaxed  his  efforts  to  make  good  his 
ad^ptage. 

The  prisoner  being  brought  before  Colonel 
Weston,  that  sagacious  officer  lost  no  time  in 
a  fruitless  examination  of  so  determined  a  fel- 
low taken  under  such  circumstances.  The 
redoubtable  Valtmeyer  was  well  known  to  him 
by  fBune,  and  Bait  fiiUy  established  his  identity. 
Weston  was  before  aware  that  the  noted  outlaw 
had  taken  service  with  one  of  the  different 
corps  of  Butler's  Rangers,  and  he  readily  con- 
ceived that  he  had  been  but  now  acting  as  the 
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scout  for  some  predatory  band  of  Tories.     Csp- 
t^D  de  Roos,  who,  as  an  active  aod  effident 
partisan   officer,   had   been   sunnnooed   to  the 
fort  for  the  very  purpose  of  scouring  the  eouD- 
try  for  such   offenders,   was  sent  off  with  hiii   . 
commaiid   to  make   the    circuit  of  the   oeigtK  I 
bourhood,   and   another   detachment  of  troop*  | 
was  instantly  despatched  to  the  suspected  bouse  i 
of  Mr.  Schoonmacker.      The  latter  duty  i 
one  of  some  delicacy,  and  requiring  •  cooler'  I 
judgment  than   that  of  De  Rooa;  and   Wesloa  j 
selected  Major  Greyslaer  aa  the  nffioer  to  wboffl  i 
it  might  best  be  intrusted. 

De  Hoos,  rashly  insisting  ttutt  be  couU  I 
squeeze  something  out  of  the  sulky  riUaio,  wa 
permitted  to  take  Valtmeyer  with  him  as  > 
guide  to  the  whereabout  of  his  friends;  and 
Valtmeyer,  after  fooling  with  him  for  a  seosoi, 
and  leading  his  party  in  every  direction  but  the 
right  one,  finally  succeeded  in  sariog  his  owbm 
neck  from  the  gallows  by  giving  them  the  glit=z 
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entirely.    The  expedition  of  Greyslaer  had  a 
different  issue. 

Ever  cool  and  steady  in  his  purposes  when 
duty  called  upon  him  to  collect  his  energies, 
this  officer  advanced  with  speed  and  secrecy  to 
the  goal  he  had  in  view.    The  grounds  around 
Schoonmacker's  house  were  crossed,  and  every 
door  beset  by  a  party  of  armed  men  in  perfect 
quietness.     Bait — who  had  soon  recovered  from 
the  stunning  effects  of    the  pistol-shot    that 
grazed  his  temple— availed  himself  of  the  lesson 
in  soldier-craft  which  he  had  just  received  from 
his  brother  woodsman,  and  secured  the  .only 
sentinel  that  was  upon  his  post    The  tempta- 
tion of  the  beer-barrel  in  the  kitchen  proved 
too  strong  for  the  Indians  and  their  newly- 
levied  white  comrades  to  permit  their  keeping 
B  better  watch.     The  house  was,  in  fact,  fairly 
surrounded  by  the  Whig  forces  before  a  sound 
ivas  beard  to  interrupt  the   harangue  which 
•Bradshawe  was  perorating  within.     MacDonald 
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alone  sprang  from  bis  seat,  and,  darting  into  aa 
adjacent  closet,  made  his  escape  through  an  open 
window  in  the  rooment  thafGreyalwr  entered 
the  room  with  a  file  of  bayonets. 

"  In  the  name  of  the  Continental  CcmgroM, 
I  claim  you  all  as  tny  prisoners^**  cried  Max, 
advancing  to  the  table,  and,  with  great  presence 
of  mind,  seizing  all  the  papers  upon  it,  including 
the  commission  of  Bradshawe. 

That  officer,  who  had  stood  for  the  moment 
astonished  at  the  scene,  now  made  a  fiery  more- 
ment  to  clutch  the  papers  from  Greyslaer 
as  the  latter  quietly  ran  over  the  super- 
scription; but  he  instantly  found  tumself  pw 
nioned  by  two  sturdy  fellows  behind  him. 

"  See  that  you  secure  that  spy  eSectualk, 
uiy  men. " 


/ 


"Spy, 
look  of  anxi 


cried  Bradshawe,  with  s  keeaij 
lous  inquiry,  while  he  rainly  tried  tta 
Lce  the  tone  of  indignant  dieclaimer  b 


the  imputed  character. 
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^Spy  was  the  word,  sir,"  answered  Max, 
gravely;  ^^and,  unless  these  documents  speak 
fidsely,  as  such  you  will  probably  suffer  by 
dawn  to-morrow.  This  paper  purports  to  be 
the  commission  of  Walter  Bradshawe  as  cap- 
tain  in  Butler's  regiment  of  Royal  Rangers; 
and  the  promised  promotion  in  this  note,  for 
certain  service  to  be  rendered  this  very  night, 
leaves  no  doubt  of  the  character  in  which  Cap- 
tain Bradshawe  has  introduced  himself  into  an 
enemy's  country.  Lansingh,  remove  your  pri- 
soner to  the  room  on  the  other  side  of  the  hall, 
and  see  that  he  be  well  guarded  ?* 

It  is  astonishing  how  invariably  the  success 
of  an  individual,  whether  in  good  or  evil  under- 
takingSy  affects  his  character  with  the  vulgar; 
a  term  which,  both  in  its  conventional  as  well  as 
its  primitive  sense,  includes,  perhaps,  the  ma- 
jority of  mankind.  Certain  it  is,  that,  in  this 
instance,   the  very  associates  and  complotters 
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their  followers  were  exchanging  tokens  of  re- 
cognition with  old  neighbours  and  former  com- 
rades  of  the  opposite  party. 

^*  Jim,  youVe  done  the  dam  thing  agin  us  to* 
nighty  and  no  mistake,"  said  one.  <*But  if 
the  Injuns  hadn^t  got  as  drunk  as  fiddlers, 
you  couldn't  have  popped  in  upon  us  as  you 
did.'' 

The  Congress  soldier  made  no  reply;  but 
the  demure  gravity  of  him  and  his  comrades 
did  not  prevent  others  of  the  Tory  militia  from 
attempting  a  conversation  with  them. 

«*  Well,  Mat,"  said  a  second,  « if  Fm  to  be 
taken  by  the  Whigs,  I'm  only  glad  that  you 
liappened  to  come  up  from  the  fort  along  with 
them ;  for  you  are  just  the  man  to  say  a  good 
irord  for  an  old  friend.  All  this  muss  is  of  Wat 
Bradshawe's  cooking." 

"Yes,"  cried  a  third,  "  the  friends  of  the  king 
only  met  to  drink  his  health  and  have  a  little 

VOL.  III.  F 
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social  junketing  togedier ;  and  if  bully  Bnlr 
shawe  had  not  come  amcmg  ua,  tfungi  vooU 
have  gone  off  as  quietly  as  poerible.  AEthe 
harm  I  wish  him  isi  that  he  may  get  paid  off  lor 
his  old  scrapes  with.a  halter,  and  rid  die  ooootiy 
of  such  a  pest ;  there's  the  affidr,  now,  of  dd  Db 
Roosts  daughter,  for  whidi  he  ought  to  bne 
swimg  eight  years  since.^ 

<<  Eight  years  V*  rejoined  the  other.  *  Noi 
the  scrape  you  speak  of  is  hardly  a  matter  of  as 
years  bygone.  But  give  the  devil  his  daei  T^ 
few  folks  that  knowed  of  it  talked  hard  aboit 
wild  Wat  for  hb  share  in  that  buBine««  Bot 
things  could  not  have  gone  so  Car,  after  aD^  ^ 
the  Rooses  would  never  have  refused  toaf^ 
against  him,  much  less  would  the  gal  hea^ 
have  rejected  his  offer  when  he  wanted  to  nub 
an  honest  woman  of  her." 

Bradshawe  betrayed  no  agitatbn  duiing  ^ 
discussion,  which  took  place  so  near  to  Ud  tM 
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though  the  speakers  lowered  their  voices  some- 
what, it  must  have  been  at  least  partially  over- 
heard by  himself  as  well  as  by  others.  But 
when  another  of  the  rustic  gossipers  pointed 
significantly  toward  the  room  in  which  Major 
Greyslaer  was  engaged,  while  whispering  that 
Miss  De  Roos  had  now  <<  a  raal  true-love  of  her 
own,  and  no  mistake,^  the  features  of  the  Tory 
ciqptain  writhed  with  an  expression  almost 
fiendish. 

**  Yes  !  I  must  live,"  he  muttered  internally. 
^  I  cannot,  I  will  not  die.  I  have  too  many 
stakes  yet  in  the  game  of  life  to  have  the  cards 
dashed  thus  suddenly  from  my  hands.  My 
sdieme  of  existence  is  too  intimately  interwoven 
with  that  of  others  to  stop  here,  and  stop  singly. 
I  know,  I  feel  that  Alida's  fate  and  that  of  this 
moonstruck  boy  is  interwoven  with  mine. — / 
only  can  redeem  her  name,  or  blast  it  with  utter 
infamy;  and  their  peace  or  my  revenge — which- 
ever  is  ultimately  to  triumph — were  both  a  nul- 
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lity  if  1  perish  now,"  Alas  !  Walter  Bradsbawe^ 
dost  thou  think  that  Providence  hath  but  one 
mode  of  accompUahing  its  ends,  if  innocence  ia 
to  be  vindicated,  and  that  only  through  bo  foul 
an  instrument  as  thou  .'  . 

Thus  thought,  or  *'  thought  he  thought,"  tlusi 
iroH-hearted  desperado.     But  there  were  othvfl 
distracting  feelings  in  his  bosom  which  it  venl 
impossible  for  him  to  analysie.     Though  hatred  * 
had  long  since  predominated  over  love  in  the 
warring  passions  of  his  stormy  breast,  yet  that 
hatred  was  bom   only  of  the  indignation  and 
horror    with   which    his    attempts    to    control 
Alida's  iDcIinationg  had  been  received,  and  his 
admiration  had  increased  from  the  very  circum- 
stances which  had  chilled  his  love ;    but  now 
the  subtle  workings  of  jealousy  infused  a  new 
element  among  his  conflicUng  passions,  which 
(juickened  both  love  and  hatred   into  a   more 
poignant  existence. 

Few,  even  of  the  most  ignoble  natures,  are 
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wholly  base ;  and  Bradshawe,  though  he  could 
not  imagine,  much  less  realise,  one  generous 
emotion  that  belongs  to  those  dispositions  which 
the  world  terms  chivalrous,  still  possessed  some 
of  the  qualities  that  keep  a  man  from  becoming 
despicable  either  to  himself  or  to  others.  He 
bad  both  bravery  and  ability,  and  he  knew  it 
Incapable  of  one  magnanimous  thought,  in  deed 
he  might  still  be  great !  And  determined  in 
purpose  as  he  was  loose  in  principle,  he  be- 
lieved that  he  was  a  man  bom  for  the  very  time 
and  country  in  which  his  lot  was  cast ;  for,  re- 
garding all  others  as  senseless  zealots,  he 
deemed  that  every  man  of  abilities  engaged  in 
the  present  political  struggle  was  an  adven- 
turer like  himself,  having  his  own  selfish 
views  as  the  ultimate  objects  of  his  dangers 
and  his  toils. 

If  the  aspiring  aims,  then,  of  a  reckless  am- 
bition, backed  by  no  ordinary  talent  and  courage 
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leave  him  now  to  awaken  from  the  vague  dream 
which,  ahnost  unknown  to  himself,  had  at  times 
passed  through  his  brain — of  sharing  his  future 
renown  with  Alida;  and,  while  wiping  off,  in 
honourable  marriage,  the  reproach  which  he 
had  attached  to  her  name,  of  gratifying,  at  the 
lasti  the  passion  which  was  rooted  in  his  heart. 
Let  us  leave  the  searching  pang  of  jealousy  to 
reveal  to  him  first  the  existence  of  this  linger- 
ing touch  of  tenderness  amid  feelings  which  he 
himself  thought  had  become  only  those  of 
hatred.  Let  us  leave  him  with  that  utter  deso- 
lation of  the  heart's  best  earthly  hope,  which 
would  prompt  most  men  to  welcome  the  grave 
upon  whose  brink  he  stood,  but  from  which  he, 
fired  with  a  burning  lust  of  vengeance,  shrunk 
as  from  a  dungeon  where  the  plotting  brain  and 
relentless  hand  of  malignity  would  lie  helpless 
for  ever. 

How  little  they  read  the  man  who  deemed 
that  terror  of  his  htje  had  stupified  him,  when, 
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CHAPTER  V. 


THE   FIELD    OF   ORI8KANY. 


**  Strike— till  the  last  armed  foe  expires  ; 
Strike — for  your  altars  and  your  fires ; 
Strike — ^for  the  green  graves  of  your  sires : 
God !  and  your  native  land  I" 

Hallbck. 


T*HE  doom  which  Greyslaer  had,  with  military 
sternness,  predicted,  was  formally,  by  a  military 
^urt,  pronounced  upon  Bradshawe  that  very 
night ;  but  when  the  hour  of  execution  arrived 
on  the  morrow,  events  were  at  hand,  which, 
postponing  it  for  the  present,  gave  him,  in  fact, 
the  advantages  of  an  indefinite  reprievaL 
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Some  Continental  officers,  of  a  rank  sapenor 
to  that  of  the  commandant,  who  arrived  st  Foit 
Dayton  during  the  night,  suggested  doabts  u 
to  the  policy  of  thus  summarily  executing  mv- 
tial  law  upon  the  prisoner.  In  the  monuDg  t 
message  arrived  from  the  beleaguered  garrisoD 
of  Fort  Stanwix,  urging  the  Whig  forces  to  pns 
forward  to  the  scene  of  acUon,  and  attetDpt 
raising  the  siege  at  once,  or  thdr  succour  would 
come  too  late  to  save  their  compatriots.  AD 
was  then  bustle  and  motion.  The  greater  part 
of  the  troops  at  once  hurried  forward  to  join 
Herkimer's  forces,  which  had  already  taken  up 
their  line  of  march  for  Oriskany,  while  a  de- 
tachment was  sent  down  the  river  to  speed  oo 
those  who  still  loitered  on  the  road,  to  the 
border.  When  this  last  was  about  to  depart,  d)£ 
opportunity  was  deemed  a  good  one  of  gettbig 
rid  of  Bradshawe,  by  sending  him  to  bead- 
quarters  at  Albany,  where  his  sentence  couU 
either  be  enforced  or  remitted,  as  a  bigh^ 
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nailitary  authority  should  decide ;  and  he  was 
acoordbgly  marched  off,  strictly  guarded  by  the 
detadnnent 

Of  the  use  that  Walter  Bradshawe  made  of 
this  reprieve  to  carry  into  effect  his  meditated 
vengeance  against  Alida  and  her  lover,  we 
shall  see  hereafter.  We  must  now  return  to 
other  personages  of  our  story,  who  have  been, 
perhaps,  too  long  forgotten. 

It  has  been  already  incidentally  mentioned 
that  Brant  and  his  followers  were  playing  a 
eoDspicuoua  part  in  the  bold  invasion  which 
now  threatened  to  give  the  royalists  possession 
of  at  least  two  thirds  of  the  fiiir  province  of 
New  York;  i^  indeed,  they  should  not  succeed 
m  overrunning  the  whole.  Brant,  who  had 
brought  nearly  a  thousand  Iroquois  warriors  to 
die  standard  of  St  Leger,  was  indeed  the  very 
soul  of  the  expedition ;  for,  if  there  be  a  doubt 
rf  his  devising  the  scheme  itself  he  certainly 
planned  some  of  the  most  important  details ; 
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and  the  zeal  with  which  he  executed  hie  shi 
of  the  undertakiug  proved  how  thoroughly  hia 
heart  was  engaged  in  it  The  Johnsons,  in- 
deed, had  come  back  to  struggle  once  more 
for  a  noble  patrimoay  which  had  been  wrested 
Iron)  them,  and  many  of  their  refugee  friendfl 
were  animated  by  the  hope  of  recovering  the 
valuable  estates  they  had  forfeited;  but  Brant 
fought  to  recover  the  ancient  seats  of  his  petH 
pie,  whose  name,  as  a  nation,  was  in  danger  of 
being  blotted  out  from  the  land. 

When,  therefore,  he  learned,  through  his 
scouts,  that  Herkimer  was  approaching  by 
forced  marches  to  break  up  the  encampment  of 
St.  Leger,  relieve  Fort  Stanwix,  and  repel  the 
advance  of  the  invaders  through  the  valley  of 
which  it  was  the  portal,  he  instantly  suggested 
measures  for  his  discomfiture,  and  planned  that 
masterly  ambuscade  which  resulted  in  the 
bloody  field  of  Oriskany. 

There  is,  within  a  few  miles  of  Fort  Stanwix, 
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a  deep  hollow  or  ravine  which  intersects  the 
forest  road  by  which  Herkimer  and  his  brave  but 
undisciplined  army  of  partisan  forces  were  ap- 
proaching to  St.  Leger's  lines.  The  ravine 
sweeps  toward  the  east  in  a  semicircular  form, 
either  horn  of  the  crescent  thus  formed  bearing 
a  northern  and  southern  direction,  and  enclos- 
ing a  level  and  elevated  piece  of  ground  upon 
the  western  side.  The  bottom  of  the  ravine  was 
marshy,  and  the  road  crossed  it  by  means  of  a 
causeway.  This  was  the  spot  selected  by 
Brant  for  attacking  the  column  of  Herkimer; 
and  hither  St  Leger  had  sent  a  large  force  of 
royalists  to  take  post  with  his  Indians  on  the 
morning  of  the  fatal  sixth  of  August. 

The  white  troops,  consisting  of  detachments 
from  Clauses  and  Butler's  Rangers,  and  John- 
son's Greens,  with  a  battalion  of  Major  Watts's 
Royal  New  Yorkers^  disposed  themselves  in  the 
form  of  a  semicircle,  with  a  swarm  of  Red 
warriors  clustering  like  bees  upon  either  extre- 
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mity ;  and   it  would  seem  as  if  nothing  could 

save  Herkimer's  column  from  e 

innihilation,  should 

it  once   push   fairly    within 

the   horns 

of  the 

crescent  tbu8   formed.      The 

fortunes 

of  war, 

however,  turn  upon   strange 

inwdents ; 

and  in 

the    present    instance,   the   i 

rary   circumstance 

which  hurried  hundreds  of  brave  men 

among 

the  patriots  upon  their  fate,  was  a  cause 

of  pre- 

eervation  to  their  cinnrades. 

The  veteran  General  Herkimer,  who  was  a 
wary  and  experienced  bush-fighter,  aware  of  the 
character  of  this  ground,  had  ordered  a  halt 
when  within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  the  spot 
where  the  battle  was  ulUmately  joined ;  but, 
irritated  by  the  mutinouB  remonstrances  of  some 
of  his  insubordinate  followers,  several  of  whom 
Qatly  charged  the  stout  old  general  with  cow- 
ardice, he  gave  the  order  to  "  march  on"  while 
his  ranks  were  yet  in  confusion;  and  eagerly 
was  the  order  obeyed  by  the  rash  gathering  of 
border  yeomanry. 
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<^  March  on/'  shouted  the  fiery  Cox  and  ill- 
&ted  Eisenlord  <<  March  on,*^  thundered  the 
Herculean  Gardmier  and  Samson-like  Dillen- 
back,  whose  puissant  deeds  at  Oriskany  have 
immortalised  their  names  in  border  story. 
^  March  on,"  echoed  the  patriotic  Billington 
and  long-regretted  Paris,  and  many  another 
brave  civilian  and  gallant  gentleman,  whom 
neither  rank,  nor  station,  nor  want  of  skill  in 
arms,  had  prevented  from  volunteering  upon 
this  &tal  field — the  first  and  last  they  ever 
saw !  *<  March  on,"  shouted  the  hot-headed 
De  RooSi  catching  up  the  cry  as  quickly  it  ran 
from  rank  to  rank,  and  dashing  wildly  forward, 
be  scarce  knew  where. 

And  already  the  foremost  files  have  descended 
into  the  hollow,  and  others,  pressing  from  be- 
hind, are  pouring  in  a  living  tide  to  meet  the 
opposing  shock  below. 

The  impatience  of  Brantfs  warriors  does  not 
allow  them  to  wait  until  the  Whig  forces  have 
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all  descended  into  the  ravine ;  bat,  ndnng  thai 
vell«known  war-ciy,  the  Mohawks  poor  a  vol- 
ley, whidi  nearly  annihilates  half  of  Herkimo^i 
Ibieniost  diviaon,  and  wholly  cats  off  the  re- 
mainder from  the  support  of  their  comndei 
Uprising  then  among  the  hushes,  they  spring 
with  tomahawk  and  javelin  upon  the  puli^ 
stridcen  corpse  already  broken  and  borne  dovi 
fay  that  first  onslaught  The  Refugees  padi 
farward  with  thdr  bavonets  to  share  in  die 
massacre  of  dmr  countrymen.  But  now  fresh 
foes  are  railing  upon  them  in  turn.  Head- 
strong  and  impetuous  themselves,  or  urged  od 
by  the  fiery  masses  that  press  upon  them  froo 
behind,  they  descend  like  an  avalanche  from 
the  plain  above,  and  fill  that  little  vale  vitb 
carnage  and  destruction ;  now  swooping  dovn 
to  be  dispersed  in  death,  and  now  bearing  vith 
ihem  a  resistless  force  that  hurls  hundreds  vho 
oppose  it  into  eternity. 
The  keders  of  both  parties  soon  began  to  see 
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that  this  indiscriminate  melee  could  result  in 
no  positive  advantage  to  either,  while  involving 
the  destruction  of  both ;  and,  in  a  momentary 
pause  of  the  conflict,  the  voices  of  Herkimer's 
officers  and  of  the  opposing  leaders  were  simul- 
taneously heard  calling  upon  their  men  to  be- 
take themselves  to  the  bushes  and  form  anew 
under  their  cover.  And  now  the  fight  is  some- 
what changed  in  its  character.  Major  Grey- 
slaer,  seeing  the  causeway  partially  cleared  of 
its  struggling  combatants,  rallies  a  compact 
band  of  well-disciplined  followers,  and  charges 
the  thickest  in  advance.  But  the  throng 
dirough  which  he  cleaves  a  passage  closes  in- 
stantly behind  him,  and,  with  the  loss  of  half 
his  men,  he  is  obliged  to  cut  his  way  back  to 
his  comrades,  where  the  chieftain  Teondetba, 
with  his  Oneida  rifles,  covers  the  shattered  band 
till  Greyslaer  can  take  new  order. 

The  Whig  yeomanry,  in  the  mean  time,  had 
for  the  most  part  taken  post  behind  the  adja- 
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cent  trees,  where  eacb  man,  as  from  a  <atadel 
of  his  own,  made  war  upon  the  enemy  by  keep- 
ing up  an  incessant  firing.  But  Braat,  whose 
Indiana  were  chiefly  galled  by  these  sharp- 
shooterB,  gave  his  orders,  and  the  Mohawks, 
wherever  ibey  saw  the  flash  of  a  rifle,  would 
rush  up,  and,  with  lance  or  tomahawk,  de- 
spatch the  marksman  before  he  could  gain  tim« 
to  reload.  Bait,  whose  unerring  rifle  had  al- 
ready made  many  a  foemaa  bite  the  dust,  had 
ensconced  bimeelf  behind  a  shtitered  oak,  a 
little  in  advance  of  a  thicket  of  birch  and 
juniper,  from  which  Christian  Lansingh,  with 
others  of  Greyslaer'a  followers,  kept  up  a  steady 
fire,  and  thus  covered  Bait's  position.  The 
worthy  hunter  absolutely  foamed  with  rage 
when  he  saw  several  of  his  acquEuntaoce,  who 
were  less  protected  than  himself,  thus  falling 
singly  beneath  the  murderous  tomahawks  of 
Branfs  people;  but  his  anger  received  a  new 
turn  when  he  beheld  Greyslaer  breaking  his 
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cover  and  rushing  with  clubbed  rifle  after  one 
of  the  retreating  Mohawks,  who  had  despatched 
an  unfortunate  militia-man  within  a  few  paces 
of  him. 

**  Goody  Lordy !''  he  exclaimed,  ^  the  boy's 
mad  I  Hell  spoil  the  breaching  or  bend  the 
bar'l  of  the  best  rifle  in  the  county.  Tormented 
lightning!  though,  how  he's  buried  the  brass 
into  him«* 

(jreyslaer,  as  Bait  spoke,  drove  the  angular 
metal  with  which  the  stock  of  the  weapon  was 
shod  deep  into  the  brain  of  the  flying  savage, 
while  Bait  himself  in  the  same  moment, 
brought  down  a  javelin  man  who  was  flying  to 
the  assistance  of  the  other. 

^  Aha  I  ain't  that  the  caper  on't,  you  pisen 
copi)er-head !  Down,  major,  down,"  shouted 
the  woodsman,  as  his  quick  ear  caught  the 
cUd&  of  a  dozen  triggers  in  the  opposite  thicket ; 
and  Max,  obedient  to  the  word,  threw  himself 
upon  his  face,  while  the  fire  of  a  whole  platoon 
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of  Tory  rangers,  that  was  instantly  answered  by 
a  volley  from  his  own  men,  paBsed  Imrmlessly 
over  him. 

The  dropping  shots  now  became  less  fre- 
quent, for  the  borderers  on  either  side  were  so 
well  protected  by  the  woodland  cover,  that, 
though  the  clothes  of  many  were  riddled  with 
bullets,  yet  the  grazing  of  an  elbow  or  some 
slight  flesh  wound  in  the  leg  was  all  the  es- 
ecution  done  hy  those  who  were  as  practised 
in  avoiding  exposure  to  the  aim  of  an  enemy,  as 
in  availing  themselves  with  unerring  quickness 
of  each  chance  of  planting  a  bullet. 

General  Herkimer,  who  had  already  seen 
Greyslaer's  spirited  effort  to  cut  his  way  through 
the  enemy  with  a  handful  of  men,  deemed  this 
the  fitting  time  to  execute  the  movement  upon 
a  larger  scale.  The  fatal  causeway  was  again 
thronged  by  the  patriots  in  the  instant  they 
heard  the  voice  of  their  leader  exhorting  his 
troops   to   force   the    passage   in   which    their 
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bravest  had  already  fallen.  But,  even  before 
they  could  form,  and  in  the  moment  that  those 
closing  ranks  exposed  themselves,  a  murderous 
fire  was  poiu'ed  in  upon  them  on  every  side ; 
everv  tree  and  bush  seemed  to  branch  out  with 
flame. 

Thrice,  with  desperate  valour,  did  Herkimer 
cross  the  causeway  and  charge  the  thronged 
hillside  in  front;  and  thrice  the  files  who 
rushed  into  the  places  of  the  fallen  were  mowed 
down  by  the  deadly  rifles  from  the  thickets, 
or  beaten  back  by  the  cloud  of  spears  and 
tomahawks  that  instantly  thickened  in  the  path 
before  them.  In  the  third  charge  the  veteran 
fell,  a  musket-ball,  which  killed  his  horse,  hav- 
ing shattered  his  knee  while  passing  through 
the  body  of  the  charger. 

But  the  fall  of  their  general,  instead  of  dis- 
heartening, seems  only  to  nerve  his  brave  fol- 
lowers with  new  determination  of  spirit,  as, 
placed  on  hb  saddle  beneath  a  tree,  the  stout 
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old  soldier  BtJU  essays  to  order  the  battle.  His 
manly  tones,  heard  even  above  the  din  of  the 
conflict^  give  system  and  efficacy  to  the  brave 
endeavour  of  his  broken  ranks.  The  tree 
againBt  which  he  leans  becomes  a  central  point 
round  which  they  rally)  fighting  now,  not  for 
conquest — hardly  for  self-preservation — but  only 
in  stubborn  resistance  of  their  fate.  And  nov, 
as  the  enemy,  impatient  of  this  long  opposition, 
concentre  round  them,  they  form  in  circles,  and 
receive  in  silence  the  furious  charge  of  their 
hostile  countrymen.  Bayonet  crosses  bayonet, 
or  the  clubbed  rifle  batters  the  opposing  gun- 
stock  as  they  fight  hand  to  hand  and  foot  to  foot 
Again  and  again  do  the  royalists  recoil  ^m 
the  vrall  of  iron  hearts  agiunst  which  they 
have  hurled  themselves.  But,  though  the  living 
rampart  yields  not,  it  begins  to  crumble  with 
these  successive  shocks;  the  ranks  of  the  pa- 
triots grow  thinner  around  their  wounded 
general,  where  brave  men  strew  the  ground 
like  leaves  when  the  autumn  is  serest. 
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The  Indian  allies  upon  either  side  have,  in 
the  mean  time,  suspended  their  firing.  In  vain 
does  the  voice  of  Brant  encourage  his  Mohawks 
to  strike  a  blow  which  shall  at  once  decide  this 
fearful  crisis.  In  vain  does  the  gallant  shout  of 
Teondetba  cheer  on  the  Oneidas  to  rescue  his 
friends  from  the  destruction  that  hedges  them 
in.  Not  an  Indian  will  move  in  that  green- 
wood The  warriors  of  the  forest  upon  both 
sides  have  paused  to  watch  this  terrible  death- 
struggle  between  white  men  of  the  same  country 
and  language.  They  have  already  ceased  to 
fire  upon  each  other ;  and  now,  gazing  together 
upon  the  well-matched  contest  of  those  who  in- 
▼olyed  them  in  this  &mily  quarrel,  they  will  not 
raise  an  arm  to  strike  for  either  party. 

A  storm,  a  terrific  midsummer  tempest,  such 
as  often  marks  the  sudden  vicissitudes  of  our 
climat4S  was  the  Heaven-directed  interposition 
which  stayed  the  slaughter  of  that  battle-field 
The  breath  of  the  thunder-gust  swept  the  rain 
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in  sheets  of  foam  throagb  the  forest,  and  the 
hail  burst  down  in  torrents  upon  those  wtning 
bands,  whose  arms  now  flashed  only  as  ther 
glinted  back  the  lightning's  glare. 

There  is  a  pause*  then,  in  the  bloody  figbtoi 
Oriskany;    but  the  battle,  whidi  seemed  btt 
now  nearly  ended  in  the  OTerthrow  of  die  pft* 
triots,  is  soon  to  be  resumed  under  diftrent    ' 
auspices.     The  royalists  have  withdrawn  fo  ^ 
moment  to  a  spot  where  a  heavier  forest-giovtk 
affords  them  some  protection  from  the  elements. 
The  republicans  have  conveyed  their  wounded 
general  to  an  adjacent  knoU,  from  wbicfa,  ex- 
posed as  it  is  to  the  fire  of  the  enemy,  he  in- 
sists upon  ordering  the  battle  when  it  shall  be 
resumed ;  and  here,  in  the  heat  of  the  onslaught 
which  succeeded,  the  sturdy  old  border  duef 
was  observed,  with  great  deliberation,  to  tike 
his  flint  and  tinder-box  from  his  pocket,  li(^ 
his  pipe,  and  smoke  with  perfect  compoBUt. 
The  veteran  bush-fighter,  who  missed  many  aa 
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officer  around  him,  grieved  not  the  less  for  more 
than  one  fiivourite  rifle-shot  who  had  perished 
among  bb  private  soldiers;  and,  in  order  to 
counteract  the  mode  of  warfare  adopted  by 
Brant»  when,  in  the  early  part  of  the  battle, 
the  Indian  spears  and  tomahawks  made  such 
dreadful  havoc  among  the  scattered  riflemen, 
Herkimer  commanded  his  sharpshooters  to 
station  themselves  in  pairs  behind  a  single  tree, 
and  one  always  to  reserve  his  fire  till  the  In- 
dians should  rush  up  to  despatch  his  comrade 
when  loading. 

In  the  mean  time,  while  the  different  disposi- 
tions for  attack  and  defence  were  thus  making 
by  their  leaders,  the  rude  soldiers  on  either 
side,  hundreds  of  whom  were  mutually  ac- 
quainted, exchanged  many  a  bitter  jeer  with 
each  other,  while  ever  and  anon,  as  some  taunt- 
ing cry  would  rise  among  the  young  warriors 
of  Brant's  party,  it  was  echoed  by  the  opposing 
Oneidas  with  a  fierce  whoop  of  defiance   that 
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would  pierce    wildly  amid   the  peltin;^  of  dw 
stonn. 

An  hour  elapsed  before  an  abatement  of  UiB 
tempest  allowed  the  work  of  death  to  commeiicfr 
anew.  A  movement  on  tbe  part  of  the  royalistV' 
by  Major  Watts's  battalion,  first  drew  tbe  fir* 
of  the  patriots ;  and  then  the  MohawkE,  cheered 
on  by  the  terrible  war-whoop  of  Brant,  and 
littering  yell  on  yell  to  intimidate  their  foes, 
commenced  tbe  onslaught,  tomahawk  in  band. 
But  the  cool  execution  done  by  the  markBinen 
whom  Herkimer  had  so  wisely  planted  to  sustain 
each  other,  made  them  quickly  recoil ;  and  the 
Oneidas,  eagerly  pressing  forward  from  the  re- 
publican side,  drove  them  back  upon  a  large 
body  of  Butler's  Rangers.  Many  of  this  corps 
had  been  so  severely  handled  by  Greyslaer's 
men  in  the  first  part  of  tbe  battle,  that  they  bad 
fallen  back  to  take  care  of  their  wounded.  But 
Bradshawe's  company,  which  bad  suffered  least, 
was  now  in  advance.     These  fierce  men  brooked 
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no  control  from  the  young  subaltern  who  was 
now  nominally  their  commander.  Headed  by 
the  terrible  Valtmeyer,  whose  clothes  were 
smeared  with  the  gore  from  a  dozen  scalps 
which  dangled  at  his  waist,  they  broke  their 
ranks,  rushed  singly  upon  the  Oneidas,  who 
had  intruded  into  their  lair,  and  driving  them 
back  among  their  friends,  became  the  next  mo- 
ment themselves  mixed  up  in  wild  melee  with 
partisans  of  the  other  side.  This  onslaught 
served  as  a  signal  for  a  rival  corps  in  another 
part  of  the  field;  and  Clauses  Rangers  broke 
their  cover  to  battle  with  their  foemen  hand  to 
hand. 

This  corps  of  refugee  royalists  consisted  of 
men  enlisted  chiefly  from  the  very  neighbour- 
hood where  they  were  now  fighting.  They  had 
come  back  to  their  former  homes,  bearing  with 
them  the  hot  thirst  of  vengeance  against  their 
tormer  friends  and  neighbours ;  and  when  they 
heard  the  triumphant  shout  of  the  Whigs  at  a 
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momentary  recoil  of  their  friends,  and  perhip 
recognised  the  voices  of  some  who  had  aided 
in  driving  them  from  their  country,  their  is* 
patience  could  not  be  restrained ;  they  rodied 
forward  with  a  fiendish  yell  of  hatred  and  fero- 
city, while  the  patriots,  instead  of  awaiting  tbe 
charge,  in  obedience  to  the  comnuinds  of  dwir 
officer,  sprang  like  chafed  tigers  from  thflir 
covert,  and  met  them  in  the  midst    Bayonett 
and  clubbed  muskets  made    the    first  shod 
fatal  to  many ;  but  these  were  quickly  thrown 
aside  as  the  parties  came  in  grappling  contict, 
drawing  their  knives  and  throttling  each  otte) 
stabbing,   and  literally  dying  in   each  other's 
embrace.* 

And  thus,  for  five  long  hours,  raged  this  ruth- 
less conflict.  All  military  order  had  been  lost 
in  the  moment  when  the  wild  bush-fighters  first 
broke  their  cover  and  rushed  forward  to  dedde 
the  battle  hand  to  hand.     Men  fought  with  the 

*  Stone,  CampbeU,  MonJB. 
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fiiry  of  demons ;  or  if,  by  chance,  a  squad  or 
party  of  five  or  six  found  themselves  acting  to- 
gether, these  would  quickly  form,  rush  forward, 
and,  charging  into  the  thickest  of  the  fight, 
soon  be  lost  amid  the  crowd  of  combatants.  At 
one  moment  the  tomahawk  of  some  fierce  Red 
warrior  would  crash  among  the  bayonets  and 
spears  of  whites  and  Indians  as  he  hewed  his 
way  to  rescue  some  comrade  that  was  beset  by 
clustering  foes;  at  another,  the  shattering  of 
shafts  and  clashing  of  steel  would  be  heard 
where  a  sturdy  pioneer,  with  his  back  to  a  tree, 
stood,  axe  in  hand,  cleaving  down  a  soldier  at 
every  blow,  or  matching  the  cherished  tool  of 
his  craft  with  the  ponderous  mace  of  some 
brawny  savage.  Now  the  groans  of  the  dying, 
mixed  with  imprecations  deep  and  foul,  rose 
harshly  above  the  din  of  the  battle,  and  now 
the  dismal  howl  or  exulting  yell  of  the  red 
Indian  was  mocked  by  a  thousand  demoniac 
voices,  screeching  wild  through  the  forest,  as 
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if  the  very  fiends  of  hell  were  let  looee  in  that 
black  ravine. 

The  turmoil  of  the  elements  has  kNig  anoe 
subsided.  The  sky  is  dear  and  serene  above. 
Happily,  the  forest  glooms  interpose  a  veil  be- 
tween its  meek,  holy  eye,  and  this  dsDoe  of 
devilish  passions  upon  the  earth. 
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CHAPTER  VL 


THE    ISSUES   OF   THE   BATTLE. 


**  Let  me  recall  to  your  recollection  the  bloody  field  where 
Herkimer  fell.  There  were  found  the  Indian  and  the  white 
man,  bom  on  the  banks  of  the  Mohawk,  their  left  hand 
clinched  in  each  other's  hair,  the  right  grasping  in  the  gripe  of 
death  the  knife  plunged  in  each  other's  bosom.  Thus  they 
lay  frowning." — Discoune  qf  Gouvemeur  Morris  before  the 
New  York  Historical  Society^  1812. 


An  accomplished  statesman  and  eloquent 
writer  has,  in  the  passage  which  heads  this 
chapter,  well  depicted  the  appearance  which  the 
field  of  Oriskany  presented  when  the  fight  was 
over.     The  battle  itself  while  the  most  bloody 
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fought  during  the  Revolution,  is  remarkable  for 
having  been  contested  exclusively  between 
Americans,  or,  at  least,  between  those  who,  if 
not  natives  of  the  soil,  were  all  denizens  of 
the  province  in  which  it  was  fought  And 
though  its  political  consequences  were  of  sligb 
moment,  for  both  parties  claimed  the  fictory) 
yet,  from  the  character  of  the  troops  engaged 
in  it — from  the  number  of  Indian  warriors  thai 
were  arrayed  upon  either  side — the  protracted 
fierceness  of  the  action,  and  the  terrible 
slaughter  which  marked  its  progress,  it  must 
be  held  the  most  memorable  conflict  tbft 
marked  our  seven  years'  struggle  for  natioDil 
independence. 

Of  the  field  officers  that  fell,  it  is  true  that 
most,  like  the  brave  Herkimer  himself  were 
only  militiamen,  and  of  no  great  public  con- 
sideration beyond  their  own  county :  but  with 
these  gallant  gentlemen  were  associated  tf 
volunteers  more  than  one  military  man  of  nnk 
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and  repute  that  bad  been  won  upon  other 
fields ;  and  many  a  civilian  of  eminence,  who, 
at  the  call  of  patriotism,  had  shouldered  a 
musket  and  met  his  death  as  a  private  soldier. 
The  combatants  upon  either  side  consisting 
almost  exclusively  of  inhabitants  of  the  Mohawk 
Vdley,  there  were  so  many  friends  and  neigh- 
bours, kinsmen,  and  even  brothers  arrayed 
against  each  other,  that  the  battle  partook  of 
the  nature  of  a  series  of  private  feuds,  in  which 
the  most  bitter  feelings  of  the  human  heart  were 
brought  into  play  between  the  greater  part  of 
those  engaged.  And  when  the  few  who  were 
actuated  by  a  more  chivalric  spirit — like  the 
gallant  Major  Watts  of  the  Royal  New  Yorkers, 
and  others  who  might  be  designated  among  his 
hostile  compatriots — met  in  opposing  arms, 
they  too  fought  with  a  stubborn  valour,  as  if  the 
mUitary  character  of  their  native  province  de- 
pended equally  upon  the  dauntless  bearing  of 
either  party.     The  annalist  has  elsewhere  pre- 
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served  so  many  minute  and  thrilling  detub  of 
Herkimer's  last  field,*  that  it  hardly  becomea 
us  to  recapitulate  them  here,  though  we  would 
fain  recall  8ome  of  those  trdts  of  chivalrous 
gallantry  and  generous  daring  which  redeem  the 
hrutal  ferocity  of  the  cuDtest. 

The  deeds  of  the  brave  Captain  Dillenback, 
though  his  name  ie  not  intermingled  with  tfaaj 
thread  of  our  story,  are  so  characteristic  of  the' 
times  in  which  its  scenes  are  laid,  that  they 
can  hardly  be  passed  over.  This  officer  had 
his  private  enemies  among  those  who  were  now 
arrayed  in  battle  as  public  foes ;  and  Wolfert 
Valtmeyer,  with  three  others  among  the  most 
desperate  of  the  Refugees,  determined  to  seize 
his  person  in  the  midst  of  the  fight,  and  carry 
him  off  for  some  purpose  best  known  to  them- 
selves. Watching  their  opportunity,  these  four 
desperadoes,  when  the  tumult  of  the  conflict 
was  at  the  highest,  cut  their  way  to  the  spot 

*  See  Stonc'a  Border  Wars  afthe  American  Revolulion. 
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where  Dillenback  was  standing;  and  one  of 
them  succeeded  in  mastering  his  gun  for  a  mo- 
ment But  Dillenback,  who  caught  sight  of 
Valtmeyer's  well-known  form  pressing  forward 
to  aid  bis  comrades  in  the  capture,  knew  better 
than  to  trust  himself  to  the  tender  mercies  of 
his  outlaw  band  He  swore  that  he  would  not 
be  taken  alive,  and  he  was  not  Wrenching 
his  gun  from  the  grasp  of  the  first  assailant,  he 
felled  him  to  the  earth  with  the  breech,  shot  the 
second  dead,  and  plunged  the  bayonet  into  the 
heart  of  the  third.  But  in  the  moment  of 
his  last  triumph  the  brave  Whig  was  himself 
laid  dead  by  a  pistol-shot  from  Valtmeyer, 
who  chanced  to  be  the  fourth  in  coming  up 
to  him. 

But  perhaps  as  true  a  chevalier  as  met  his 
hXe  amid  all  that  host  of  valiant  hearts  was  a 
former  friend  of  Bait  the  woodsman;  an  old 
Mohawk  hunter,  who  bore  the  uncouth  Dutch 
name  of  BronkahorUt, 
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Killer  of  Brave  Men ;  so  come  on ;  we  are 
happily  met^  With  these  words  both  parties 
threw  down  their  rifles,  and.  drawing  their  knives, 
rushed  upon  each  other. 

The  struggle  was  only  a  brief  one ;  for  Time, 
who  had  nerved  the  brawny  form  of  the  white 
borderer  into  the  full  maturity  of  manly  strength, 
had  dealt  less  leniently  with  the  aged  Indian, 
who  was  borne  at  once  to  the  ground  as  they 
closed  in  the  death-grapple.  It  was  in  vain 
that  Bait,  mindful  of  other  days  and  kinder 
meetings  in  the  deep  woodlands,  attempted  to 
save  his  opponents  life  by  making  him  a  pri- 
soner;  for,  in  the  moment  that  he  mastered 
the  scalping-knife  of  the  Indian  and  pinioned 
his  right  arm  to  the  ground,  the  latter,  writhing 
beneath  his  adversary  with  the  flexibility  of  a 
serpent,  brought  up  his  knee  so  near  to  his  left 
hand  as  to  draw  the  leg-knife  from  beneath  the 
garter,  and  dealt  Bait  a  blow  in  his  side  which 
nothing  but  his  hunting-shirt  of  tough  elk-hide 
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prevented  firom  being  fisitaL  Even  as  it  was,  die 
weapon,  after  sliding  an  indi  or  two,  cut  through 
the  arrow-proof  garment  that  ere  now  bad 
turned  a  sabre;  while  Bait,  feeling  the  point 
graze  upon  his  ribs,  thought  that  his  campaign- 
ing days  were  oyer,  and,  in  the  exasperatioD  of 
the  moment,  buried  his  knife  to  the  hilt  in  the 
bare  bosom  of  Bronkahorlst 

**  We  are  going  together,  old  boy,*  be  cried, 
as  he  sank  back  with  a  momentary  faintoeie* 
'^  I  only  hope  we'll  find  the  game  as  plenty  in 
your  hunting-ground  of  spirits  as  we  have  on 
the  banks  of  the  Sacondaga — God  forgive  me 
for  being  sich  a  heathen  T 

But  while  this  singular  duel,  with  personel 
encounters  of  a  similar  nature,  were  taking 
place  in  one  part  of  the  field,  others  more  e?eDt- 
fiil  in  their  consequences  were  transpiring  eb^ 
where.  The  puissant  deeds  of  Captain  Gardi- 
nier,  like  those  of  Dillenback,  have  given  his 
name  a  place  upon  the  sober  page  of  hiMoi}'> 
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but,  as  they  involved  the  fate  of  more 'than  one 
of  the  personages  of  our  story,  we  have  no  hesi- 
tation in  recapitulating  them  here. 

One  principal  cause,  perhaps,  why  the  Whigs 
maintained  their  ground  with  such  desperate 
tenacity,  was  the  hope  that,  so  soon  as  the 
sound  of  their  fire-arms  should  reach  the  invested 
garrison  of  Fort  Stanwix,  a  sally  would  be  at^ 
t^npted  by  the  besieged  to  effect  a  diversion  in 
their  favour.  That  sally,  so  famous  in  our  re- 
volutionary history,  and  which  gave  to  Willet, 
who  conducted  it,  the  name  of  '^  the  hero  of 
Fort  Stanwiv,'*'  did,  in  fact,  take  place  before 
the  close  of  the  battle  of  Oriskany,  and  was,  as 
we  all  know,  attended  with  the  most  brilliant 
success.  But,  long  before  the  performance  of 
that  gallant  feat  of  Willef  s,  the  Tory  partisan. 
Colonel  Butler,  aware  of  the  hopes  which  ani- 
mated bis  Whig  opponents  at  Oriskany,  essayed 
a  rtMS  de  guerre^  which  had  well  nigh  eventuated 
in  their  complete  destruction. 
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This  wily  officer,  withdrawing  a  large  (letacb> 
raent  of  Johnson's  Greens  from  the  field  of 
action,  partially  disguised  tbem  as  Republican 
troops  by  making  thetn  change  their  bats  fbr 
those  of  their  fallen  enemies ;  and  then  adopting 
the  patriot  colours  and  other  party  emblems  as 
far  as  they  could,  they  made  a  circuit  through 
the  woods,  and  turned  the  flank  of  tlie  Whigs  in 
the  hope  of  gaining  the  midst  of  them  by  coming 
in  the  guise  of  a  timely  reinforcement  sent  from 
the  fort. 

The  hats  of  these  soldiers  appearing  first 
through  the  bushes,  cheered  Herkimer's  men  at 
once.  The  cry  was  instantly  raised  that  suc- 
cour was  at  band.  Many  of  the  undisciplined 
yeomanry  broke  from  their  stations,  and  ran  to 
grasp  the  hands  of  their  supposed /riends. 

"  Beware  .'  beware  I  'tis  the  enemy ;  don't 
you  see  their  green  coats  r"  shouted  Captain 
Gardinier,  whose  company  of  dismounted  rangers 
was  nearest  to  these  new-comers.     But,  even  as 
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he  spokei  one  of  his  own  soldiers,  a  slight  strip- 
ling, recognising  his  own  brother  among  the 
Greens,  and  supposing  him  embarked  in  the 
same  cause  with  himself,  rushed  forward  to  em- 
brace him.  His  outstretched  hand  was  seized 
with  no  friendly  grasp  by  his  hostile  kinsman ; 
for  the  Tory  brother,  festening  a  ferocious  gripe 
upon  the  credulous  Whig,  dragged  him  within 
the  opposing  lines,  exclaiming  only,  as  he  flung 
him  backward  amid  his  comrades,  '^  See,  some 
of  ye,  to  the  d — d  young  rebel,  will  ye  ?'* 

^  For  God's  sake,  brother,  let  them  not  kill 
me!  Do  you  not  know  me?*  shrieked  the 
youthful  patriot,  as  he  clutched  at  one  of  those 
amid  whom  he  fell,  to  shield  him  from  the 
blows  that  were  straightway  aimed  at  his  life. 

But  his  brother  had  other  work  to  engage 
bim  at  this  instant ;  for  the  gallant  Gardinier, 
observing  the  action  and  its  result,  seized  a  par- 
tisan from    a  corporal   who  stood  near,  and. 
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senting  the  point  of  his  rapier  to  his  throat,  cried 
out  to  **  Yield  himself,  rescue  or  no  rescue." 
But  Gardinier  did  not  yet  dream  of  yielding. 

Seizing  the  blade  of  the  sword  with  his  left 
hand,  the  trooper,  by  a  sudden  wrench,  brings 
the  Highlander  down  upon  his  own  person, 
where  he  holds  him  for  a  moment  as  a  shield 
against  the  assault  of  others.    At  this  moment, 
Adam  Miller  for  the  first  time  sees  the  struggle 
of  Gardinier  against  this  fearful  odds.     His 
sword  is  already  out  and  crimson  with  the  blood 
of  more  than  one  foe;  and  now,  rushing  for- 
ward, he  lays  about  him  so  industriously,  that 
the  Greens  are  compelled  to  defend  themselves 
against  their  new  adversary.     Gardinier,  raising 
himself  to  a  sitting  posture,  bears  back  Mac- 
Donald  :  but  the  gallant  Scot,  still  clinching  the 
throat  of  his  foe  with  his  left  hand,  braces  him- 
self  firmly  on  one  knee,  and  turns  to  parry  the 
frensied  blows  of  Miller  with  his  right.     Gardi- 
mer  has  but  one  hand  at  liberty,  and  that  is 
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lacerated  by  the  rapier  whidi  be  had  gmped 
80  desperately;  yet,  quick  as  light,  be  seiies  the 
spear  which  is  still  lying  near  hiniy  and  plants  it 
to  the  barb  in  the  side  of  BiaeDonalcL  The 
chivalric  Highlander  expires  without  a  groan. 

The  Greens,  struck  with  dismay  at  the  bte 
of  this  veteran  officer,  the  near  friend  of  Sir 
John  Johnson,  fall  back  upon  those  of  tbar 
comrades  who  have  not  yet  broken  their  ranb: 
while  those  lookers-on,  stung  with  grief  for  tbe 
loss  of  such  an  officer,  rally  instantly  to  the 
charge,  and  pour  in  a  volley  upon  the  VVbifs, 
who  have  just  succeeded  in  dragging  the 
wounded  Gardinier  out  of  the  mel^  Several 
fall,  but  their  death  is  avenged  on  the  instant; 
yet  dearly  avenged,  for  the  blow  which  followai 
while  it  terminates  the  battle,  concludes  the 
existence  of  one  of  the  most  gallant  spirits  effi- 
barked  in  it 

.  Young  Derrick  de  Roos  on  that  day  enacted 
wonders  of  prowess.     And  though  the  rasbneaa 
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he  exhibited  made  his  early  soubriquet  of  **  Mad 
Dirk"  remembered  by  more  than  one  of  his 
comrades,  yet  he  seemed  to  bear  a  charmed  life 
while  continually  rushing  to  and  fro  wherever 
the  fight  was  hottest  At  the  very  opening  of 
the  conflict,  when  most  of  the  mounted  Rangers 
threw  themselves  from  their  saddles  and  took  to 
the  bushes  with  their  rides,*  De  Roos,  with  but 
a  handful  of  troopers  to  back  him,  drew  his 
sword  and  charged  into  the  thickets  from  which 
came  the  first  fire  of  the  ambushed  foe. 

**  It  is  impossible  for  cavalry  to  act  upon 
such  ground,"  exclaimed  an  officer,  seeing  him 
about  to  execute  this  mad  movement  De 
Roos,  who,  on  the  march,  was  leading  his  horse, 


*  The  hones  of  mounted  riflemen  are  gencraUy,  during  a 
frontier  fight,  secured  to  a  tree  in  some  hollow,  or  behind  some 
knoU,  which  protects  them  from  the  enemy *s  fire.  Not  unfre- 
qoenU/y  however,  the  sagacious  animal  is  trained,  in  obedience 
to  the  order  of  his  master,  to  crouch  among  the  leaves,  or  couch 
down  like  a  dog  behind  some  fallen  tree,  while  the  rider,  pro- 
tected bjr  the  same  natural  rampart,  fires  over  his  body. 
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did  not  heed  the  remark  as  he  threw  himself 
into  the  saddle.    "  Your  spure — where  are  your 
spurs,    man  ?"    cried   another,   as    the    l>orsf^ 
flurried  by  the  first  fire,  rose  on  his  hinder  iegltm 
instead  of  dashing  forward.     "  Charge  nut  " 
out  your  spurs,  captain !" 

"  I'm  going  to  win  my  spura,'"  shouted  Mui 
Dirk,  striking  the  flanks  of  the  Bleed  with  tfaft] 
flat  of  his  sabre,  which  the  next  moment  gleamed 
above  his  head  as  the  spirited  animal,  gaining 
courage  from  hia  fiery  rider,  bounded  forward  in 
the  charge. 

In  the  instant  confusion  that  followed,  De 
Roos  was  no  more  seen;  the  smoke,  indeed, 
sometimes  revealed  his  orange  plume  floating 
like  a  tongue  of  flame  amid  its  wreaths ;  and 
bis  "  Carry  on,  carry  on,  men,"  for  a  few  mo- 
ments  cheered  the  ears  of  the  friends  who  could 
distinguish  his  gay  and  reckless  voice  even  amid 
the  earnest  shouts  of  the  white  borderers,  min- 
gled as  they  were  with  the  wild  slogan  of  the 
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Indian  warriors.  But  De  Roos  himself  appeared 
no  more,  until,  in  the  pause  of  the  battle 
already  mentioned,  he  presented  himself  among 
his  compatriots,  exclaiming, 

^  Vve  used  up  all  my  men !  Is  there  no 
handful  of  brave  fellows  here  who  will  rally 
under  Dirk  de  Roos  when  we  set-to  again  T* 

The  fearful  slaughter  which,  as  is  known, 
took  place  among  Herkimer's  officers  at  the 
very  onset  of  the  fight,  and  almost  with  the  first 
volley  from  Brant^s  people,  left  men  enough 
among  those  undisciplined  bands  to  furnish  forth 
a  stout  array  of  volunteers,  who  were  eager  to 
fight  under  so  daring  a  leader ;  and  when  the 
battle  was  renewed,  the  wild  partisan  went  into 
it  with  a  train  more  numerous  than  before.  But 
his  horse  had  long  since  been  killed  under  him ; 
the  followers  upon  whom  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
relying  had  fallen,  either  dead  or  disabled,  by 
his  side;  and  Derrick,  somewhat  sobered  in 
spirit,  became  more  economical  of  his  resources. 
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And,  though  still  expasing  Iiih  owu  ] 
much  as  ever,  he  was  vigilant  in  seeing  thai  h 
men  were  well  covered,  while  he  hoarded  thdr 
energies  to  strike  some  well-directed  blow  which 
might  terminate  the  battle. 

With  the  last  volley  of  the  Greens  he  thought  ] 
the  fitting  moment  had  come.  His  bugU  1 
sounded  a  charge,  and  on  rushed  bis  band  will)  I 
the  bayonet.  ' 

"  Carry  on,  carry  on,"  shouted  De  Roos,  who  ~ 
charged,  sword  in  hand,  a  musket's  length  ahead 
of  his  foremost  files. 

It  seemed  impossible  for  the  weary  royalists 
to  stand  up  against  this  column ;  for  small  in 
number  as  were  the  men  who  composed  it,  the>- 
were  comparatively  fresh,  from  a  short  breath- 
ing spell  which  tbey  bad  enjoyed;  while  their 
spirits  were  excited  to  the  utmost  by  their 
having  been  kept  back  by  their  officer  as  he 
waited  for  the  approaching  crisis  before  permit- 
ting a  man  to  move.  But  the  line  of  the  royaliets. 
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though  broken  and  uneven,  was  still  so  much 
longer  than  that  of  the  patriots,  that,  outflank- 
ing their  assmlants  as  they  did,  they  had  only 
to  permit  their  headlong  foe  to  pass  through, 
and  then  fall  upon  his  rear. 

This  movement  the  Greens  effected  with  equal 
alacrity  and  steadiness.  Their  ranks  opened 
with  such  quickness  that  they  seemed  to  melt 
like  a  wave  before  De  Roosts  impetuous  charge ; 
but,  wave->like  too,  they  closed  again  behind 
bis  little  band,  which  was  thus  cut  off  from 
the  patriot  standard.  Furious  at  being  thus 
caught  in  the  toils,  the  fierce  republicans  wheel 
again,  and  madly  endeavour  to  cut  their  way 
back  to  their  friends;  but  the  equally  brave 
royalists  far  outnumbered  them,  and  their  fate 
for  the  moment  seems  sealed,  when  suddenly 
another  player  in  this  iron  game  presents  him- 
self. 

Max  Greyslaer,  who,  from  a  distance,  has 
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watched  the  movement  of  his  friend  with  I 
keenest  anxiety,  sees  the  tinequal  struggle  up< 
which  the  fortunes  of  the  whole  battle  are  tun 
in;^.  He  has  fought  all  day  on  foot,  and,  woundetl 
and  weary,  he  seeme  too  far  from  the  spot  upon 
which  all  the  c-hanceE  of  the  fight  are  now  con- 
centred, to  reach  it  ere  they  are  decided.     He 
looks  eagerly  around  for  assistance;  he  ahoutn 
madly  to  those  who  are  closer  to  De  Roos  ttf" 
press  forward  ;  and,  bounding  over  a  fallen  tree 
near  him,  he  stumhies  upon  the  trained  horse  of 
a  rifleman,  which  haa  been   taught  to  crouch  in 
the  thickets  for  safety.     The  couchaot  steed — 
but  now  so  quiet  when  masterless — rises  with  a 
grateful  winnow  as  Max  seizes  his  bridle ;  and, 
gladly  yielding  his  hack  to  bo  featly  a  rider,  he 
tosses  his  head  with  proud  neighings  as  he  feelj 
himself  no  longer  a  passive  sharer  in  the  dan- 
gers of  the  field.     On  comes  the  gallant  horsa 
The  rider  gathers  new  life  from  the  fresh  sjariti 
of  his  steed.     He  sweeps — 'twas  thus  the  wa^ 
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like  saints  of  old  swept  before  the  eyes  of 
knightly  combatants  —  he  sweeps  meteor-like 
across  the  field,  and  charges  with  his  flashing 
brand  singly  against  the  royal  host.  Down 
goes  the  green  banner  of  the  Johqsons ;  down 
goes  the  sturdy  banner-man,  shorn  to  the  earth 
by  that  trenchant  blade. 

The  Greens,  attacked  thus  impetuously  in 
their  rear,  turn  partly  round  to  confront  this 
bold  assailant;  but  Greyslaer  has  already  cloven 
his  way  through  their  line,  and  Christian  Lan- 
singh,  with  a  score  of  active  borderers,  has 
mshed  tumultuously  into  his  wake.  The  royal- 
ists^ are  broken  and  forced  back  laterally  on 
either  side  of  the  pathway  thus  made ;  but 
either  fragment  of  the  disjointed  band  still 
struggles  to  reunite  with  desperate  valour.  The 
republicans,  concentrating  their  forces  upon  one 
at  a  time,  charge  both  parties  alternately. 
Thrice  wheeling  with  the  suddenness  of  a 
hlcon  in  mid  air,  has  Greyslaer  hurled  himself 
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upon  [heir  crumbling  ranks;  and  dow,  as  one 
division  is  nearly  anaihilated  by  that  last 
charge,  De  Roos,  emulous  of  bis  friend,  heads 
the  anslaugbt  against  the  remaining  fragnieiit 
of  the  royalists.  His  orange  plume  again  6oat£ 
foremost;  and  loud  as  when  the  figbt  was  new. 
Ills  cheering  voice  is  heardt 

"  Carry  on,  men,  cany  o "" 

An  Indian  whoop — the  last  that  was  beard 
upon  the  fitld  of  Oriskany — followed  the  single 
shot  which  hushed  that  voice  and  laid  thai 
orange  plume  in  the  duat. 

Both  Mohawks  and  royalists  had  already 
mosrly  withdrawn  from  the  field;  and  the  re- 
mainder of  the  Greens,  who  had  contested  it  to 
the  last  so  stubbornly,  retired  when  they  saw 
De  Roos  fall.* 


*  Drant  and  his  Tory  confedciates  carrii^d  off  ao  oimh; 
]<rl>ancr9  wjlh  them  from  the  field  of  OrigkHnj-  Ihnt  the 
luitlle  is  otlcn  spoken  of  ns  n  defeat  of  the  Whigi.  Bui 
as  these  piisoner*  wtrc  taken  in  the  eaily  port  of  the  action 
ami    diirinii  the  first  confusliin  of  (he  ambuscndc,  the  nieed 
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of  Tictoiy  must  be  accorded  to  the  patriota,  who  were  left 
in  poMession  of  the  battle-field  ;  fearful,  however,  as  was  the 
general  alaiighter,  the  loas  of  life  upon  the  royalist  side  seems 
to  baT6  been  chieflj  among  the  Indian  warriors,  while  on 
the  Republican  side  the  whites  suffered  far  more  than  did 
their  Oneida  allies. 


GRKTSLAER. 


CHAPTER  Va 

THE    DOUBTFUL   PAIlKNTAaK. 

"  True  joj,  Btill  bom  of  heaTen,  i>  U^Md  villi  winph 
AnJ,  tired  of  earth,  it  [ilumea  them  bach  agmfn : 

And  go  we  ioae  it.     A  lad  chiuige  came  o'nt 
Tlic  fortunes  of  that  pnir,  whost  lo«c-i  linvc  Iwii 
Oui  Ihcme  of  etor;' — a  sad  change,  that  ofl 
Camel  o'er  love's  fortunes  in  all  lands  and  homes." 

They  were  busy  making  rude  litters  for  the 
wounded  upon  that  field  of  slaughter.  Tbe 
brave  Herkimer,  who  so  soon  died  of  his  injuif, 
was  already  borne  off;  but  most  of  his  suirtnif 
followers  yet  remained.     There  were  groupe' 
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mournful  faces  around  the  dying,  and  here  and 
there  a  desolate-looking  man  was  seen  stalking 
over  the  field,  pausing  from  time  to  time  in  his 
dreary  quest,  looking  around  now  with  quick 
and  painful  glances,  and  now,  with  a  half-fearful 
air,  stooping  over  some  gory  corse,  as  if  seek- 
ing some  near  friend  or  kinsman  among  the 
fallen. 

By  the  root  of  a  dusky  tamarack  lay  a  bleed- 
ing officer,  whose  pale  features  showed  that  he 
was  yet  young  in  years,  while  another  of  similar 
age  was  busied  stanching  the  blood  which  oozed 
in  torrents  from  his  side.  A  kneeling  soldier 
offered  a  vessel  of  water;  a  grizzly  hunter  held 
the  feet  of  the  dying  man  in  his  bosom,  as  if 
to  cherish  the  extremities  that  were  rapidly 
growing  cold.  A  grave  Indian  stood  mutely 
looking  on.  If  he  indeed  sorrows  in  heart  like 
the  others,  his  smooth  cheek  and  quiet  eye  be- 
tray not  the  agitation  which  paints  their  faces 
with  emotion. 


152  OREYSLAEIL 

It  IS  of  no  avail,  the  kindness  of  that  mini8te^ 
ing  group  of  friends.  The  dying  man,  indeed, 
once  opens  his  eyes,  and  he  seems  to  murmor 
something,  which  the  other  officer  bends  fo^ 
ward  with  the  most  earnest  solicitation  to  heir. 
He  seems  to  have  some  charge  or  bequest  of 
wishes  to  make  to  his  friend;  but  his  thoughts 
cannot  syllable  themselves  into  connected  utter- 
ance. His  wound  seems  to  gather  virulence 
from  each  successive  effort ;  yet  still  he  squan- 
ders his  remaining  strength  in  futile  attempts 
to  communicate  with  his  friends.  Alas !  why 
did  he  not  speak  before,  that  luckless  soldier, 
if  life's  last  moments  were  so  precious  to  bioi? 

«  I  know — I  know — it  is  of  Guise,  the  In- 
dian child,  you  would  speak,"  cried  the  agonized 
friend,  as  the  sudden  thought  started  into  his 
mind.  *^  It  is  the  mystery  of  his  birth— it  is 
your  wishes  about  your  own  offspring  that  fou 
would  declare.  God  of  Heaven !  pardon  and 
spare  him   for   a  moment     Press   my  hand, 
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Derrick,  if  I  have  guessed  truly  that  the  child 
is  yours;  make  any — the  least,  the  feeblest 
sign,  and  your  boy  shall  be  as  dear  to  Greyslaer 
as  his  own*^ 

But  Derrick  died,  and  gave  no  sign !  His 
last  breath  went  out  in  the  moment  that  his 
agitated  friend,  for  the  first  time,  conjectured 
what  be  intended  to  reveal. 

They  buried  him  beneath  that  dusky  tama- 
rack ;  and  there  let  him  lie,  a  gallant,  frank- 
hearted  soldier,  whose  bravery  and  generosity 
of  disposition  will  be  remembered  in  his  native 
valley  long  after  the  blemishes,  or  rather  the 
inherent  defects  of  his  character,  are  forgotten ; 
a  character  not  altogether  inestimable,  far  less 
unloveable,  at  that  graceful  season  of  life  when 
the  wildest  sallies  of  youth  are  forgotten  in 
the  generous  impulses  which  seem  to  prompt 
them,  but  which,  unregulated  by  one  stedfast 
principle,  is  perhaps,  of  all  others,  the  most 
likely  to  degenerate  into  utter  profligacy  and 
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the  youDg  chief.  ^^  He  has  preserved  all  that 
remains  of  poor  Captain  Dirk;  for  the  wild 
beasts  will  never  scratch  through  the  ashes  to 
disturb  him." 

The  Indian  replied  not,  and  they  all  left  the 
t>attle-field  in  silence. 

Tradition  tells  of  the  horrid  spectacle  which 
that  field  exhibited  three  days  afterward,  when 
the  wolves,  the  bears,  and  the  panthers,  with 
which  the  adjacent  forests  at  that  time  abounded, 
had  been  busy  among  the  graves  of  the  slain  ; 
but  the  simple  precaution  of  Teondetha  pre- 
served from  violation  the  last  resting-place  of 
the  friend  of  his  boyhood. 

Of  the  others  that  fell  in  this  ensanguined 
conflict,  it  belongs  to  history  rather  than  to  us 
to  speak.  The  annalist  of  Tryon  county*  tells 
us,  that  in  the  whole  Valley  of  the  Mohawk 
there  was  scarcely  a  &mily  which  had  not  lost 
some  member;  scarcely  a  man,  woman,  or  child 
who  had  not  some  relative  to  deplore  after  the 

•  Campbell. 


fatal  field  of  Oriskany.  Brant's  warrion  had 
suffered  so  severely  that  his  immediate  band  of 
Mohawks  was  nearly  all  cut  to  pieces;  but, 
deeply  as  the  chieftain  grieved  for  the  loss  of 
his  brave  followers,  he  had  still  room  iu  his 
heart  to  lament  his  friend  MacDooald,  At 
this  point  we  shall  probably  take  leave  of  the 
famous  Sachem,  whose  career,  though  it  grows 
more  and  more  thrilling  in  interest  tiirough  the 
successive  scenes  of  the  civil  war  along  this 
border,  is  haply  no  farther  interwoven  with  the 
thread  of  our  narrative. 

Teotidetha,  too,  though  he  may  possibly  again 
flit  across  our  page,  we  must  now  dismiss  with 
his  Oneidas  to  the  ancient  seats  of  his  people^ 
where  they  finally  halted  after  cruelly  haras&> 
iug  the  rear  of  the  fiying  St.  Leger.  That 
officer,  as  is  known,  broke  up  his  lines  before 
Fort  Stanwix  upon  Arnold's  approach  to  Fort 
Dayton,  and  effected  a  most  disastrous  retreat 
to  the  wilds  from  which  be  had  emerged  wit) 
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such  boastful  anticipations.  Of  the  officers  to 
whom  the  arduous  duty  of  pursuing  him  into 
the  wilderness  was  entrusted,  few  were  more 
distiilguished  for  zeal  and  efficiency  than  Major 
Greyslaer,  whose  knowledge  of  forest  life  en- 
abled him  to  co-operate  to  the  greatest  advan- 
tage with  the  Oneida  allies  of  the  patriot  cause. 

Returning  from  this  arduous  and  perilous 
service,  Greyslaer,  when  halting  to  refresh  his 
men  at  the  Oneida  Castle,  had,  an  opportunity 
of  witnessing  the  wedded  happiness  of  *^  The 
Spreading  Dew,'^  who  was  long  since  united  to 
her  true  warrior,  and  who  welcomed  him  with 
proud  feelings  of  gratification  to  her  husband's 
lodge.  He  sympathized  with  the  fortunate 
issue  of  their  simple  loves,  even  while  he  sighed 
to  think  that  the  course  of  his  own,  which  had 
never  run  too  smoothly,  was  still  far  from 
bright 

It  was  impossible  for  him  to  be  near  Alida 
in  the  first  days  of  her  grie^  when  the  tidings 
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should  reach  her  that  her  only  brother,  the  I 
male  of  her  family,  the  lust  near  relation  sb*-! 
had  on  earth,  had  been  taken  away ;    but  iw 
had  promised  himself  that  caany  weeks  should 
not  elapse  before  ehe  sliould  find  a  comfort  ia 
the  society  of  one  who  would  leave  no  meatuj 
untried,  that  kindness  could  suggest,  to  alleviat^H 
her  sorrovrg ;  who  wnuld  in  all  things  end«avouv9 
to  supply  the   place  of  him  who  could  retunu-B 
110  more.     And,  tru!_v,  if  the  ever- watchful  con- 
sideraUon,  the  tender  and  fostering  care,   tht; 
minute  and  gentle  offices  of  affection  suggested 
by  a  heart  of  inborn  delicacy  and  feeling — if 
these  cherislung  ministrations  at  the  hands  of 
a  stranger  to  our  blood  can  ever  supply  the 
loss  of  a  natural  tie,   Max  Greyslaer  was  the 
man  of  all  others  whose  sympathies  would  be 
most  balmful  at  such  a  season.     Alida  herself 
though  in  the  first  agony  of  her  grief  she  would 
have  shrunk  from  communion  even  with  Grey- 
slaer, yet,  when  the  paroxysm  had  passed  away, 
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looked  naturally  to  her  lover — the  earliest  and 
doeest  fitiend  of  the  brother  she  had  lost — as 
her  beat  consoler;  and  she  yearned  for  his  ap- 
pearance by  her  side  with  that  impatience  of 
disappointment  or  delay  which,  though  chiefly 
characteristic  of  poor  Derrick^s  impetuous  and 
irrestrainable  disposition,  was  in  no  slight  de- 
gree shared  as  a  family  trait  by  his  sister.  But 
the  day  was  far  distant  when  the  lovers  were 
again  to  meet ;  and  Destiny  had  strange  things 
in  store  for  them  ere  that  meetmg,  now  so 
eagerly  desired  by  either,  was  to  be  brought 
about. 

The  greater  part  of  the  patriot  troops  em* 
ployed  against  St.  Leger  had  been  marched  off 
to  oppose  Burgoyne,  whose  invasion  along  the 
Hudson  was  destined  to  be  equally  unsuccessful 
with  that  upon  the  Mohawk.  The  fate  of 
Major  Greyslaer  did  not  lead  him  to  have  a 
share  in  the  glorious  operations  of  Schuyler  and 
Gates;  while  the  large  force  which  had  thus 
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been  withdrawn  from  the  Valley  of  the  Mo- 
hawk, rendering  the  utmost  vigilance  necee^ry 
in  tboBe  who  were  left  to  guard  it,  mode  it 
impoGsible  for  an  officer  of  his  Btanding  and 
intportaoce  to  be  absent  on  furlough  at  such  a 

As  the  autumn  came  on,  he  found  himself 
posted  at  Fort  Stanwix,  where  new  works  were 
to  be  erected  to  strengthen  a  frontier  position 
which  late  events  had  proved  to  be  so  all  im- 
portant to  the  preservation  of  the  province. 

The  winter  set  in,  and  liifl  prospect  of  seeing 
Alida  was  still  further  postponed.  The  spring 
arrived  at  last;  and  what  were  the  hopes  it 
brought  with  its  blossoms,  when  GreyslMr  «M 
about  to  avail  himself  at  last  of  a  long- promised 
furlough  ? 

The  letters  of  Alida,  meanwhile,  had  long 
breathed  a  spirit  which  filled  him  with  anxiety. 
They  had  become  more  and  more  brief;  and, 
though  not  cold  precisely,  there  was  yet  some- 
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thing  formal  in  their  tenour,  as  if  their  writer 
were  gradually  filling  back  upon  the  old  terms 
of  friendship  which  had  so  long  been  their  only 
acknowledged  relation  of  regard.  It  seemed  as 
if  some  new  and  deeper  sorrow  had  fixed  upon 
her  heart ;  some  weight  of  misery  which  even 
he  could  not  remove.  She  did  not  complain  ; 
she  made  no  mention  of  any  specific  cause  of 
grief,  but  she  spoke  as  one  whose  hopes  were 
no  longer  of  this  world. 

At  first  Greyslaer  thought  that  it  was  the 
death  of  her  brother  which  had  thus  preyed 
upon  her  spirits ;  and  his  replies  to  her  letters 
bore  the  tenderest  sjrmpathy  with  her  sorrows 
as  he  united  in  mourning  over  the  early-closed 
career  of  his  gallant  and  high-spirited  firiend. 
But,  dearly  as  she  loved  Derrick,  his  name  now 
was  never  mentioned  by  Alidal  Could  it  be 
that  her  health  was  failing  ?  Was  the  grave, 
then,  about  to  yawn  between  Greyslaer  and  his 
hopes,  to  swallow  them  up  for  ever?     And  did 
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Alida  visb  thus  gradually  to  wean  him  fndt 
the  wild  idolatry  which  had  been  the  passion 
his  life  ?  to  prepare  him  for  the  passing  away 
of  his  idol  ? 

He  thousht,  with  terror,  that  it  must  be 
There  was  a  tone  of  serious  religious  sentimeo^ 
a  character  of  meekneea  and  humility,  in  sumfl^ 
of  her  letters,  wholly  foreign  to  her  ouce  prooj? 
and  fervid  spirit.  It  was  the  tono  of  one  who 
had  ceased  to  struggle  with  and  rebel  against 
her  lot;  who  had  yielded  her  spirit  to  the 
guidance  of  Him  who  gave  it,  and  who  waited 
in  humble  patience  for  the  moment  of  its 
"recall. 

"  Yes,"  said  Greyslaer,  on  the  day  that  be 
was  at  last  to  be  relieved  from  his  mihtary 
duUes,  as  he  read  one  of  those  passages  in  an 
agony  of  emotion,  with  which  something  of 
solace  was  still  intermingled — "  yes,  she  feels 
herself  fading  into  the  grave.  Consumption- 
yet  Alida's  is  not  the  soul  to  crumble  beneath 
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disease !  This  new-born  gentleness  can  only 
have  been  imparted  from  above.  Her  bright 
spirit  is  gathering  from  on  high  the  only  grace 
it  lacked  to  fit  it  for  that  blessed  sphere.  She 
is  fading — Eading  away  from  me  for  ever."  His 
eyes  were  strained  on  vacancy  as  be  spoke, 
and  he  stood  with  arms  wildly  outstretched,  as 
if  to  arrest  some  beloved  phantom  which  seemed 
melting  before  them. 

The  starting  tears  had  scarcely  filled  those 
eyes,  when  a  comrade,  abruptly  breaking  into 
his  quarters,  told  a  tale  which  congealed  them 
with  horror  where  they  stood.  The  whole 
nature  of  Max  Greyslaer,  the  gentle,  the  high- 
minded,  was  changed  within  him  from  that  very 
moment. 

And  what  was  the  monstrous  tale  that 
wrought  this  change  upon  a  mind  so  well  at- 
tempered, a  soul  so  stedfast,  a  heart  so  true  in 
tU  that  can  approve  its  worth,  as  was  that  of 
Oreyslaer?    Has  fortune  still  a  test  in  store 
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to  prove  the  love  that  never  wavered?  Has 
fate,  from  ber  black  quiver,  throws  a  shaft  that 
even  love  itaelf,  iii  all  its  panoply,  cannot 
repel? 

We  are  now  approaching  a  part  of  our  story 
that  we  would  fain  pass  over  as  rapidly  as  pos- 
sible, for  the  details  are  most  painful ;  so  jiaiii- 
ful,  so  revolting,  in  fact,  that  we  cannot  bring 
ourselves  to  do  more  than  touch  upon  them, 
while  hurraing  on  to  the  catastrophe  which  they 
precipitated, 

Walter  Brad^hawe,  as  we  have  Been,  was  con- 
victed as  a  B|iy,  and  received  sentence  of  deftth ; 
but  a  mistaken  lenity  prompted  his  reprieve 
before  the  hour  of  execution  arrived.  When 
removed  to  Albany,  lie  waa  at  first  closeh  im- 
prisoned for  several  months;  but  the  secret 
Tories,  with  which  the  capital  of  the  province 
at  that  time  abounded,  found  means  of  mitigat- 
ing the  rigours  of  his  confinement,  and  even  of 
enlisting  a  strong  interest  in  bis  behalf  among 
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some  of  the  most  influential  inhabitants.  Brad- 
shawe,  before  the  Revolution,  had  mingled 
intimately  in  the  society  of  the  place,  and  his 
strongly-marked  character  had  made  both  friends 
and  enemies  in  the  social  circle.  His  present 
political  situation  increased  the  number  of  both, 
and  both  were  now  equally  active  in  the  endea- 
vour to  preserve  or  crush  him.  The  royalists, 
willing  to  keep  politics  entirely  out  of  view, 
appealed  only  to  private  and  personal  feelings 
of  old  association  in  pleading  for  his  safety. 
Some  of  the  patriots  sternly  rejected  all  refe- 
rence to  a  state  of  things  which  had  passed 
away,  and  would  see  only  a  Tory  malignant 
and  detected  spy  in  their  former  neighbour. 
But  others  accepted  the  issue  which  was  offered 
by  the  friends  of  the  criminal,  and  indignantly 
insisted  that  there  was  nothing  in  his  private 
character  which  should  make  him  a  fit  subject 
for  mercy.  The  whole  career  of  his  life  was 
ripped  up  from  the  time  when,  as  a  law  student 
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of  Albany,  be  was  known  as  one  of  the  oiost 
riotous  and  reckless  youths  of  the  period- 
through  the  opening  scenes  of  the  Revolution, 
when  his  insolent  and  scandalous  conduct,  od 
more  than  one  occasion,  had  exasperated  the 
minds  of  men  against  the  official  profligate- 
through  tliose  which  followed  the  outbreak  of 
civil  discord,  when  his  aid  or  connivance  wa« 
more  than  suspected  in  many  a  deed  of  ruth- 
less violence,  of  midnight  hurtling,  of  bloodshed 
and  cruelty — down  to  the  present  time,  when 
he  stood  a  convicted  criminal,  whose  hfe  bad 
been  most  justly  forfeited. 

Men  stop  at  nothing  when  their  minds  are* 
once  elicited  in  times  so  phrensied  as   these; 
and  the  whole  story  of  the  abduction  of  MiK 
De  Roos  was  brought  up  as  testimony  again! 
Bradshawe's   character,   with   every   particul; 
exaggerated,  and  the  outrage  painted  in  ere 
colour  which  could  inspire  horror  at  its  en 
mity. 
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Rumours  of  Greyslaer's  approaching  nuptials 
with  the  unhappy  lady  who  was  thus  made  the 
general  subject  of  conversation,  reached  the 
ears  of  Bradshawe  while  chafing  beneath  these 
charges,  and  the  thought  of  the  misery  they 
would  inflict  upon  his  victims  might  have  been 
sufficient  even  for  his  revengeful  spirit ;  but  he 
determined,  with  a  hellish  ingenuity,  to  fling 
the  imputation  of  the  outrage  from  himself  and 
at  the  same  time  to  plant  its  stigma  in  an  ex* 
aggerated  form  upon  her  whose  name  had  been 
80  recklessly  dragged  in  by  his  persecutors. 
He  first  set  afloat  insinuations  in  regard  to  the 
parentage  of  the  half-blood  Indian  boy  who 
had  long  been  an  inmate  of  the  family  at  the 
Hawksnest,  and  who  had  more  than  once 
visited  Albany  under  the  care  of  Alida,  whom 
the  child  so  much  resembled  !  And  then  he 
boldly  proclaimed,  that,  so  far  from  instituting 
the  alleged  abduction  of  Miss  De  Roos,  he  had 
only,  out  of  respect  for  her  connexions,  aided  in 
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withdrawing  ber  froin  the  protection  of  Isaac 
Brant,  to  whom  she  had  fled  from  her  fatbei't 
halls  I 

A  conviction  of  the  nature  of  the  feebngs^' 
the  tortured  and  blasted  feelings  which  had 
prompted  the  tone  of  Alida's  lettera — flashet' 
electric  upou  the  mind  of  her  lover  at  this  hor- 
rid recital ;  and  at  thought  of  his  betrothed — 
that  soui-atricken  aad  cruelly-injured  girl — ihol 
lady,  "  most  deject  and  wretched,*  his  noble 
and  most  sovereign  reason— to  which  religion 
bad  ever  been  the  handmaid — is  quite  o"er- 
thrown :  "  The  soldier's,  Bcholar's  eye,  tongue, 
sword,"  "  quite — quite  down." 

In  a  word.  Max  Greyalaer,  as  we  have  al- 
ready said — Max,  the  gentle,  the  high-minded, 
became  cliangcd  in  soul  on  the  instant.  The 
prayerful  spirit  of  one  short  hour  ago  vanished 
before  the  new  divinity  that  usurped  its  place 
upon  the  altar  of  his  heart.  His  dream  of  sub- 
mission to  the  will  of  Providence — the  tearful 
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rengnation  which  his  belief  in  Alidads  illnesa 
inspired,  was  over,  lost,  swallowed  up,  obli- 
terated in  the  wild  tempest  of  his  passions. 
The  fierce  lust  of  vengeance  shot  through  his 
veins,  and  agitated  every  fibre  of  hia  Byetem ;  a 
horrid  craving  seized  hie  heart — the  craving  for 
the  blood  of  a  human  victim  !  And  had  Brad- 
E^we  stood  near,  gifted  with  a  hundred  lives, 
Greyslaer  could  one  by  one  have  torn  them  all 
from  out  his  mortal  frame. 

The  object  of  his  vengeance  was  far  away, 
but  Max  Greyslaer  from  that  moment  was  not 
leas  in  thought — a  murderer  ! 


END   OF   BOOK    V. 
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RETRIBUTION. 


"  Think  my  former  state  ft  hftppy  dreftm, 
From  which  awaited,  the  tmth  of  what  we  are 
Shows  us  but  tliis.    I  am  sworn  brother  now , 
To  grim  necessity,  and  he  and  I 
Must  Iceep  a  league  with  death."  Shaktpeare. 

'*  Miserable  creature. 
If  thou  persist  in  this,  'tis  damnable. 
Dost  thou  imagine  thou  canst  slide  on  blood. 
And  not  be  tainted  wiih  a  shameful  Dall  ? 
Or,  like  the  black  and  melancholy  yew-tree, 
Dost  think  to  root  thyself  in  dead  men's  graves. 
And  yet  to  prosper  ?**  Wdnter. 


**  Prosper  me  now,  fate— some  better  genius 

Than  such  as  waits  on  troubled  passions. 

Direct  my  courses  to  a  noble  issue. 

•    •    •    •    •    I  am  punished 

In  mine  own  hopes  by  her  unlucky  fortunes.** 


Ford. 


"  A  sin,  a  monstrous  sin !  yet  with  it  many. 

That  did  prove  good  men  after,  have  been  tempted. 

And  though  I'm  crooked  now,  'tis  in  your  power 

To  make  me  itrftigbt  again.**  Mattinfftr* 

I  2 


■  I 
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A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  MOHAWK. 
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CHAPTER  L 

THE   avenger's  JOURNEY. 

His  face  was  calmly  stenif  and  but  a  glare 
Within  his  eyes — ^there  was  no  feature  there 
That  told  what  lashing  fiends  his  inmates  were 
Within— there  was  no  thought  to  find  him  swerve 
From  his  intent ;  but  every  strained  nerve 
Was  settled  and  bent  up  with  terrible  force* 
To  some  deep  deed  fiur,  far  beyond  remorse  ; 
No  glimpse  of  mercy^  light  his  purpose  cross'd. 
Love,  nature,  pity,  in  its  depths  were  lost ; 
Or  lent  an  added  f\iiy  to  the  ire 
That  seared  his  soul  with  unconsuming  fire.'' — Drakb. 


N  acute  observer  of  human  nature  has  re- 
irked,  that  there  are  seasons   when  a  man 
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differs  not  leas  ^om  himseU  than  be  does  tfV 
other  times  from  all  other  men;  and  certain  it  J 
is  that  passion  will  often,  with  the  magic  of  t 
moment,  work  a  change  in  the  character  which 
the  blind  pressure  of  circumstances  throiigboot 
long  years — the  moulding  habits  of  an  ordinuy  j 
lifetime,  with  all  their  plastic  power  over  the 
human  heart,  could  never  have  wrought  in  the 
same  individual  who  undergoes  this  sudden 
transformation. 

An  hour  had  passed  away  with  Greyslaer; 
an  hour  of  phrensied  emotion.  And  one  such 
hour  is  enough,  with  a  mau  of  deep,  intense, 
and  concentrated  feelings,  for  the  gust  of  pas- 
sion to  subside  into  the  stem  calmness  of  re- 
solve. The  soldier  who  was  sent  to  summon 
him  to  the  mess-table  reported  that  Major 
Greyslaer'a  quarters  were  vacant.  The  soldier 
had  passed  the  major's  servant  on  bis  way 
thither  to  pack  up  and  put  away  bis  things,  as 
if  his   master  were  likely  to  be  long  absent 
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The  servant  himself  came  the  next  moment  to 
say,  that  his  master,  being  suddenly  called 
away  from  the  post,  would  not  dine  with  the 
mess  that  day.  His  brother  officers,  though 
knowing  that  their  popular  comrade  bad  lately 
received  a  long-expected  furlough,  were  still 
surprised  at  this  abrupt  departure;  and  one 
or  two  of  them  left  their  seats  and  hurried  out 
to  the  stables.  Greyslaer  stood  there  with  a 
cloak  and  valise  over  his  arm,  superintending 
in  person  the  equipment  of  his  horse  for  a  long 
journey.  His  cheek  was  pale,  his  eye  looked 
sunken,  and  his  aspect  altogether  was  that  of 
one  who  had  for  the  first  time  ventured  forth 
after  a  long  and  serious  illness ;  yet  there  was 
DO  fever  about  his  eyes ;  they  were  rather,  in- 
deed, dull,  cold,  and  glassy. 

The  officers,  who  simultaneously  uttered  a 
cry  of  surprise  at  the  strange  alteration  in  the 
appearance  of  their  friend  since  the  morning, 
were — they  hardly  knew  why — instantly  silenced 
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by  Greyslaer's  manDer,  aa  he  turned  round  W 
answer  their  salutation.  Tbey  had  come  tber^rl 
impelled  by  motives  of  friendly  curioaty,  to  ask' 
why  be  broke  away  so  suddeoly  trom  tbe^ 
society.  They  now  stood  as  if  tbey  bad  for*- 
gotten  their  errand;  mute  lookers-ou,  whoot  i 
some  mysterious  influence  withheld  from  ex- 
pressing their  emotions  even  by  a  BympatbedQ< 
glauoe  with  eacli  other.  When  all  was  ready, 
Greyslaer  threw  himself  into  the  saddle,  mu> 
mured  something  about  his  having  already  taken 
his  leave  of  the  colonel,  and,  as  the  two  o£Scers 
thought  they  remembered  afterward,  left  some 
words  of  kind  farewell  for  others  of  the  mess. 
But  the  ghastly  appearance  of  Greyslaer,  the 
icy  coldness  of  the  hand  he  gave  them  to  shake, 
and  his  strangely  unnatural  and  statue-like  ap- 
pearance as  be  slowly  moved  off  unattended, 
struck  a  chilling  amazement  into  the  hearts 
of  bis  friends,  that  left  them  perfectly  stupified 
for  the  moment.     They  bad  broken  away  from 
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the  table  to  take  a  cordial  farewell  of  one  whose 
generous,  soldierly  temperament,  not  less  than  his 
brilliant  social  qualities,  had  made  him  the  pride 
and  delight  of  the  mess.  The  marble  figure 
with  which  they  but  now  parted  wore,  indeed, 
the  lineaments  of  their  friend,  but  was  a  perfect 
stranger  to  their  hearts.  The  very  voice,  they 
swore,  never  did  belong  to  Max  Greyslaer.  As 
for  the  soldiers,  many  of  whom  were  recruited 
from  among  the  superstitious  Scotch  and  Ger- 
man settlers  of  the  neighbouring  mountains, 
they  fully  believed  that  some  evil  spirit  of  the 
heathenish  Indians  had  wrought  this  sudden 
and  mysterious  change  in  the  whole  look  and 
bearing  of  their  favourite  officer ;  and,  alas  !  it 
was  but  too  true  that  the  direst  of  pagan  deities 
had  taken  up  her  abode  in  the  heart  of  Max 
Greyslaer. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  horseman  who  fur- 
nished so  earnest  a  theme  for  those  whom  he 
bad  left  behind,  slowly  but  steadily  pursued  his 

I  5 
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journey.  His  horse,  from  the  regular," 
clianical  gait  he  adopted,  seemed  to  know  that 
a  loDg  road  was  before  him.  The  patient  rood- 
ster  and  his  motionless  rider  were  long  seen 
from  the  battlements  of  Fort  Staowix,  though 
the  evening  shadows  of  the  adjacent  woods 
snatched  them  more  than  once  from  view  befora 
they  finally  glided  like  an  apparition  into  tfas 
eilf  nt  forest 

There  was  no  moon,  but  the  etars  shone 
brightly  above  him  as  Greyslaer  crossed  the 
fatal  field  of  Oriskany.  His  horse  snuffing  the 
air,  which,  in  the  warm,  moist  night  of  teeming 
spring-time,  stole  out  from  the  tainted  earth, 
first  reminded  him  of  the  scene  of  slaughter 
over  which  he  was  riding.  He  passed  the  tree 
beneath  which  the  remains  of  De  Roos  had 
been  laid.  He  did  not  shudder.  He  gave  no 
tear  to  the  recollection  of  the  past;  neither 
did  one  thought  arise  to  rebuke  the  memory 
of  his  early  friend  for  present  sorrows.     He  did 
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not  even  enyy  him  the  repose  of  his  woodland 
grave.  He  only  looked  coldly  upon  the  spot 
as  a  mere  landmark  of  Fate,  where  one  breath- 
ing being,  warm  with  life  and  intelligence,  had 
found  his  allotted  bourne;  and  why  ponder 
upon  a  doom  common  to  all — fixed,  prede- 
termined, and  to  which  he  himself,  as  he  be- 
lieved, was  then  moving  at  such  a  cold,  passion- 
less pace? 

It  was  long  after  midnight  before  Greyslaer 
halted,  and  it  was  then  only  for  the  purpose  of 
refreshing  his  horse.  The  dawn  found  him 
again  upon  his  journey,  and,  by  changing  his 
steed  for  a  fresher  one,  he  reached  the  Hawks- 
nest  before  evening.  His  original  determination 
led  him  direct  to  Albany,  where  Bradshawe 
was  still  under  durance;  but  when  he  found 
himself  in  the  neighbourhood  of  his  homestead, 
and  obliged  to  halt  for  a  few  hours  from  the 
impossibility  of  getting  another  relay,  he  felt 
himself  irresistibly  prompted  to  make  a  secret 
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visit  to  the  premises.     He  did  not  late 
have  an  interview  with  Alida,  but  he  must  look 
upon  the  house  which  held  her. 

He  approached  the  domain,  and  all 
sileoL  It  was  too  early  yet,  perhaps,  for  lights  I 
to  show  through  the  casement ;  but  if  there  had 
been  any  there,  Greyslaer  could  not  have  seen  I 
them,  for  every  shutter  seemed  closed.  There  I 
was  no  smoke  from  the  chimneys,  around  which 
the  swallows  clustered,  as  huddling  there  to  an 
unmolested  rooBt.  Max  had  never  seen  the 
home  of  his  fathers  look  bo  desolate.  With 
quickening  pace  he  advanced  to  the  hall-door, 
and  tried  the  latch ;  but  in  vain,  for  the  bolts 
had  been  drawn  within.  He  knocked,  and  the 
sound  came  hollowly  to  his  ears,  as  we  always 
fancy  it  does  from  an  untenanted  mansion.  He 
walked  to  the  end  of  the  verandah,  and,  glancing 
rapidly  round  among  the  outhouses,  which  stood 
off  at  one  wing  of  the  main  building,  observed 
some  poultry  at  roost  among  a  cluster  of  pear  and 
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locust  trees  which  nearly  encu*cled  the  kitchen 
Their  presence  suggested  him  to  apply  to  the 
only  spot  where  these  feathered  dependants 
could  now  look  for  their  food.  He  approached 
the  kitchen — a  small,  Dutch-built  building  of 
brick — and  rapped  against  the  window  before 
trying  the  door.  A  gray-headed  negress,  pro- 
truding her  head  through  a  narrow  window  in 
one  of  the  gables,  at  length  greeted  his  ears  with 
the  sound  of  a  human  voice. 

**  Who's  dere  ?**  she  cried,  in  a  quick  tone  of 
alarm. 

<*  It  is  I — Master  Max,  Dinah." 

*^  Lorrah  massy,  be't  you  for  sartain,  or  only 
your  spook  ?" 

**  No  spook,  my  good  Dinah,  but  my  living 
self.    Come  down  and  let  me  in." 

<^  Me  mighty  glad  to  see  you,  massy,"  said 
the  negress,  lighting  a  candle,  after  she  had  un<^ 
bolted  the  door  to  Greyslaer ;  ^^  for  Dinah  go  to 
bed  when  they  leib  her  all  alone,  so  that  she  not 
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see  the  epook.  But,  Lorrali,  Mass  Max,  hov 
berry  old  he  look.  He  pale,  too,  as  spook," 
added  the  slave,  shading  the  candle  partly  witib 
her  hand  as  she  peered  into  her  youDg  mastei't 
features. 

"  But  where  are  all  my  people  ?  Where  w 
Miaa — " 

"  De  boys — all  de  boys,  massy,  has  gone  Uk 
de  village  to  hold  com-dance  for  seed-time.  Dw 
housekeeper,  you  know,  lib  at  de  oberseer's 
down  in  the  lane  eber  since  she  shut  up  the 
great  house  after  Miss  Alida  went  away." 

"  And  where  has  Miss  Alida  gone  7"  said 
Greyslacr,  with  unnatural  calmness,  as  he 
caught  hold  of  the  back  of  a  chair  to  steady 
himself;  for,  of  a  truth,  he  for  a  moment  feared 
that  Alida,  stung  to  madness  by  the  cruel  na- 
ture of  her  sorrows,  might  have  hurried  upon 
some  tragic  fate,  he  scarcely  knew  what 

The  answer  of  the  old  servant  took  an  instant 
load  from  his  bosom.     Miss  AHda,  she  said,  had 
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taken  the  little  boy  with  her  and  gone  to  Albany 
near  a  month  Binee.  **  She  grew  thin  and  looked 
mighty  sorrowful  before  she  went,  and  it  made 
our  hearts  bleed  to  see  her,  Mass  Max,"  said 
the  faithful  black ;  <^  and,  though  we  were  all 
cast  down  like  when  we  saw  her  pack  up  her 
things  to  go  away,  yet  we  thought  it  might  be 
better  for  young  missus  to  go  where  there  were 
more  white  folks  to  cheer  her  up."  ^ 

Greyslaer  made  no  answer,  but,  asking  for 
the  key  of  the  house,  lighted  a  stable-lantern, 
and  telling  Dinah  that  he  should  not  want  her 
attendance,  entered  the  deserted  house.  He 
gained  the  parlour,  which  had  beheld  the  last 
ill-omened  parting  of  the  lovers,  so  sad,  yet  so 
sweet  withal.  The  room  looked  much  the  same 
as  when  last  he  left  it,  save  that  there  were  no 
fresh-gathered  flowers  upon  the  mantelpiece, 
and  some  few  slight  articles  belonging  to  Alida 
had  been  removed.  He  placed  the  lantern  upon 
a  table,  and  opened  its  door ;  for  the  flickering 
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to  his  lips  before  placing  it  in  his  bosom,  he 
seemed  to  imagine  the  senseless  fabric  imbued 
with  life;  but  all  his  motions  now  were  like 
those  of  one  who  moves  in  a  dream. 

At  last  he  took  up  the  lantern  to  retire  from 
the  apartment,  so  desolate  in  itself,  yet  peopled 
with  so  many  haunting  memories.  A  letter, 
which  had  been  unobserved  when  he  placed  it 
there,  lay  beneath  it  Max  read  the  super- 
scription* It  was  addressed  to  himself,  and  in 
the  handwriting  of  Alida.  He  broke  the  seal, 
and  read  as  follows  : 

^  You  will,  probably,  before  reading  this, 
have  surmised  the  cause  why  I  have  with- 
drawn from  beneath  a  roof  which  has  never 
sheltered  dishonour.  O !  my  friend — if  so  the 
wretched  Alida  may  still  call  you — you  cannot 
dream  of  what  I  have  suffered  while  delaying 
the  execution  of  a  step  which  I  believe  to  be 
due  alike  to  you  and  to  myself;  but  the  state  of 
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my  health  would  not  eoooer  admit  of  putting 
my  determination  in  execution,  and  I  kne* 
there  would  be  full  time  for  me  to  retire  before 
you  could  come  back  to  assume  the  governiuent 
of  your  household.  That  determination  is  never 
to  see  you  more.   Yes,  Greyslaer,  we  are  parted^ 

and    for    ever The   meshes  of  villanr 

which  have  been  woven  around  me  it  is  impos- 
sible to  disentanj^le.  My  woman's  name  is 
blasted  beyond  all  hope  of  retrieval,  and  yours 
shall  never  be  involved  in  its  disgrace.  1  ask 
you  not  to  believe  me  innocent.  I  have  no 
plea,  no  proof  to  olTer.  I  submit  to  the  chasten- 
ing hand  of  Providence.  1  make  no  appeal  to 
the  love  whose  tried  and  generous  ofBces  might 
mitigate  this  dreadful  visitation.  I  would  have 
you  think  of  me  and  my  miserable  concerns  no 
more.  God  bless  you,  Max  !  God  bless  and 
keep  you ;  keep  you  from  the  devices  of  a  proud 
and  arrogant  spirit,  which  Heaven,  in  its  wis- 
dom,  hath  so   severely  scourged  in   me;  keep 
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you  from  that  bitterest  of  all  reflections,  the 
awful  conviction,  that  your  rebellious  heart  has 
fully  merited  the  severest  judgments  of  its 
Maker.  God  bless  and  keep  you,  dearest, 
dearest  Max. 

«  A.  D.  R." 

The  features  of  Greyslaer  betrayed  no  emo- 
tion as  he  read  this  letter  the  first,  the  second, 
and  even  the  third  time,  for  thrice  did  he  peruse 
it  before  he  became  fully  master  of  its  contents ; 
and  even  then,  from  the  vacant  gaze  which  he 
fixed  upon  its  characters,  it  would  seem  as  if 
his  mind  were  by  no  means  earnestly  occupied 
with  what  it  contained.  He  laid  it  down  upon 
the  table,  paced  to  and  fro  leisurely  through  the 
chamber,  paused,  took  up  some  trivial  article 
from  the  mantelpiece,  examined  it,  and  replaced 
it  as  carefully  as  if  his  thoughts  were  intent  only 
upon  the  trifles  of  the  moment  He  returned 
to  the  table,  took  up  the  letter  yet  again,  and 
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slightly  shivering  as  he  came  to  the  close  of  li^j 
turned  his  eyes  upward,  while  the  paper,  whidi'* 
he  held  at  arm's  length,  trembled  in  his  hands 
as  if  he  were  suddenly  seized  with  an  ague-fit. 
"  God  of  heaven '."  he  cried,  "  I  caDuot,  I  dare 
not  pray;  yet  thou  only — "  he  paused,  and'l 
shuddered  still  more  frightfully,  as  his  lipfrl 
seemed  almost  unwittingly  about  to  ByllablsJ 
the  prayerful  thoughts  which,  rising  from  a 
heart  tenanted  as  his  was  by  a  murderer's  vow, 
would  he  a  mockery,  an  insult  to  Heaven.  Tears 
— the  first  resource  of  woman,  the  last  relief  of 
man — burst  that  moment  from  his  eyes,  and 
alleviated  a  struggle  so  powerful  as  to  threaten 
instant  madness  to  its  half-convulsed  subject. 
The  sufferer  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  and, 
throwing  himself  on  the  sofa,  wept  long  and  pas- 
sionately. Let  no  man  sneer  at  his  weakness, 
unless  he  baa  once  loved  as  did  Greyslaer; 
unless  that  love  has  been  blasted  as  his  was; 
unless  he  has  felt  himself  the  victim  of  an  iron 
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destiny,  when  the  heart,  softened  by  years  of 
unchanging  tenderness,  was  least  fitted  to  bear 
up  under  the  doom  to  which  he  must  yield ! 
Greyftlaer  knew  the  singular  firmness,  the  in- 
flexible determination  of  Alida*s  character.  He 
believed,  as  she  did,  that  it  was  impossible  to 
wipe  away  the  reproach  that  attached  to  her 
name.  She  had  declared  her  resolution.  He 
felt  that  he  would  see  her  no  more. 

And  was  there,  then,  it  may  be  asked,  no 
doubt  in  the  mind  of  Max,  no  shadowy  but  still 
poignant  doubt,  no  latent  and  subtile  suspicion 
of  the  truth  of  his  mistress  ?  No  momentary 
weighing  of  testimony  as  to  what  might  be  the 
real  circumstances  of  Alida's  story  ? 

Not  one !  even  for  a  moment — not  one  dis- 
loyal thought  to  the  majesty  of  her  virtue ;  not 
one  blaspheming  doubt  to  the  holiness  of  her 
truth;  no,  never — never,  for  the  breath  of  an 
instant,  had  an  unhallowed  suspicion  of  Alida's 
maiden  purity  crossed  the  mind  of  her  lover ! 
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GreysWr  himself  was  all  truth  and  n 
How  could  so  mean  and  miserable  j 
have  found  entrance  into  a  soid  like  his,  regard- 
ing one  as  bigh-Btrung  aa  itself,  and  with  which 
it  had  once  mingled  in  full  and  rich  accord? 
Besides,  the  love  of  a  feeling  and  meditati**  I 
mind;  the  love  that,  born  in  youth,  BunivMi 
through  the  perilous  trials  of  early  manbooi^  1 
with  all  the  warm  yet  holy  flush  of  its  dawn 
tincturing  its  fondness,  and  all  the  soberer  and 
fuller  light  of  its  noontide  testing  without  im- 
pairing its  esteem — such  a  love  becomes  as 
much  a  part  of  a  man''s  nature,  mingles  as  inti- 
mately with  his  being,  as  the  very  life-blood  that 
channels  through  his  veins ;  and  to  doubt  the 
purity  of  her  who  inspires  it  were  as  deathful 
as  to  admit  a  poison  into  the  vital  fluids  of  his 
system.  Such  love  may  languish  in  hopeless- 
ness, may  wither  in  despair,  may  die  at  last- 
like  the  winter-starved  bird  of  Indian  fable,  who 
melted   into   a   song,  which,  tbey  say,  is  still 
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sometimes  heard  in  his  accustomed  haunts — but 
it  never  can  admit  of  one  moment's  doubt  of  the 
worthiness  of  its  object 

The  gush  of  passionate  emotion  to  which 
the  unhappy  Max  had  abandoned  himself 
had  at  last  its  end  And  as  these  were  the 
first  tears  which  he  had  shed  in  years — for  his 
pbrensied  ravings  in  the  hour  when  he  first  re- 
ceived the  cruel  blow  to  his  happiness  had  had 
no  such  relief — they  were  followed  by  a  calm- 
ness of  mind  far  more  natural  than  that  which 
he  had  recently  known.  Even  the  old  negress, 
^ho  had  sat  up  watching  for  him,  pipe  in  mouth, 
by  the  kitchen  fire,  where  she  had  raked  a  few 
embers  together,  could  not  but  observe  the  dif- 
ference in  his  appearance,  while  commenting 
upon  the  fixed  air  of  sadness  which  her  young 
master  still  wore.  Greyslaer,  who,  even  at 
such  a  time,  was  not  forgetful  of  the  humble  de- 
pendants upon  his  bounty,  handed  the  old  woman 
a  few  shillings  to  replenish  her  store  of  tobacco. 
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the  only  luxry  left  to  her  age  and  infirmity; 
and,  leaving  a  trifle  or  two  for  the  other  ser- 
vants, took  a  kind  leave  of  old  Dinah,  and 
returned  to  the  iQn  where  he  had  left  his  horse. 
The  gray  of  the  morniag  found  him  once  more 
upon  the  road ;  and  before  sunset  the  spires  of 
Schenectady,  the  last  village  he  was  to  pass 
through  hefore  reaching  Alhany,  rose  to  his 
view.  But  we  must  now  leave  him  to  look  &ft«r 
other  personages  of  our  story. 
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CHAPTER  11. 


THE   NIGHT  ATTEMPT. 


This  rope  secures  the  boat.    Be  still, 
Though  sounds  should  rise  the  heart  to  chill-* 
If  coming  fleet  should  meet  thine  ear. 
And  I  am  silent,  do  not  fear  ; 
For  I*Te  another  task  in  view." 

J.  K.  MrrcHXLL. 


Wai/ter  Bradshawe,  whose  long  incarceration 
at  Albany  has  been  already  commemorated,  had, 
through  the  intercession  of  friends  and  the  cle- 
mency of  those  in  power,  been  transferred  from 
the  common  jail  of  the  town  where  he  was  first 
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imprisoned,  to  a  sort  of  honorary  durance  iii 
the  guarded  chamber  of  an  ordinary  dwelting- 
house.  _ 

The  building  in  which  be  was  now  confine^l 
was  situated  near  the  water-side,  in  the  upper 
part  of  the  town,  having  a  garden  in  the  rear 
running  down  to  the  quay.  The  room  appn> 
priated  to  Bradshawe  was  in  the  second  story, 
at  the  back  of  the  house,  and  immediately  at 
the  head  of  the  first  flight  of  stiurs.  At  the 
foot  of  this  staircase,  and  within  a  few  yards  of 
the  outer  door,  which  opened  upon  the  street, 
was  posted  a  sentinel. 

As  month  after  month  flew  by,  and  still 
greater  indulgences  were  granted  to  Bradshawe 
with  the  prolongation  of  his  imprisonment,  the 
duty  of  this  sentinel  became  at  last  so  much  a 
matter  of  mere  form,  that  it  was  customary 
often  to  place  a  new  recruit  with  a  musket  in 
his  hands  in  the  place  which  was,  in  the  flrst  in- 
stance, occupied    by   some   veteran   soldier  of 
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trust  and  confidence.  This  relaxation  of  vigi- 
lance was,  of  course,  not  unobserved  by  the 
friends  of  the  prisoner,  if,  in  fact,  it  was  not 
procured  by  their  agency ;  and,  upon  intelli- 
gence being  conveyed  to  Valtmeyer  how  things 
were  situated,  he  immediately  planned  the 
escape  of  Bradshawe,  and  selected  a  shrewd  and 
trusty  follower  (an  old  acquaintance  of  the 
reader)  to  assist  him  in  the  project 

Syl  Stickney,  therefore,  accordmg  to  pre- 
vious arrangement,  succeeded  in  making  his 
way  into  the  city  of  Albany  in  the  guise  of  a 
Helderberg  peasant ;  and,  after  lounging  about 
the  streets  for  a  few  days,  he  allowed  himself  to 
be  picked  up  by  a  sergeant's  patrol,  and  carried 
to  a  recruiting  station,  where,  without  much 
difficulty,  he  was  persuaded  to  enlist  in  the 
patriot  army.  Valtmeyer,  in  the  mean  time, 
hovered  around  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  and 
was  advised  of  all  Stickney 's  movements  through 
the  agency  of  several  disaffected  persons  of  con- 
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ditiou,  who,  though  in  secret  among  1 
active  partisans  of  the  royal  cause,  still  kept  aiTI 
appearances  sufficiently  to  enjoy  an  easy  pom- 
tiou  in  society,  and  vho  had  almost  dally  access 
to  the  prisoner  upon  the  mere  footing  of  fashioi^  J 
able  acquaintance.  I 

Many  days  had  not  passed  before  the  Helder^ 
berg  recruit  was  placed  as  sentinel  before  ttu4 
door  of  Bradshawe's  quarters,  and  it  was  easily 
ascertained  when  his  tour  of  duty  would 
corae  round  a  second  time.  Valtmeycr  was 
on  the  alert  to  avail  himself  of  the  oppor- 
tunity. 

Entering  the  city  of  Albany  by  the  southern 
suburbs,  this  daring  partisan  succeeded  one 
night  in  throwing  himself,  with  a  party  of  fol- 
lowers as  desperate  as  himself  into  a  stable 
which  stood  near  the  edge  of  the  river,  where 
they  lay  concealed  in  the  hayloft  through  the 
whole  of  the  following  day.  With  the  approach 
of  the  next  evening — the  time  fixed  upon  for 
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the  proposed  rescue — a  canoe,  paddled  by  a 
single  negro,  crept  along  the  bank  of  the  river 
from  the  islands  below,  and  was  moored  within 
a  few  yards  of  the  stable.  This  canoe  was  ap- 
propriated to  the  escape  of  Bradshawe ;  but  the 
plotting  brain  of  Valtmeyer,  which  could  not 
remain  idle  during  the  long  hours  that  he  was 
obliged  to  lie  quiet  in  his  lurking-place,  con- 
trived a  still  farther  use  for  it 

The  stable  in  which  he  chanced  to  have  taken 
post  was  situate  at  the  foot  of  a  garden  upon 
the  premises  occupied  by  a  zealous  Whig,  and 
one  of  the  most  efficient  members  of  the 
Albany  Council  of  Safety,  being  a  man,  indeed, 
whose  firmness,  vigilance,  and  unwearied  acti- 
vity in  the  Whig  cause  made  him  second  only  to 
General  Schuyler  among  the  most  valuable 
citizens  of  Albany  in  those  times.  Mr.  Taylor 
— for  that  energetic  Revolutionary  partisan  and 
subsequently  distinguished  civilian  was  the  per-* 
son  in  question — was  particularly  obnoxious  to 
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the  Johnson  family  for  the  part  he  had  acted  nt 
expelling  some  of  its  members  from  the  pn^ 
viuce;  and  the  daring  genius  of  X'altmeyar 
kindled  with  the  idea  of  conveying  him  off  ft 
captive  to  Sir  John.  In  fact,  though  the  stus-i 
cess  of  Bradshawe's  escape  muat  be  endangered 
by  connecting  it  with  such  an  attempt,  yet  ValU 
nteyer,  when,  from  his  lurking-place,  he  eeverat 
times  throughout  the  day  caught  sight  of  the 
^\'hig  councillor  moving  about,  unconscious  of 
danger,  over  his  own  grounds,  could  not  resist 
the  temptation. 

The  famous  Joe  Bettys,  who  had  associated 
himself  with  this  expedition,  did  his  best  to  dis- 
suade his  daring  comrade  from  this  project  until 
they  got  the  head  of  Bradshawe  fairly  out  of 
the  lion's  mouth ;  but  Valtnieyer  insisted  that 
no  time  was  so  fit  as  the  present ;  for  the  mo- 
ment that  Bradshawe  was  missed,  such  precau- 
tions would  be  taken  that  they  could  not  ven- 
ture into   so   perilous  a    neighbourhood  agsiiL 
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He  knew,  he  said,  that  Bradshawe  would 
damn  him  if  he  let  such  a  chance  go  by.  It 
was  agreed,  therefore,  that  Bettys  should  go 
alone  to  guide  Bradshawe  down  to  the  boat, 
where  Valtmeyer  promised  that  he  would  meet 
him  with  his  prisoner  when  the  turning  of  the 
tide  should  enable  them  to  drop  down  the  stream 
most  easily. 

The  attempt  to  seize  Mr.  Taylor — as  we 
know  from  the  annals  of  the  period — failed 
through  one  of  those  incidents  which,  seeming 
so  trivial  in  themselves,  are  still  so  important  in 
their  consequences  that  they  cannot  but  be  con- 
sidered providential.  But  the  results  of  that 
f&ilure  are  most  intimately  connected  with  the 
course  of  our  story. 

The  clock  of  the  old  Dutch  church,  which 
stood  in  the  centre  of  State-street,  struck  the 
hour  of  midnight  when  Bettys  departed  to  at- 
tend to  his  share  in  the  perilous  operations  of 
the  night     Leaving  him,  for  the  present,   to 
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make  his  way  to  the  quarters  of  Bradshawe,  we 
must  in  the  mean  while  attend  to  the  proceed- 
ings of  his  brother  brigand* 

It  was  the  intention  of  Valtmeyer  to  effect  in 
entrance  into  Mr.  Tayloi^s  house  with  as  little 
disturbance  as  possible,  and  to  seize  and  bear 
away  the  master  of  the  household  to  the  canoe 
at  the  foot  of  his  garden.     But,  though  the 
family  had,  from  appearances,  already  retiied 
for  the  night,  he  meant  to  defer  the  attempt 
until  Bettys  had  made  good  his  retreat  to  the 
water-side  with  Bradsbawe.     It  chanced,  bow- 
ever,  that  scarcely  ten  minutes  after  Bettys  bad 
left  bis  comrades,  their  attention  was  excited  by 
a  noise  at  the  door  in  the  rear  of  the  houses  wbich 
precipitated  their  movements. 

A  chain  falling,  the  clanging  of  an  iron  bar, 
and  the  grating  of  a  heavy  bolt  as  it  was  with- 
drawn, showed  that  the  only  door  through 
which  they  could  hope  for  ingress  was  guarded 
and  secured  by  precautions  which,  though  not 
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unusual  in  private  buildings  at  that  period, 
seem  not  to  have  been  anticipated  by  Valt- 
meyer  in  the  present  instance.  There  was 
evidently  some  one  about  to  come  out  into 
the  yard.  Valtmeyer  hoped  that  it  might  be 
the  counsellor  himself;  if  not,  he  determined, 
in  any  event,  that  the  occasion  must  not  be 
lost  of  effecting  an  entrance  through  the  open 
door. 

Age  or  caution  seemed  to  make  the  forth- 
coming  person  very  slow  in  his  movements; 
but  the  door  moved  at  last  upon  its  hinges,  and 
the  dull  light  of  a  stable  lantern  falling  across 
the  threshold  revealed  only  the  form  of  an  old 
black  servant,  who,  with  creeping  step,  was 
moving  forward  into  the  yard. 

The  Tories,  thinking  tbe  moment  for  action 
had  arrived,  sprang  impetuously  forward  to 
seize  the  negro.  But,  though  the  sudden  rush 
had  nearly  effected  their  object,  the  movement 
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;  for  die  negra^  ilariled  at  die 
of  fbar  oasKt  dropped  Us  kntoB, 
ack  acTQSi  die  ducBhoU,  and  rint 
tSK  bcftS  oc  d»  door  joit »  die  foRmost  MiiliBK 
Tcadhed  h.  Villi  hi  gmahed  hk  teediiitii 
nRsskeliMrd  die  fudifbl  feDov  tuggii^  at 
the  cb&ic  ud  bar,  sdU  fiirdier  to  secure  H 
wimiiL  v!ak  his  cries  at  die  ame  tiaie  ann- 
moQtfd  Use  CiniilT  to  Ids  aid.  Tlie  nextmoaaeBt 
dben?  caaae  a  pistotshol  froB  a  window;  and 
obe  Tories^  seeing  nov  diat  die  wbde  neigh* 
bocrhood  would  be  alanned,  retreated  to  the 
boat  as  rapadLv  as  poeable. 

Tbe  caxxie  was  easihr  gained ;  but  now  what 
»>  do  in  die  predicament  in  wfaidi  be  M 
pUc^ii  bimsri^  puxzlad  eren  die  fertile  bnn 
of  Vslnneyer.  To  remain  where  he  was,  e^ 
pc^ed  all  his  party  to  seizure,  for  the  whole 
town  must  be  alanned  in  a  werr  few  moments; 
yet  to  depart  at  onoe  must  jeopard,  htiSjj 


ORETSLAER.  208 

perhaps,  the  lives  of  both  Bradshawe  and 
Bettys,  not  to  mention  that  of  the  false  senti* 
nel,  who,  it  was  supposed,  would  come  off  with 
them.  Valtmeyer  did  not  hesitate  long;  and 
bis  decision,  though  attended  with  no  benefit 
to  his  absent  allies,  was  still  the  best  that  could 
be  made  in  the  premises.  He  determined  to 
lighten  his  canoe,  and,  at  the  same  timCy  effect 
a  diversion  in  case  of  pursuit,  by  sending  all  his 
followers,  save  himself^  to  make  their  retreat 
along  the  river's  bank  by  land,  in  the  same 
way  they  had  entered  the  town.  He  then, 
with  wary  paddle,  commenced  creeping  along 
shore  up  the  river,  so  as  to  approach  the  place 
of  Bradshawe's  confinement,  which  was  toward 
the  other  extremit}'  of  the  town. 

Let  us  now  follow  the  doughty  Joe  Bettys 
upon  his  mission. 

The  duty  of  this  worthy  confrere  of  Valt- 
meyer, though  perilous,  was  sufficiently  plain. 
He  had  only  to  ascertain  that  the  Tory  sentinel 
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was  at  his  post,  and  make  him  aware  that  be 
was  himself  near,  when  Bradshawe,  who  knew 
the  minutest  arrangement  of  the  plot  (or  Us 
relief,  would  at  once  emerge  from  his  quarters 
and  follow  Bettys'  guidance.  Their  first  moie- 
ment  would  be  to  make  for  the  met;  for 
there  lay  their  means  of  escape,  and  there 
the  piles  of  timber,  of  which  Albany  was  ever 
a  great  mart,  afibrded  the  best  opportunity 
for  present  concealment,  if  it  should  be  neces- 
sary. 

And  thus,  indeed,  every  circumstance,  like 
those  of  a  well-rehearsed  play,  might  ha?e  8U^ 
ceeded  each  other,  were  it  not  for  the  intru- 
sion of  a  most  unexpected  actor  upon  the 
scene. 

The  first  intimation  which  Bettys  had  d 
such  interference,  was  from  the  stupid  exda. 
mation  of  surprise  which  his  appearance  drew 
from  the  disguised  sentinel  as  he  encountered 
him  upon   entering  the  halL      Stickney,  who 
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might  have  just  awakened  from  a  nap  upon  a 
bench  which  stood  near,  was  supporting  his 
staggering  limbs  against  the  hanister,  and 
seemed  to  be  listening,  half  awake,  to  some 
noise  in  the  room  at  the  head  of  the  stairs. 
Upon  the  entrance  of  Bettys,  he  turned  round 
sharply,  and,  catching  at  his  musket,  which 
leaned  against  the  wall,  seemed  disposed  to 
dispute  the  passage  with  him. 

"  Softly,  Syl,  cried  the  wary  Joe ;  "  you 
needn't  act  the  drunken  man  so  far  as  to 
run  me  through  by  mistake.  Why,  zounds! 
the   infernal  rascal's  dead  drunk  in  earnest; 

sewed    up    completely,    by  ,"  he    added, 

with  an  angry  oath,  as  he  advanced  and  collared 
him. 

•*  Ain't  in  liquor — ^more — than — my — duty — 
re— quires,**  hiccoughed  Sylla;  "for  didn't  I 
see — ^you — with  my— eyes — shut— KJome  in  that 
door  and  go  up  stairs — but  ten  minutes — 
ago?' 
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^  Me — ^me,  you  lyingj  drunken  rascal !  .  Sat 
me  !     Answer  me  quickly^  or  111  shake  the  life 
out  of  you." 

**  If  I  didn%  may  I  never — touch — a  drop  of 
good  liquor  again.  By  Ooy !"  ejaculated  Stick- 
ney,  finishing  his  asseTeradons  with  a  stupid 
stare,  <<  I  believe  I  am  drunk ;  for,  if  this  be 
raally  Leftenant  Joe  Bettys,  IVe  seen  double  at 
least  once  to-night  The  fellow  that  went  up 
stairs—" 

Bettys  waited  to  hear  no  more,  but  hurled 
his  sottish  follower  from  him  with  a  force  that 
sent  him  reeling  to  the  farther  end  of  the  hall. 
The  noise  the  man  made  in  fidling  brought  the 
owner  of  the  mansion  instantly  to  his  door ;  but 
he  only  opened  it  far  enough  to  thrust  out  his 
head,  and  cast  a  furtive  and  anxious  glance  at 
Bettys  as  the  latter  rushed  up  the  stairs,  when, 
seeming  to  think  for  the  moment  that  all  was 
right,  he  drew  back  and  locked  his  apart- 
ment     And  we  too  must  now  leave    Bettys 
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upon  the  threshold  of  Bradshawe's  room,  to 
look  after  another  of  those  who  were  most 
deeply  concerned  in  the  deeds  of  this  eventful 
night. 


CHAPTER  III. 


THE   RENCONTRE. 


"Ay,< 

The  poor  boon  of  bli  brMth 
Till  he  ugh  for  the  deep 

And  the  qniet  of  death  ! 
Lei  B  Tievlca  one  haunt  him 

With  irh^iei  and  jeer. 

And  an  eril  one  daunt  him 

With  phantomi  of  ftw." 

W 


It  chanced,  ther,  that,  in  the  ▼« 
pointed  for  carrying  into  ezecutio 
project  which  we  have  thus  far  I 
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derous  vengeance,  entered  the  city  of  Albany 
by  the  Schenectady  road,  and,  leaving  his  horse 
at  a  wagoner's  inn  in  the  suburbs,  penetrated 
on  foot  into  the  heart  of  the  town.  He  had 
possessed  himself,  while  at  Schenectady,  of 
every  particular  relating  to  the  place  of  Brad- 
shawe's  imprisonment,  and  of  the  nature  of  the 
guard  that  was  kept  over  him  ;  and,  fevered  with 
impatience  to  accomplish  the  one  fatal  object 
which  had  brought  him  hither,  he  proceeded 
at  once  to  reconnoitre  the  prisoner's  quarters. 
Greyslaer,  in  all  his  movements  that  night, 
acted  like  one  who  is  impelled  in  a  dream  by 
some  resistless  power  within  him ;  and  he  was 
spellbound — if  the  icy  wand  of  demon  passion 
hath  aught  in  it  of  magic  power  above  the 
human  heart 

He  approached  the  house,  and  discovered,  by 
the  glimmer  of  a  dull  lamp  within  the  entry, 
that  the  street-door  was  ajar.  He  reached  the 
door  itself  and,  opening  it  still  farther  with  a 
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cautious  hand,  beheld  the  sentinel  stretched 
upon  a  bench  in  the  hall,  and  snoring  so  ob- 
streperously, that  if  his  slumbers  were  not 
feigned,  they  must  be  the  cifect  of  deep  intoxi' 
cation.  An  empty  flagon,  which  lay  on  tbe 
floor  ju8t  where  it  had  rolled  from  tbe  drunkeo 
hand  of  the  sleeper,  seemed  sufficiently  to  prove 
that  the  latter  must  be  tbe  case;  and,  indeed, 
we  may  here  mciilion,  iu  passing,  that  Stick- 
ney,  who  played  the  part  of  the  Hetderberg 
recruit  bo  successfully,  subsequently  escaped 
the  extreme  penalty  of  militarj'  law  by  pleading 
that  his  neglect  of  duty  arose  irom  intoxication 
produced  by  a  drugged  mixture  administered 
by  the  family  upon  which  the  prisoner  and  bi? 
sentinel  were  alike  quartered — their  real  con- 
nivance in  the  escape  of  Bradshawe  being  known 
only  to  Stickne/s  superiors. 

Greyslaer  paused  a  moment  to  discover  i' 
there  were  no  greater  obstacle  to  his  ingress 
to  the  premises  than  those  which  had  hitherto 
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presented  themselves.  Suddenly  he  beard  a 
step  in  the  room  nearest  to  the  street  door ;  it 
showed  that  the  family  which  occupied  the 
lower  floor  of  the  house  had  not  yet  retired. 
Greyslaer  startled  slightly,  (did  the  guilty  soul 
of  a  murderer  make  him  thus  tremulous  ?)  and, 
turning  round  at  the  noise,  the  scabbard  of  his 
sword  rattled  against  the  bench  whereon  re- 
posed the  sleeping  soldier.  A  light  flashed 
momentarily  through  the  keyhole  of  the  door 
opposite ;  and  then,  as  it  was  straightway  ex-^ 
tinguisfaed,  all  became  still  as  before. 

Had  Max^s  mind  not  been  wholly  pre-occu- 
pied  by  one  subject,  his  suspicions  must  now 
have  been  fully  aroused,  that  the  occupants  of 
the  mansion  were  quietly  colluding  in  the  escape 
of  the  prisoner.  But  now  he  has  ascended  the 
staircase,  and,  pausing  yet  a  moment  to  loosen 
his  rapier  in  its  sheath,  he  gives  a  low  tap  at 
the  door  of  the  room  in  which  Bradshawe  is 
quartered. 
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^  Enter,  my  trusty  Josepb,  most  adroit  and 
commendable  of  bm^lars,'*  said  Bndshiwe) 
scarcely  looking  up  from  the  table  at  which  be 
was  writing  by  the  fickle  light  of  a  shabby 
taper.  <*  Hold  on  but  a  single  instant,  Bettys," 
he  continued,  *<  I  am  only  scratching  off  some 
lines  to  exculpate  my  worthy  host  from  any 
share  in  this  nightfs  business,  in  case  the  wise 
rebels  should  think  fit  to  seize  him.  There, 
^  Walter  Bradshawe,^  that  signature  will  be 
worth  something  to  an  autograph-hunter  some 
of  these  days ;  and  now ^ 

^  And  nowy**  echoed  a  voice  near  him,  in 
tones  so  freezing  that  even  the  heart  of  Brad- 
shawe  was  chilled  within  him  at  the  sound; 
*^  and  now  prepare  yourself  for  a  miscreant's 
death  upon  this  very  instant" 

Bradshawe  looked  up  in  stupified  amazement 

"  Do  you  know  me,  Walter  Bradshawe?* 
cried  Greyslaer,  raising  his  hat  from  his  brow, 
and  makiqg  a  stride  toward  the  table. 
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"  We're  blown,  by  God  !"  ejaculated  the  cap- 
tive Tory.  «  Know  you  ?  to  be  sure  I  do. 
Yotfre  the  rebel  Greyslaer,  who,  having  got 
wind  of  this  night's  attempt,  have  come  mousing 
here  after  farther  evidence  to  hang  me.  But 
you'll  find  it  devilish  hard  to  prove  that  I  meant 
to  abuse  the  clemency  of  Lafayette/'  added  the 
prisoner,  tearing  to  pieces  the  note  he  had  just 
written. 

**  I  come  on  no  such  business,^'  said  Grey- 
slaer,  smiling  bitterly.     "  I  come — " 

*^  And  if  you  are  not  here  in  an  official  capa* 
city,  sir,  how  dare  you  intrude  into  my  private 
chambers  ?"  cried  Bradshawe,  springing  to  his 
feet  and  confronting  Max  with  a  look  of  brutal 
insolence. 

<*  Bradshawe,  you  cannot  distemper  me  by 
such  tone  of  insult  Your  own  heart  must 
suggest  the  errand  which  brought  me  hither." 
(The  countenance  of  Bradshawe  for  the  first 
time  fell.)     *'  I  might  have  slain  you  as  I  en* 
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lered;  murdered  you  as  you  aat  but  now  with 
your  eyes  bent  upou  the  paper  that  you  have 
since  torn ;  but  my  vengeance  were  incomplete^ 
unless  you  know  by  whose  hand  you  fall." 

The  passionless,  icy  tone  in  which  Greyslaef 
spoke,  seemed  to  unnerve  even  the  iron  heart 
of  Bradshawe.  He  tiicd  to  return  the  sledfast 
gaze  of  that  fixed  and  glassy  eye,  but  hisi 
plances  involuntarily  wandered,  his  cheek  grew 
pale,  his  soul  wilted  before  the  marble  looks  of 
his  mortal  foe.  "  He  must  have  the  strength 
as  well  as  the  look  of  a  maniac,"  he  murmured, 
catching  at  the  back  of  a  chair  which  stood 
near  him — whether  to  seize  it  as  a  weajKin  of 
defence  or  merely  to  steady  himself  by  its  sup- 
port, we  know  not.  But  Max  seemed  to  put 
the  last  construction  upon  the  act,  as,  with  a 
discordant  laugh,  he  cried, 

"  Aha !  he  shrinks  then,  this  truculent  scoun- 
drel—" 

"  I'm  unarmed,  I'm  defenceless — a  prisoner. 
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If  if  s  satisikction  you  seek  of  me,  Major  Grey- 
slaer — ^^  cried  Bradshawe,  hurriedly,  as,  holding 
the  chair  before  him,  he  backed  toward  a  comer 
of  the  apartment. 

^^  Satisfaction  !'^  thundered  Max,  interrupting 
the  appeal  by  springing  furiously  across  the 
room.  The  strength  of  Bradshawe  seemed  to 
wither  beneath  the  touch  of  the  icy  fingers  that 
were  instantly  planted  in  his  throat.  *^  Damn 
you,  sir — damn  you,  what  satisfaction  can  you 
make  to  man — to  God,  for  driving  me  to  an 
accursed  deed  like — this  ?' 

His  sword  leaped  from  his  scabbard  as  he 
spoke,  and  Bradshawe  involuntarily  closed  his 
eyes  as  the  gleaming  blade  seemed  about  to  be 
sheathed  in  his  bosom. 

But  suddenly  the  hand  of  Greyslaer  is  ar- 
rested by  an  iron  grip  from  behind ;  he  turns  to 
confront  the  assailant  who  has  thus  seized  him, 
when  Bradshawe,  quickly  recovering  himself 
deals  a  blow  with  the  chair — of  which  he  has 
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not  yet  released  his  hold — a  blow  that  brings  j 
Greyslaer  instantly  to  the  ground.     Wounded,  I 
but  not  stunned,  Max  quickly  regains  bis  feetj  J 
and  makes  a  pass  at  the  intruder,  which  only.  I 
inflicts   a  slight   flesh   wound,  but   not   before  I 
Bradshawe  lias  thrown  open  a  window,  tbrou^  i 
which,  followed  by  Bettys,  he  leaps  upon  a  sbedl 
and  drops  into   the   garden  below.     GreysIaeC  I 
hesitates  not  to  follow;  but  the  mutual  assist- 
ance  which   the  fugitives    render   each    other 
enables   them   to   scale   the  garden-wall   more 
quickly  than  their  pursuer,  and  their  receding 
forms   are   swallowed   up   in   the    surrounding 
darkness  before  Greyslaer  has  gained  the  quay 
to  which  they  have  retreated. 

The  reviving  air  of  night,  the  inspiriting  con- 
sciousness of  freedom  after  so  long  incarceration, 
brought  back  at  once  to  Bradshawe  his  wonted 
energy  and  hardihood  of  character ;  and  when 
Bettys  provided  him  with  a  weapon  to  use  in 
any  extremity  to  which  they  might  he  reduced 
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in  accomplishing  the  final  steps  of  their  escape, 
the  bold  Tory  could  scarcely  resist  the  impulse 
to  turn  back  and  take  signal  vengeance  upon 
the  man  who  had  momentarily  humbled  his 
haughty  spirit ;  but  every  instant  was  preciousi 
and  the  fugitives  paused  not  in  making  their 
way  to  the  point  where  they  expected  to  find 
Valtmeyer's  boat  waiting  them. 

They  followed  down  the  water's  edge  nearly 
to  State-street,  as  it  is  now  called,  and  must 
have  been  within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  the 
canoe  —  for  the  garden  of  Mr.  Taylor,  near 
which  it  was  moored,  lay  close  upon  the  south 
side  of  this  broad  avenue — when  suddenly  the 
report  of  a  pistol  fired  from  the  house  arrests 
their  steps. 

They  falter  and  turn  bacL  Bradshawe,  hur- 
riedly telling  his  companion  to  leave  him  to  his 
fate,  turns  the  angle  of  a  street,  and  strikes  up 
from  the  river  toward  the  heart  of  the  town. 
He  approaches  Market-street,  which  runs  pa^ 

VOL.    III.  L 


21S  GREVSLAEH. 


4 


rallel  with  the  Hudson,  and,  hearlog  the  tramp 
of  an  armed  patrol  upon  its  side-walks,  < 
ceals  himself  heliind  a  hale  of  merchandise 
which  affords  the  only  shelter  near.  It  se 
an  age  before  the  city  guard  has  passed  by ; 
Bettys,  who,  in  the  mean  time,  has  thridded 
the  piles  of  staves  and  lumber  upon  tlie  qua^ 
and  visited  the  place  where  he  expected  to  find 
the  canoe,  returns  to  Bradshaue's  aide  just  as 
the  patrol  has  passed  the  head  of  the  street,  and 
whispers  that  the  boat  is  gone.  Not  an  in- 
stant is  to  be  lost  if  they  would  now  make  their 
way  to  the  suburbs,  through  which  is  their  only 
hope  of  escape  into  the  country  beyond.  Thej- 
cross  Market^street — though  at  the  widest  part 
— fly  up  the  dark  and  narrow  passage  of  Maiden 
Lane,  and  gain  the  outskirts  of  the  town  near 
the  top  of  the  hill,  where  the  old  jail,  till  with- 
in a  few  years,  stood  frowning.  The  sight  of 
the  grated  cells  in  which  he  had  been  immured 
for  80  many  long  months,  lends  new  life  to  tbe 
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exertions  of  Bradshawe;  and,  with  the  agile 
Bettysi  he  soon  reaches  the  nodding  forests, 
which  at  that  time  still  in  broad  patches 
crowned  the  heights  in  the  rear  of  the  ancient 
dty  of  Albany. 

Let  us  now  return  to  Greyslaer,  whom  we 
left  groping  his  way  among  the  midnight  sha- 
dows upon  the  river's  bank  when  the  fugitives 
escaped  from  his  pursuit,  and  flitted  along  the 
water-side  while  he  was  scaling  the  walls  of  the 
garden. 

The  escape  of  Bradshawe,  under  all  the  cir^ 
cumstances  which  attended  his  imprisonment, 
wrought  up  his  pursuer  to  a  pitch  of  phrensy  that 
completely  bewildered  him.  It  was  not  merely 
that  he  was  thus  foiled  in  his  meditated  ven- 
geance on  the  instant  when  the  cruel  slanderer 
of  Alida  seemed  placed  by  fate  wholly  in  his 
hands,  but  the  idea  that  Bradshawe  should 
make  good  his  retreat  within  the  lines  of  the 
royalists,  and  thus  triumphantly  leave  the  stigma 
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which  be  had  planted  to  work  its  dire  conse- 
quencee,  when  he  himself  was  secure  and  far 
away  from  his  victime,  made  Greyslaer  frantic; 
and  Max,  scarce  knowing  whither  he  hurried,  or 
what  he  could  hope  for  in  his  wild  pursuit, 
darted  hither  and  thither  amid  the  labyrinth  of 
lumber  which  was  heaped  up  along  the  busy 
quays  of  Albany. 

Now   it  chanced  that,  at  the  very  moment 
that  Bettys   was,  with    whispered   curses,   de- 
ploring to  Bradshawe  the  absence  of  the  canoe 
upon  which  the  safety  of  all  seemed  to  depend, 
Valtmeyer,  whom  the  intervening  piles  of  boards 
upon  the  shore  had  alone  screened  from  the 
view  of  Bettys,  was  stealthily  guiding  it  around 
the  head  of  a  pier  at  the  foot  of  the  street  wherf 
the  two  fugitives  had  halted  until  the  patrt 
should  pass  by.     The  outlaw,  too,  as  well  ) 
they,  heard   the   tramp  of  armed  men  in  t' 
silent  streets  of  the  city;  and,  pausing  foi 
m<ment  until  the  sounds  of  alarm  swept  fart 
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toward  the  northern  part  of  the  town,  he  plied 
his  paddle  with  fresh  industry  until  he  could 
run  his  shallop  into  a  slip  or  dock  near  the  foot 
of  the  garden  where  Max  had  first  lost  sight  of 
the  fugitives.  Here  he  landed,  in  the  hope  of 
still  being  in  time  to  prevent  Bradshawe  and 
his  comrade  from  seeking  the  boat  at  a  point 
farther  down  the  quay,  and  taking  them  off  from 
the  shore  the  moment  they  should  make  good 
their  escape  from  the  rear  of  the  house. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  darkness  of  the  night, 
and  the  other  obstructions  to  pursuit  already 
mentioned,  soon  cut  short  the  frantic  search  of 
Grreyslaer,  who,  emerging  from  the  heavy  sha- 
dows of  the  place,  thought  that  he  again  had 
caught  sight  of  the  fugitives  as  Valtmeyer  sud- 
denly confronted  him  in  his  path. 

**  Dunder  und  blixem,  capting,  I  was  afeared 
you  were  a  gone  coon,  and  was  on  the  point  of 
shoving  off  without  you.  Where's  Bettys  ?  We 
must  be  off  in  haste  !     A  rebel  Itider  r  he  ex- 
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clamed,  as  Max  sprang  forward  and  attempted 
to  collar  him.  "Der  Henker  scblag  hetnenl; 
The  haDgman  strikes  Id  it,  but  Red  Wolfe 
rope  19  not  yet  Bpuu." 

And,  muttering  thus,  the  giant,  quick  as  ligbt,  , 
sliook  off  the  grasp  of  the  young  officer,  and,  lea[h  1 
ing  backward  a  pace  or  two,  presented  i 
at  his  head. 

"  Mies  me,  you  acoundrel,  and  your  fate  is 
certain,^  cried  the  undaunted  Mas ;  but  Valt- 
meyer  had  no  idea  of  farther  comprombing  the 
escape  of  himself  and  his  friends'  by  the  report  of 
arms  at  such  a  moment;  and,  seeing  that  the 
attempt  to  awe  his  foeman  into  silence  bad 
failed,  he  drew  bis  hanger  and  rushed  upon 
Greyslaer ;  the  sword  of  Max  was  already  out, 
and  the  ruffian  strength  of  Valtmeyer  found  an 
admirable  match  in  the  skill,  the  steadiness,  and 
alertness  of  movement  of  his  opponent,  though 
the  darkness  amid  which  they  fought  deprived 
Greyslaer  of  much  of  his  superiority  as  a  fencer. 
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Thrice  did  the  outlaw  attempt,  by  beating 
down  the  guard  of  his  opponent,  to  fling  his 
huge  form  upon  Max  and  bear  him  to  the  earth  ; 
and  thrice  did  the  sword  of  Greyslaer  drink  the 
blood  of  the  brawny  borderer  as  he  thus  essayed 
a  death-grapple  with  his  slender  foe. 

And  now  Greyslaer,  who  has  hitherto  yielded 
ground  before  the  furious  onslaught  of  the  other, 
begins  to  press  him  backward  foot  by  foot,  until 
the  edge  of  the  quay,  upon  which  Valtmeyer 
stands,  permits  him  to  retreat  no  farther.  He 
grinds  his  outlandish  oaths  more  savagely  be> 
tween  his  teeth  as  he  feels  his  life-blood  failing 
him,  and,  conscious  that  his  hour  has  come, 
seems  bent  alone  upon  bearing  his  gallant  foe- 
man  with  him  to  destruction.  He  hears  the 
sullen  dashing  of  the  waves  at  his  feet,  and 
glares  furtively  around,  whether  from  now  first 
realizing  the  double  danger  near,  or  to  distract 
for  a  moment  the  attention  of  his  antagonist,  it 
matters  not ;   for  now,   quickly   dropping  his 
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weapon,  he  springs  forward  and  clutchee  Max 
in  his  anna  io  the  same  moment  that  a  final 
thrust  passes  through  his  own  body.  The 
wound  is  mortal,  but  still  the  bold  outlaw  strug- 
gles. He  has  borne  his  foeman  to  the  ground, 
and,  pierced  through  as  be  ib,  with  the  steel 
quivering  through  his  vitals,  he  Sounders  with 
his  grappled  burden  toward  the  water's  edge. 
The  life  of  Groyslaer  hangs  upon  a.  hair,  as, 
with  knee  planted  against  the  breast  of  Valt- 
meyer,  and  one  hand  at  his  throat,  be  clings  witb 
the  other  to  the  topmost  timber  of  the  pier; 
when,  suddenly,  the  mortal  grip  of  the  djing 
ruffian  is  relaxed.  There  is  a  heavy  plashing 
in  the  dark-rolUng  river,  and  now  its  current 
sweeps  away  the  gory  corse  of  Valtmeyer. 

But  the  perils  of  this  eventful  night  were  not 
yet  over  for  Max  Greyslaer. 

The  town,  as  we  have  already  noted,  had  been 
alarmed  by  the  scene  near  Mr.  Taylor's  pre- 
mises, and  the  streets  were  now  patrolled  in 
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every  direction,  either  by  a  military  guard  or  by 
the  bold  burghers,  who  rushed  armed  from  their 
houses  at  the  first  sound  of  danger.  Amid  the 
excitement  of  a  fight  so  desperate,  neither  Max 
nor  his  redoubted  foe  had  noticed  the  turmoil 
that  was  rising  near.  But  the  clashing  of  their 
swords  had  not  escaped  the  ears  of  the  patrol, 
who  hurried  toward  the  spot  whence  came  the 
sounds,  just  as  the  conflict  was  terminating. 
Grejrslaer  had  scarcely  regained  his  feet  before 
he  was  in  the  hands  of  the  guard — a  prisoner. 


L  5 
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is  a  strange  one ;  yet  there  are  turns  in  human 
destiny  far  more  singular. 

Had  Greyslaer  been  recognised  in  the  mo- 
ment that,  covered  with  dust  and  gore,  he  rose 
breathless  from  the  embrace  of  the  dying  Valt- 
meyer,  and  was  seized  by  the  party  of  Whig 
soldiery,  the  charges  that  were  that  very  night 
preferred  against  him  by  the  Tory  friends  of 
Bradshawe,  in  order  to  conceal  their  share  in 
the  escape  of  that  partisan,  had  never  been 
listened  to ;  nor  could  their  successful  attempt 
at  criminating  him  have  made  the  head  it  did. 
But  now,  before  the  Whig  officer  can  call  upon 
a  single  friend  to  identify  his  character,  the  sus- 
picion of  murder  has  been  fixed  upon  him,  and, 
by  the  time  his  name  and  rank  become  known, 
his  enemies  are  prepared  with  evidence  which 
makes  that  name  a  still  farther  proof  of  his 
guilt. 

The  disaffected  family  to  whose  care  Brad- 
shawe was  entrusted,  have  deposed  to  the  fact  of 
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a  muffled  stranger  having  puBsed  into  hia  quar- 
ters at  midnight.  The  head  of  the  household 
avers  that  it  was  a  man  of  Grey9Uef*s  height  and 
general  appearance.  He  bad  beard  his  alep  in  the 
entry,  unlocked  his  door,  and  looked  out  to  see 
who  it  might  be;  but  the  stranger,  bsviiig 
already  reached  the  staircaee  and  begun  ascend- 
ing, his  face  was  averted  from  deponent,  who 
could  see  only  the  general  outline  of  the 
stranger's  egure.  The  deponent  did  not  call 
upon  the  stranger  to  stop,  nor  address  him  in 
any  way  j  for  he  took  it  for  granted  that  the 
stranger  had  been  challenged  by  the  sentinelf 
and  must  iberefore  be  provided  with  a  permit 
or  pass  to  visit  the  prisoner  at  that  unusual 
hour.  He  bad  himself  already  retired  for  the 
night.  The  deponent  had  subsequently  heard 
a  tumult,  as  of  men  struggling  together,  in  the 
room  above.  He  leaped  from  his  bed,  and,  has- 
tening to  ascend  the  stairs,  stumbled  over  the 
sentinel,  who  lay  stretched  at  their  foot,  as  if 
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Struck  down  and  stunned  a  moment  before.  As 
he  stopped  a  moment  to  raise  the  man,  he  heard 
a  noise,  as  of  a  heavy  body  falling,  in  the  room 
above.  He  hurried  onward  to  the  room,  but  its 
occupant  had  already  disappeared.  There  was 
blood  upon  the  floor ;  a  broken  chair,  and  other 
signs  of  desperate  conflict.  A  window  that 
looked  into  the  garden  stood  open,  and  there 
was  fresh  blood  upon  the  window-sill. 

Other  members  of  this  deponents  family  here 
supplied  the  next  link  in  the  testimony,  by 
stating  that  they  had  heard  the  window  above 
them  thrown  open  with  violence,  and  the  feet  of 
men  trampling  rapidly  over  the  shed  beneath 
it,  as  if  one  were  in  ferocious  pursuit  of  the 
other. 

As  for  the  sentinel,  he  seems  ready  to  swear 
to  anything  that  will  get  himself  out  of  peril. 
He  cannot  account  for  the  stranger  making  his 
way  into  the  house  unnoticed  by  himself  save 
by  the  suspicion  that  his  evening  draught  must 
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have  been  drugged  by  somebodj.  He  certainly 
was  not  deeping  upon  his  poet,  but  his  percep- 
tions were  so  dulled  that  he  was  not  aware  of 
the  presence  of  an  intruder  until  be  found  tunH 
self  suddenly  struck  from  behind»  and  cast 
nearly  senseless  upon  the  ground.  But  he  too, 
when  raised  to  his  feet  by  the  first  witnes8»  had 
followed  him  to  the  chamber  already  describe^ 
of  whose  appearance  at  the  time  the  former  de- 
ponent had  giveu  a  true  description. 

The  testimony  of  the  night  patrol — less 
willingly  given — proves  the  condition  in  which 
Greyslaer  was  found,  with  dress  disordered  and 
blood-stained,  as  if  fresh  from  some  deadly  en- 
counter. The  marks  of  blood,  too,  have  been 
found  spotted  over  the  timbers  of  the  pier: 
while  the  footprints  leading  down  to  the  water^s 
edge,  the  steps  dashed  here  and  there  in  the 
blood -besprinkled  dust,  the  Ught  soil  beaten 
down  and  flattened  in  one  place,  and  scattered 
in    others,  as  if  some  heavy  body  had  been 
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drawn  across  it| — all  mark  the  spot  as  the 
scene  of  some  terrible  struggle,  whose  catas- 
trophe the  black-rolling  waves  at  hand  might 
best  reveal. 

Hiere  was  but  one  circumstance  which  sug- 
gested another  agency  than  that  of  Greyslaer  in 
the  doing  of  this  eventful  night,  and  that  was 
the  attack  on  Mr*  Taylor's  premises,  which  had 
first  alarmed  the  town.  But  this,  again,  took 
place  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  city,  and  could 
have  had  no  connexion  with  Bradshawe:  for 
Mr.  Taylor's  people  had  seen  the  ruffians  flying 
off  in  a  contrary  direction  from  that  where  Brad- 
shawe resided. 

But,  then,  what  motive  could  have  hurried 
on  a  man  of  Greyslaer's  habits  and  condition  of 
life  to  a  deed  so  foul  as  that  of  murder  ? 

His  habits,  his  condition?  Why!  was  not 
the  supposed  murderer  no  other  than  the  wild 
enthusiast,  who,  in  some  besotted  hour  of  pas- 
sion, had  betrothed  himself  to  the  abandoned 
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oScaet  of  an  Indian  profligate  ?  And  bad  not 
Bradshawe  been  compelled,  by  tbe  renomom 
aBsaults  which  had  been  made  upon  bis  own 
character,  to  rip  up  that  hideous  story,  and 
publish  to  the  world  the  infamy  of  Greyslaer's 
mistress  ?  Was  it  not,  too,  through  the  veiy  I 
instrumentality  of  this  unhappy  person  thai 
Bradehawe's  life  bad,  under  colour  of  law,  been 
previously  endangered;  that  the  felon  chares 
of  acUDg  as  a  spy  had  been  got  up  and  enforced 
against  tbe  much-injured  royalist? — a  charge 
which,  even  after  sentence  of  death  bad  been 
pronounced  upon  the  Tory  partisan,  the 
stanchest  of  the  opposite  faction  hesitated  to 
acknowledge  was  sufficiently  sustained  to 
warrant  his  execution  ?  No,  tbe  murderer  of 
Bradshawe  could  be  no  other  than  the  betrothed 
lover  of  Alida  I  Such  was  the  testimony  and 
such  the  arguments  which  bad  lost  Greyslaer 
his  personal  liberty,  and  which  now  threatened 
him  with  a  felon's  fate  upon  the  scaffold  .' 
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And  where,  now,  is  that  unhappy  girl, 
whose  sorrows  have  so  strangely  reacted  upon 
her  dearest  friend  ?  whose  blighted  name  carries 
with  it  a  power  to  blast  even  the  life  of  her 
lover  ? 

It  is  the  dead  hour  of  midnight,  and  she  has 
stolen  out  from  the  house  of  the  relative 
who  had  given  her  shelter  and  privacy,  to 
visit  the  lonely  prisoner  in  his  dungeon.  The 
prisoner  starts  from  his  pallet  as  the  door  grates 
on  its  hinges,  and  that  pale  form  now  stands 
before  him. 

Let  the  first  moments  of  their  meeting  be 
sacred  from  all  human  record.  It  were  profane 
to  picture  the  hallowed  endearments  of  two  true 
hearts  thus  tried,  thus  trusting  each  other  till 
the  last. 

^'  O  Max,*'  murmured  Alida,  when  the  first 
moments  of  the  meeting  were  over,  ^^  O  how 
little  did  I  dream,  when  I  wrote  that  you  should 
see  me  no  more,  that  love  and  duty  again  might 
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lead  me  to  you;  that  God's  providence  would 
place  you  where  no  woman's  doubt  could  pre- 
vent me  from — " 

"  Yea,  yes,  it  is  the  providence  of  God,  Alida; 
you  call  it  rightly,"  interrupted  Max,  with  hitler 
feeling.  "  'Twaa  Heaven  alone  which,  in  its  jus- 
bee,  has  plunged  me  in  this  dreadful — Alida, 
Alida,  know  you  not  that,  in  the  eye  of  Hea- 
ven, I  am  this  moment  the  thing  that  men  would 
make  me  out  to  he  ?" 

"Oh,  no,  no,  no!"  she  shrieked,  starting 
hack  with  features  which,  for  a  single  instant 
convulsed  with  horror,  were  changed  to  more 
than  woman's  tenderness  as  agun  she  caught 
the  hands  of  Max  in  both  of  hers — "  you  are 
not,  you  cannot  be  a — a — no,  Greyslaer,  uo, 
you  cannot  be  a — murderer.  You  fought  with 
htm,  you  met  him  singly — sinfully  in  the  eye 
of  Heaven,  but  not  with  brutal  intent  of  murder 
— you  did — in  single  combat — 'twas  in  a  duel 
that  he  fell." 
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'^Hear  me,  hear    me,  my    loved  one;    it 


**  No,  no,  I  will  not  hear;  I  know  'twas  so ; 
and  I — I  was  the  one  whose  guilty  dream 
of  vengeance  first  quickened  such  intention  into 
being,  and  sharpened  your  sword  against  his 

"  Alas  I  Alida,  why  torture  yourself  by  re- 
calling the  memory  of  that  wild  hallucination 
of  your  early  years  ?  That  shadowy  intention 
of  avenging  your  own  wrongs  was  but  the 
darkly  romantic  dream  of  an  undisciplined  mmd, 
preyed  upon  and  perverted  by  disease  and 
sorrow ;  and  many  a  prayerful  hour  has  since 
atoned  to  Heaven  for  those  sinful  fancies.  But 
my  conscience  is  loaded  far  more  heavily, 
and  with  a  burden  that  none  can  share ;  a  bur- 
den,^ he  added,  smiling  with  strange  meaning 
on  his  lip^  <*  that,  mayhap,  it  hardly  wishes  to 
shake  off." 

'*  You  slew  him  not  at  vantage ;  he  fell  not 
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an  unresisting  victim  to  yourveDgerul  passions," 
gasped  Alida. 

"  The  man  that  I  slew  yesternight  fell  in 
fair  and  open  fight,  Alida.  There  is  no  st^n 
upon  my  soldier's  sword  for  aught  that  happeoec) 
then."  The  words  had  not  passed  the  tips  ol 
her  lover,  ere  Alida  was  on  her  knees.  "  Nay," 
cried  Mas,  catching  her  clasped  hands  in  his, 
"  blend  not  my  name  in  your  prayer  of  ibank- 
fulness  to  Heaven  ;  'twill  weigh  it  down,  and 
keep  it  from  ascending;  for,  surely  as  thou 
kneelest  there,  I  am  in  heart  a  murderer. 
'Twas  Bradshawe'a  hfe  at  which  I  aimed  ;  'twatt 
Bradshawe's  death,  his  murder,  that  I  sougbl, 
when  Vattmeyer  crossed  my  path,  and  fairly 
met  the  punishment  of  his  crimes.  A  myste- 
rious Providence  made  me  the  instrument  of  in 
justice  in  exacting  retribution  from  him ;  and 
the  same  Providence  now  punishes  in  me  the 
foul  intention  which  placed  me  there  to  do  iu 
bidding." 
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K  there  was  something  of  bitterness  in  the 
tone  in  which  Max  spoke  these  words, 
which  gave  a  double  character  to  what  he 
said,  Alida  did  not  notice  it,  as  passion/itely 
she  cried, 

*^  Kneel,  then,  Greyslaer,  kneel  here  with 
me ;  kneel  in  gratitude  to  the  Power  that  pre- 
served thee  from  the  perpetration  of  this  wick- 
edness^ and  so  mysteriously  foiled  the  contrivings 
of  thy  heart;  kneel  in  thankfulness  to  the 
chastening  hand  that  hath  so  soon  sent  this 
painful  trial  to  punish  this  lapse  from  virtue 
— ^to  purge  thy  heart  from  its  guilty  imagin- 
ings ;  kneel  in  prayer  that  this  cloud  which  we 
have  brought  upon  ourselves  may  in  Heaven's 
own  time  pass  away;  or,  if  not,  its  will  be 
done  I  ^ 

*^  I  may  not,  I  cannot  kneel,  Alida,"  said 
Max,  in  gloomy  reply  to  her  impetuous  appeal 
**  No !  though  I  own  the  chastening  hand 
which  is  even  now  stretched  out  above  me,  my 


238  OREYSLAER. 

heart  bUU  refuses  to  cast  out  the  dedgnthat 
brought  me  hither.  I  will  not,  I  must  not  heel 
in  mockery  to  Heaven  !  ** 

<*  And  thou — thou  wouldst  still — murder 
him  !^  shrieked  Alida. 

^  Leave  me»  distract  me  not  thus,^  cried  her 
agonized  lover,  leaning  against  the  wall  as  if 
to  steady  himself  and  covering  his  fiice  with 
his  hands  to  shut  out  the  earnest  gaae  she  fixed 
upon  him. 

*<  Speak  to  me,  look  at  me,  Max,"  implored 
Alida,  in  tones  of  wild  anguish,  as  she  sprang 
forward  and  caught  his  arm.  <<  Thou  wooUst 
— thou  wouldst  !^ 

A  cold  shiver  seemed  to  tremble  through  the 
frame  of  her  lover ;  but  his  voice,  though  low 
and  husky,  had  an  almost  unearthly  calmnees  in 
it,  as,  dropping  his  hands  and  fixing  his  looks 
full  upon  her,  he  said, 

'^  I  would,  though  hell  itself  were  gaping 
there  to  swallow  both  of  us  I  Hear  me,  Alida;  ^ 
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is  the  hand  of  Fate — it  is  some  iron  destiny  that 
works  within  my  heart — that  knots  together  and 
stiffens  the  damned  contrivances  it  will  not 
forego.  Why  should  I  deceive  you  when  I  can- 
not deceive  myself?  Why  insult  Heaven  with 
this  vain  lip-worship,  when  no  holy  thought  can 
inhabit  here  ? — here,"  he  repeated,  striking  his 
hand  upon  his  bosom,  ^^  here,  where  one  horrid 
craving  rages  to  consume  me — the  lust  of  that 
man's  blood  P 

**  O  God !  this  is  too  horrible  I*'  gasped  Alida, 
as,  shuddering,  she  sank  upon  the  prisoner's 
pallet,  and  buried  her  face  in  her  hands. 

Max  made  no  movement  to  raise  her,  but  his 
was  the  mournful  gaze  of  the  doom^atricken^  as, 
standing  aloo^  his  lips  moved  with  so&ie  half- 
uttered  words,  which  could  scarcely  have  reached 
the  ears  of  Alida. 

**  Weep  on,"  he  said,  "  weep  on,  my  love — 
my  first,  my  last,  my  only  love.  Those  bursting 
tears  do  well  become  her,  a  child  of  sorrow  from 
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blackness  such  as  before  you  never  dreamed  of. 
Now,  by  the  God  whom  I  first  learned  to  wor> 
ship  in  full,  heart-yielded  reverence,  from  you, 
Max  Greyslaer — by  Him  I  swear,  that,  if  you 
persist  in  this,  I — I  myself,  woman  as  I  am — 
will  be  the  first  to  tread  the  path  of  crime,  to 
which  you  point  the  way,  and  forestall  you  in 
perdition  of  your  souL  I  am  free  to  move 
where  I  list,  and  work  my  will  as  best  I  may ; 
ffour  will  is  but  that  of  a  dungeon  prisoner,  and 
Bradshawe's  life,  if  it  depend  upon  the  mur- 
derous deed  of  either,  shall  expire  at  my  hand 
before  you  pass  these  doors.'' 

The  fire  of  her  first  youth  flashed  in  the  eyes 
of  Alida  as  she  spoke,  and  there  was  a  deter- 
mination seated  on  her  brow,  such  as,  even  in 
her  haughtiest  mood  of  that  arrogant  season,  it 
had  never  wore.  But  the  next  moment  all  this 
had  passed  away  entirely,  and  it  was  only  the 
broken-hearted,  the  still  loving,  the  imploring 
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christian  woman,  that   kneeled  at   the  feet  oF 
Greyslaer. 

"  Max — Max — dearest  Max,"  she  said,  while 
Bobs  half  sufifocated  her  utterance,  "  it  is  AUds, 
your  own,  your  once  fondly-loved  Ahda,  that 
pleads  to  you,  that  kneels  here  imploring  you 
to  rend  this  wickedness  from  your  breast,  and 
aek  Heaven  for  its  pardon.  It  is  she  who  has 
no  friend,  no  rflative,  no  resiing- place  in  any 
heart  on  earth,  save  that  from  which  you  would 
drive  her  to  make  room  for  images  so  dreadful 
Surely  you  did  love  me  once ;  surely  you  have 
pity  for  my  sorrows ;  you  will  not,  you  cannot 
persist  in  thus  trebling  their  burthen.  Ah '. 
now  you  weep;  it  is  Heaven,  not  I,  dearest 
Max,  that  softens  your  heart  toward  your  own 
Alida.  Blessed  be  those  tears,  and — nay, 
raise  me  not  yet — not  till-  you  have  knelt  be- 
side me,"  »  #  *  t 
*  •  •  *  m  * 
The   cell    is   narrow,    the   walls   are   thick. 
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There  is  no  sound  of  human  voice ;  no  shred 
of  vital  air  can  pass  through  the  vaulted  ceiling 
which  shuts  in  those  kneeling  lovers!  Can, 
then,  the  subtile  spirit  of  prayer  pierce  the 
flinty  rock,  mount  into  the  liberal  air,  and, 
spreading  as  it  goes,  fill  the  wide  ear  of  Heaven 
with  the  appeal  of  those  two  lonely  human  suf- 
ferers? 

The  future  may  unfold. 
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"  Now  itaj,  thou  g 

Whj  haste  in  i 

Be  (he  guilt  orth 

Twere  better  b 


Tht.  mingled  yarn 
so  complex,  that, 
clearness,  we  mua 
thread  which  at  1 
woven  with  the  res 
The  faithful  Bi 
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visiter  admitted  to  the  Hawksnest  during  the 
last  few  months  that  immediately  preceded  the 
withdrawal  of  Miss  De  Roos  from  her  home. 
The  old  forester  seemed  to  have  conceived  a 
kind  of  capricious  liking  for  little  Guise,  the 
half-blood  child ;  and  as  his  visits  were  really 
paid  to  that  ill-omened  urchin,  though  his  ex- 
cuse for  coming  was  to  ask  after  the  health  of 
Miss  Alida,  and  to  inquire  if  she  had  any  news 
of  the  major,  Miss  De  Roos  never  thought  it 
worth  while  to  deny  herself  to  her  humble 
friend,  even  while  practising  the  strictest  seclu- 
sion in  regard  to  her  other  neighbours. 

Bait,  in  the  mean  time,  was  too  observing  a 
character  not  to  notice  that  some  secret  grief 
must  be  preying  upon  Alida;  and  his  new- 
sprung  interest  in  little  Guise  soon  became 
secondary  to  the  feelings  of  concern  which  her 
ast-fading  health  awakened  in  the  worthy 
woodsman. 

It  chanced  one  day  that  Alida,  who  not  un- 


frequently  took  occani 
in  some  slight  task,  « 
his  trouble,  would  gr 
lounging  about  the  ; 
magnolia  which  she  wi 
part  of  the  shrubbet] 
favouTable  situation  i 
condition.  Bait  read 
transplanting  it,  while 
him  during  the  ojjerat 
"  Now,  Miss  Alii 
striking  his  spade  intc 
much  of  the  Qatur  of  I 
IS  I  never  happened  i 
bunted  over ;  but  I  i 
have  but  little  to  d 
sickly,  as  it  were,  ii 
do." 

"  And  why,  Bait  ?■ 

"  Why,  you  see  no' 

attackt^    horn   the 
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would  first  feel  it;  the  edges  of  the  leaves 
would  first  crumple  up  and  turn  brownish  like, 
while  the  middle  parts  of  them  might  long  re- 
main as  sleekly  green  and  shiny  as  the  edges  be 
now.  There*s  something,  Miss  Alida,  at  the 
heart,  at  the  root,  I  may  rayther  say,  of  that 
tree;  something  that  underminds  it,  and  withers 
it  from  below.  And  these  sort  of  ailings,  whe- 
ther in  trees  or  in  human  beings,  are  mighty 
hard  to  get  at,  I  tell  ye."  As  the  woodsman 
spoke,  he  leaned  upon  his  spade,  and  looked 
stedfastly  at  Miss  De  Roos,  who  felt  conscious 
of  changing  colour  beneath  the  earnest  but  re- 
spectful gaze  of  her  rude  though  well-meaning 
friend. 

She  did  not  answer,  but  only  motioned  him 
to  go  on  in  his  digging ;  and  Bait,  seeing  that 
he  had  in  some  way  offended,  resumed  his  work 
with  diligence.  But  the  next  moment,  forgetful 
wholly  of  the  figurative  use  he  had  made  of  his 
skill  in  arboriculture,  and  speaking  merely  in 
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literal  application  to  the  task  before  him,  be  ex- 
claimed triumphantly, 

*<  There,  you  see,  now,  it's  jist  as  I  told  ye^ 
Miss  Alida ;  there  has  been  Tarmint  busy  near 
the  roots  of  this  little  tree.  Look  but  where  I 
put  my  spade,  and  see  how  the  field-mice  hare 
more  than  half  girdled  it.  The  straw  and 
other  truck  which  that  book-reading  Scotch 
gardener  put  around  the  roots,  has  coaxed  the 
mice  to  make  their  nests  there  in  the  winter, 
and  theyVe  lived  upon  the  bark  till  only  two  or 
three  fingers'  breadths  are  left.'' 

^^  I  hope  there's  bark  enough  left  yet  to  save 
it,"  said  Alida,  now  only  intent  upon  preserring 
the  shrub. 

"  There's  life  there,  Miss  Alida — ^green  life 
in  that  narrow  strip ;  and,  while  there's  life^ 
there'*s  hope ;  and  old  Bait,  when  he  once 
knows  whence  comes  the  ailing,  is  jist  the 
man  to  stir  himself  and  holp  it  from  becoming 
fatal." 
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As  the  woodsman  spoke^  he  again  ventured 
an  earnest  though  rapid  glance  at  the  face  of 
the  young  lady ;  but  this  time  she  had  turned 
away  her  head,  and,  hastily  signifying  to  Bait 
that  he  might  deal  with  the  magnolia  according 
to  the  best  of  his  judgment,  she  strolled  off  as 
if  busied  for  the  moment  in  examining  some 
other  plants,  and  soon  afterward  withdrew  into 
the  house,  without  again  speaking  to  him. 

The  worthy  fellow,  who,  on  his  subsequent 
visits  to  little  Guise,  had  never  again  an  oppor* 
tunity  of  seeing  the  protectress  of  the  child 
alone,  was  deeply  hurt  at  the  idea  of  this  con* 
versation  having  put  Alida  upon  her  guard 
against  listening  to  more  of  these  hinted  suspi- 
cions that  she  needed  his  sympathy.  His 
natural  good  sense,  however,  prevented  honest 
Bait  from  apologizing  for  his  officious  kindness, 
or  showing  iu  any  way  that  he  was  conscious  of 
having  offended.  He  was,  however,  from  this 
moment  fully  convinced  that  some  mysterious 
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Borrow  was  the  latent  cause  of  Aliss  De  HooAn 
raptdly-rading  health,  and  he  determiDed  tc 
leave  no  proper  means  untried  to  get  at  the 
real  source  of  her  mental  eulfertng. 

His  first  desire  was  to  communicate  instantly 
with  Greyslaer  ;  but  he  had  ne»er  been  taugbt 
to  write,   and   bis    mother  wit   suggested    the 
impropriety  of  trusting  matters  su  delicate  to 
a  third  party  by  employing  an  amanuensis.     In 
the  muDU   time,  the  cruelly-slanderous  storj'  of 
Bradshawe  reached  at  last  the  sphorc  in  which 
Bait   was   chiefly   conversant.     The  first   mys 
tenons  alTair  about  Miss  Dc  Roos  had,  as  we 
have  seen,   beer   known  almusl  exclusively  t' 
the   simpler  class  of  her  country   neighboun 
but  tlie  dark  tale,  as  now   put  forth  by  Bn 
shawe  and  his  Albany  friends,   originating 
the  upper  classes  of  society,  soon  descended 
the  lowest,  and  became  alike  the  theme  of 
parlour  and  the  kitchen,  the  city  drawing-t 
and  the  road-side  alehouse. 
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A   heartless  female  correspondent  of  Alida 
bad  first  disclosed  it   to  that  unhappy   lady, 
when  alleging  it  as  an  excuse  for  breaking  off 
their  further  intercourse;  but  it  was  not  till 
after  her  departure  from  the  Hawksnest  that 
Bait  beard  the  tale,  as  told  in   all  its  horrid 
enormity  among  the  coarse  spirits  of  a  village 
bar-room.     His  first  impulse  was  to  shake  the 
life  out  of  the  half-tipsy  oracle  of  the  place,  who 
gave  it  as  the  latest  news  from  Albany ;  but, 
upon  some  one  exclaiming,  ^^  Why,  man,  this  is 
fiddler^s   news;    that    we've    all  known  for  a 
month  or  more,"  while  others  winked  and  mo- 
tioned toward  Bait,  as  if  the  subject  should  be 
dropped   for    the    present, — he  saw   that    the 
scandal  had  gone  too  far  to  be  thus  summarily 
set  at  rest.     There  was  but  one  other  move 
which  suggested  itself  to  him,  and  that  was  to 
take    instant    counsel    with   the  party  chiefly 
interested    in   the  fair    fame    of   Alida ;  and 
Bait,   within  the  hour,  had  borrowed  a  horse 


from  a  neighbour,  and  Etarted  for  Fort  Statk' 
wis. 

Pressing  forward  as  rapidly  as  possible,  he 
continued  his  journey  through  the  night,  and 
thus  passing  Greyalaer  on  the  road,  arrived  at 
his  quarters  just  four-and -twenty  hours  after 
Mai  had  so  hurriedly  started  for  Albany. 
Bait  surmised  at  once  what  must  be  the  csuss ' 
for  his  abrupt  departure,  and,  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible, took  horse  again  and  retraced  his  steps; 
borrowed  a  fresh  nag  from  the  same  farmer  who 
had  lent  him  the  first,  and  pushed  forward  to- 
ward Albany. 

His  journey  was  wholly  uneventful  until  he 
had  passed  Schenectady,  and  entered  upon  the 
vast  pine  plains  which  extend  between  that 
city  and  the  Hudson.  But,  fitly  to  expUin 
what  here  occurred,  we  must  go  back  to  Brad- 
shawe  and  his  comrade  Bettys,  and  trace  their 
adventures  from  the  place  where  last  we  left 
them,  in  the  immediate  suburbs  of  Albany. 
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To  enter  a  fiBirmer^s  stable  and  saddle  a  couple 
of  bis  best  horses  was  a  matter  of  little  enter- 
prise  to  two  such  characters  as  Bradshawe  and 
his  freebooter  ally;  and  now  the  pine  plains, 
that  reach  away  some  fifteen  miles  toward 
Schenectady,  had  received  the  adventurous  fugi- 
tives beneath  their  dusky  colonnades. 

The  remains  of  this  forest  are  still  visible  in 
a  stunted  undergrowth,  which,  barely  hiding 
the  sandy  soil  from  view,  gives  so  monotonous 
and  dreary  an  appearance  to  the  continuous 
waste.  But,  at  the  time  of  which  we  write, 
and  even  until  the  steam-craft  of  the  neigh- 
bouring Hudson  had  devoured  this,  with  a 
hundred  other  noble  forests  in  its  greedy  fur- 
naces, there  was  a  gigantic  vegetation  upon 
those  plains  which  now  seem  so  barren. 

The  scrub  oak,  which  is  fast  succeeding  to 
the~Bhapely  pine,  had  not  made  its  appearance ; 
and  the  pale  poplar,  whose  delicate  leaves  here 
and  there  quivered  over  the  few  runnels  which 
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traversed  the  thirsty  soil,  was  almost  the  c 
tree  that  reared  its  head  among  those  black  a 
endless  arcades  of  towering  truuke,  supporti 
one  unbroken  roof  of  dusky  verdure. 

Bold  and  expert  horsemen  as  they  wei^l 
Bradahawe  and  his  comrade  soon  found  it  im 
possible  to  pick  their  path  amid  this  cavernoi 
gloom  in  the  deep  hour  of  midnight  Thef 
were  soon  conscious  of  wandering  from  thai 
highway,  which,  from  the  impoasibility  of  seeing 
the  skies  through  the  overarching  boughs 
above  it,  as  well  fnmi  the  absence  of  all  coppice 
or  undergrowth  along  its  sides,  was  easily 
lost.  They  therefore  tethered  their  steeds 
and  "  camped  down,"  as  it  is  called  in  our 
hunter  phrase,  upon  the  dry  soil,  fragrant  with 
the  fallen  cones  of  the  pine  trees  which  it  nou- 
rished. 

So  soon  as  the  morning  light  permitted  them 
to  move,  they  discovered,  as  they  had  feared, 
that   they   had   lost   the   highway,  without  the 
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hope  of  recovering  it,  save  by  devoting  more 
lime  to  the  search  of  a  beaten  path  than  it 
were  safe  to  consume.  They  knew  the  points 
of  the  compass,  however,  from  the  hemlocks 
which  were  here  and  there  scattered  through 
the  forest,  whose  topmost  branches,  our  woods- 
men say,  point  always  toward  the  rising  sun, 
and  resumed  their  journey  in  a  direction  due 
west  from  the  city  of  Albany. 

An  occasional  ravine,  however,  which,  though 
at  long  intervals,  deeply  seamed  this  monoto- 
nous plateau  of  land,  turned  them  from  their 
course,  and  thus  delayed  their  progress;  and, 
with  appetites  sharpened  by  their  morning  ride, 
they  were  glad  to  arrive,  about  noon,  at  the 
earthen  hovel  of  one  of  that  strange,  half-gipsy 
race  of  beings  known  by  the  name  of  Yansies^ 
which,  even  within  the  last  twelve  or  fifteen 
years,  still  had  their  brute-like  burrows  in  this 
lonely  wild.  Even  Bettys,  little  fastidious  as 
be  was,  recoiled  from  the   fare  which  these 
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*'  I^rt  Eaters,"  as  tlie  Indians  called 
placed  before  him.  But  Bradsbawe,  while  de- 
clining tbcir  hospitality  with  a  better  grace, 
procured  an  urchin  to  guide  him  to  the  highway, 
which  he  was  glad  to  learn  was  not  far  from  the 
hovel 

They  emerged,  then,  once  more  upon  the 
travelled  road  within  a  few  miles  of  Scbeoec- 
tady,  and  at  a  point  where  they  would  soon  be 
compelled  to  leave  it  to  make  the  circuit  of 
that  town.  Their  horses  were  weary  and  in 
need  of  refreshment;  and,  with  their  various 
windings  through  the  forest,  they  had  spent 
nearly  twelve  hours  in  accomplishing  a  journey 
which,  hy  a  direct  route,  the  time-conquering 
locomotive  now  performs  in  one. 

The  Yansie  boy  had  left  them  ;  for  the  red 
hues  of  the  westering  sun,  streaming  upon  the 
sandy  road,  made  their  way  sufficiently  plain 
before  them.  Their  jaded  horses  laboured 
through  the  loose  and  arid  soil,  but  still  they 
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urged  tbem  forward  to  escape  from  the  forest 
before  the  coming  twilight.  They  had  ridden 
thus  for  some  time  in  perfect  silence,  when, 
upon  a  sudden  exclamation  from  Bettys,  his 
comrade  raised  hb  eyes,  and  looked  anxiously 
forward  in  the  long  vista  before  him.  The 
road  at  this  place  ran  perfectly  straight  over  a 
dead  level  for  a  mile  or  two.  The  setting  sun 
poured  a  flood  of  light  upon  the  yellow  sand, 
from  which  a  warm  mist,  that  softened  every 
object  near,  seemed  to  be  called  out  by  its  golden 
beams.  Bradshawe  shaded  his  eyes  with  his 
hand  to  see  if  he  cx>uld  descry  an  approaching 
object,  while  Bettys,  who  had  already  drawn  his 
bridle,  motioned  impatiently  for  him  to  retire 
among  the  trees. 

**  Give  me  one  of  your  pistols,  Joe,"  cried 
Bradshawe.  **  It  is  but  a  single  mounted  tra- 
veller ;  I  can  make  him  out  now  clearly,  and 
Pm  determined  to  put  a  question  or  two  to  the 
fellow." 
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"  Well,  captain,  you  know  beat ;  only  1 
thought  it  might  be  a  pity  U)  alit  the  poor  deril't 
throat,  to  prevent  his  carr^iDg  news  of  us  to 
Albany;  and  that,  you  know,  vemuBt  do,  if  ne 
once  come  to  speech  of  him." 

'^  How  know  you  but  what  be  may  be  a 
king's  man,  and  assiet  U8-~or  a  mail-rider,  and 
give  us  some  rebel  news  of  value?  Draw  off, 
Joe,  and  leave  me  to  fix  him."  But  Bettys  lifltl 
already  trotted  aside  into  the  wood,  where  be 
managed  to  keep  nearly  a  parallel  route  with 
Bradshawe,  who,  clapping  Bettys'  pistol  in  hi:; 
bosom,  and  loosing  in  its  scabbard  the  sword 
with  which  that  worthy  had  provided  him  in  the 
first  hour  of  his  escape,  now  jogged  easily  for- 
ward to  meet  the  traveller. 

As  they  approached  each  other  more  nearly, 
and  Bradshawe  got  a  closer  survey  of  the 
coming  horseman,  there  seemed  something 
about  him  which  promised  that  he  might  not  be 
<]uite  so  easily  dealt  with  as  the  1  ory  captain 
had  at  first  anticipated. 
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His  drab  bat  and  leather  hunting-sbirt  in- 
dicated only  tbe  character  of  a  common  hunter 
of  tbe  border  or  frontiersman  of  the  period 
But,  though  he  carried  neither  rifle  on  his 
shoulder  nor  pistol  at  his  belt,  and  while  the 
light  cutlass  or  couteau  de  chaste  by  his  side 
seemed  feebly  matched  with  the  heavy  sabre  of 
the  Tory  captain,  there  was  a  look  of  compact 
strength^  and  vigour — ^a  something  of  military 
readiness  and  precision  about  tbe  man,  which 
stamped  him  as  one  who  might  often  have  borne 
an  animated  share  in  the  fierce  personal  strug- 
gles of  the  times;  a  man  to  whom,  in  short, 
an  attack  like  that  meditated  by  Bradshawe 
could  bring  none  of  the  confusing  terrors  of 
novelty. 

The  stranger,  who  seemed  so  occupied  with 
bis  own  thoughts  as  scarcely  to  notice  Brad- 
shawe in  the  first  instance,  now  eyed  him  with 
a  curious  and  almost  wild  gaze  of  earnestness 
as  they  approached  each  other. 
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Bradshawe,  on  the  other  side,  surveyed  the  1 
borderer's  featurea  with  a  Btem  and  immovablt'l 
gaze,  till  his  own  kindling  suddenly  with  ft  I 
strange  gleam  of  intelligence,  be  plucked  forlli  j 
his  pistol  and  presented  it  within  a  few  feet  of  I 
the  other  horseman. 

"  The  rebel  Bait,  by  G— d  T'  he  CTied.^ 
"  Dismount,  or  die  on  the  instant." 

The  back  of  the  woodsman  was  toward  the 
sun,  and  his  broad-brimmed  hat  so  shaded  his 
features  that  his  assailant  could  scarcely  scan 
them  to  advantage ;  but  if  the  suddenness  of 
the  assault  did  in  any  way  change  the  evenness 
of  his  pulse,  not  a  muscle  or  a  nerve  betrayed 
the  weakness. 

"  I  know  ye,  Lawyer  Wat  Bradshawe,"  said 
he,  calmly,  "  but  I  don't  know  what  caper  ye'd 
be  at,  in  trying  to  scare  an  old  neighbour  after 
this  fashion — I  don't  noways." 

A  grim  smile  played  over  the  harsh  features 
of  Bradshawe,  as  if  even  his  felon  heart  could 
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be  touched  by  admiration  at  finding  a  foeman 
as  dauntless  as  himseli 

**  Real  pluck,  by  heavens !"  he  ejaculated. 
^  Bait,  you're  a  pretty  fellow,  and  no  mistake ; 
had  you  trembled  the  vibration  of  a  hair,  I 
should  have  shot  you  dead ;  but  it's  a  pity  to 
spoil  such  a  true  piece  of  man^s  flesh,  if  one  can 
help  it.  Give  me  that  fresh  gelding  of  yours, 
my  old  cock,  and  you  shall  go  free." 

<<  Tormented  lightning  I  Give  you  Deacon 
Yates^s  six-year-old  gray  ?  That  indeed  !  And 
who  in  all  thunder,  squire,  would  lend  Uncle 
Bait  another  horse,  if  I  gin  up  this  critter  for 
the  asking  ?" 

**  Pshaw,  pshaw  !  Don^t  think,  old  trapper, 
you  can  come  over  me  with  your  mock  sim- 
plicity. I  don't  want  to  make  a  noise  here  with 
my  fire-arms  ;  so  save  me  the  trouble  of  blowing 
you  through  by  dismounting  instantly ."^ 

As  Bradshawe  spoke  thus,  the  pistol,  which, 
ready  cocked,   he  had  hitherto  kept  steadily 
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pomled  at  tfie  breast  of  his  opponent,  auddeolf 
went  off.  The  ball  grazed  the  aide  of  ^ 
woodsman  with  a  force  which,  though  it  did  not 
materially  injure  him,  yet  fiurly  tarned  bin 
roimd  in  the  saddle. 

Tlie  swofds  of  both  were  oat  cm  the  inalan^ 
while  their  horses,  plunging  with  affiight,  amol- 
taimoosly  galloped  along  the  road  in  the  dbec- 
tion  which  Bait  was  travelling.  With  two  sodi 
riders,  bowerer,  they  were  soon  made  obedBcot 
to  die  rein.  Bait,  in  &ct,  had  his  almost  in- 
stantlv  in  hand,  while  Bradsbawe^s  tired  steed 
was  easily  controlled.  But  their  truning  bad 
nerer  fitted  them  for  such  encounters  ;  and  tbe 
gleaming  of  weapons  so  terrified  the  animab, 
that  it  was  almost  impossible  for  their  riders  to 
doee  within  striking  distance  of  eadi  odier. 

Bait,  who  had  die  advantage  ot  spurs  b 
forcing  his  hmse  forward  and  keeping  his  finoot 
to  his  opponent,  had  twice  an  opportunity  of 
pfamging  his  sword  into  the  back  of  Bradsbawc^ 
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as  the  ploughman's  nag  of  the  latter  reared  and 
wheeled  each  time  their  blades  clashed  above 
his  head ;  and  it  is  probable  that  the  wish  to 
make  prisoner  of  Bradshawe,  rather  than  any 
humane  scruple  upon  the  part  of  the  worthy 
woodsman,  alone  prevented  his  using  the  un- 
chivalrous  advantage. 

But  now  Bait,  if  he  would  keep  his  life,  must 
not  again  forego  such  vantage.  A  third  horse* 
man  gallops  out  from  the  wood,  and  urges  for- 
ward to  the  aid  of  the  hard-pressed  Bradshawe ; 
and  shrewdly  does  the  Tory  captain  require 
such  aid;  for  his  horse,  backed  against  a  bank 
where  the  road  has  been  worn  or  excavated  a 
foot  or  more  in  depth,  stands  with  his  hind 
legs  planted  in  a  deep  rut,  and,  unable  to  wheel 
or  turn,  must  needs  confront  the  stouter  and 
more  active  steed  of  the  opposing  horseman, 
whose  fierce  and  rapid  blows  are  with  the 
greatest  difficulty  parried  by  his  rider.  But 
the  third  combatant  is  now  within  a  few  yards 
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of  the  woodsman,  who,  as  he  bean  the  safage 
cry  of  this  new  assailant  behind  him,  wheels  so 
quickly  that  he  passes  his  sword  through  the 
man  in  the  same  instant  that  a  pistol-shot  from 
the  other  takes  effect  in  the  body  of  hb  charger. 

*<  Oh  !  captain,  the  d — d  rebel  has  done  for 
me,''  cried  Bettys,  tumbling  from  his  horse  in 
the  same  moment  that  Bait  gained  his  fieet,  un* 
hurt  by  the  &11  of  his  own  charger,  and  sprang 
forward  to  grasp  the  bit  of  Bradshawe's  horse; 
but  that  doughty  champion  had  already  ex- 
tricated himself  from  the  ground  where  he 
fought  to  such  disadvantage.  He  met  the  at* 
tempt  of  Bait  with  one  furious  thrust,  which 
happily  failed  in  its  effect ;  and,  seeing  a  team- 
ster approaching  in  the  distance^  darted  iDto 
the  woods,  and  was  soon  lost  to  the  eyes  of  his 
dismounted  opponent 

•*  Are  you  much  hurt,  Mr.  Bettys  ?"  said 
Bait,  not  unkindly,  as  he  now  recognised  the 
wounded  man  while  approaching  him. 
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"  Hurt  ?"  groaned  Bettys.  "  I'm  used  up 
completely.  That  cursed  iron  has  done  for  me 
in  this  world,  Uncle  Bait." 

^  And  I  fear,"  said  the  woodsman,  gravely, 
"  you've  done  for  yourself  in  the  other." 

^^No!  by  Heaven,*^  said  the  stout  royalist ; 
^  there's  not  a  rebel  life  that  I  grieve  for  having 
shortened.  No  !  as  a  true  man,  there's  but 
one  deed  that  sticks  in  my  gizzard  to  answer 
for,  and  that,  old  man,  is  a  trick  I  played 
long  before  Joe  Bettys  thought  of  devoting 
himself  to  the  king's  lawful  rights — God  save 
him.'" 

"  Pray  God  to  save  yourself,  rayther,  while 
your  hand*s  in  at  praying,  poor  benighted  critter,^ 
said  Bait,  in  a  tone  of  commiseration,  even 
while  an  indignant  flush  reddened  his  swarthy 
brow.  *^  Let  every  man  paddle  his  own  canoe 
his  own  way  is  always  my  say,  Mr.  Bettys; 
but  you  had  better  lighten  yours  a  little  while 

VOL.    III.  N 
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making  a  portage  from  this  life  to  launch  upon 
elaniity." 

**  Yet  I  meant  it  not — I  meant  it  not,'*  said 
the  wounded  man,  m[iheeding  Bait  <<  Wild  Wat 
£wore  it  was  but  a  catch  to  seire  for  a  season; 
that  he  would  make  an  honest  woman  of  her 
afterward.  But  this  infernal  story — ^that  boy 
too— oh— " 

Bah,  with  wondofiil  quickness,  seemed  in- 
stantly to  light  upon  and  follow  out  the  train  of 
thought  which  the  broken  words  of  the  wounded 
man  thus  partially  betrayed ;  and  yet  lus  apti- 
tude in  seizihg  them  is  hardly  strange,  vhen 
we  remember  that  it  was  the  full  pre-occupation 
of  his  thoughte  with  the  aflairs  of  Alida  which 
enabled  Bradshawe  to  take  him  at  disadvantage 
so  shortly  before.  He  saw  instantly,  or  beUeved 
be  saw,  that  Bettys'  revelation  referred  to  her; 
but,  having  as  yet  only  the  feeblest  clew  to  her 
real  story,  it  bdioved  him  to  be  cautious  in 
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betraying  the  extent  of  what  he  knew.  He  did 
not  attempt,  therefore,  to  question  the  wounded 
man  as  to  what  he  had  first  said,  but  only  to 
lead  him  forward  in  his  confession. 

"  Yes,  the  boy — the  poor  boy — and  his  fa- 
ther— "  said  he,  partly  echoing  the  woids  of 
Bettys  as  he  bent  over  him. 

^  His  father  ?  Yes,  Dirk  de  Roos  left  mis- 
chief enough  behind  him  to  punish  his  memory 
for  that  wild  business.  But  we  were  all  gay 
fellows  in  those  days — *'  some  pleasant  memories 
seemed  to  come  over  Bettys  as  he  paused  for  a 
moment ;  but  he  groaned  in  spirit  as  he  resumed, 
<«  and  Fenton,  too.  Squire  Fenton,  who  took  the 
deposition  of  the  squaw— theyVe  gone,  both  of 
them — they  are  both  gone  upw,  and  I — I  too  am 
going — where — where — " 

The  loss  of  blood  here  seemed  to  weaken 
Bettys  so  suddenly  that  he  could  say  no  more. 
The  approaching  wagoner  had  by  this  time 
reached  the  spot :  ^nd  when  Bait  had  lifted  the 

N  2 


faintmg  fom  of  the  woonded  Tory  into  his 
w^gooy  and  boandup  his  wounds  as  well  as  he 
was  afafey  the  tiwiwter  wflfingly  coosoited  to 
caiTT  Bettys  to  the  nearest  house  on  die  bordeis 
of  thefafest. 

In  a  few  momentB  afterwaid.  Bah,  hanng 
eaught  Bettys'  horae^  which  was  cropping  the 
herbage  near,  threw  himself  into  die  saddle, 
made  the  best  of  his  way  back  to  Sdieoectadj, 
got  a  fresh  nag,  and  hurried  with  aU  speed  to 
the  HawksnesL 
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CHAPTER  VL 


THE   TRIAL. 


"  Lar0€lano,    Who  would  have  thought  that  one  so 

widely  trusted, 
A  hero  in  our  wars,  one  who  has  borne 
Honours  unnumbered  from  the  generous  state, 
Could  prove  himself  a  murderer  ? 

Padoero.    We  must  look 
More  closely  ere  we  judge — 

Be  it  ours  to  weigh 
Prooft  and  defence.     We  may  not  spill  the  blood 
Of  senators  precipitately,  hor  keep 
The  axe  from  the  guilty,  though  it  strike  the  noblest/ 

Mrs.  Ellbt. 


»» 


At  this  distant  day,  when  we  can  calmly  review 
all  the  facts  which  led  to  Max  Greyslaer's  being 
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pot  upoD  trial  for  his  life,  there  would  hardly 
seem  to  be  solBdent  evideiice  against  him  eren 
to  naiiaat  the  indictment  under  which  he  was 
tried.  It  must  be  reconectedy  however,  that 
the  ibice  of  drcnmstaiftial  evidence  is  always 
Boch  enhanced  by  the  state  of  public  ojunioo 
at  die  time  it  is  adduced  against  a  culprit ;  nor 
sfaoold  we,  whose  minds  are  wholly  unbiassed 
by  die  fiefce  political  prejudices  which  clouded 
die  judgment  and  warped  the  opinions  of  men 
in  those  excited  times,  pass  upon  their  actions 
without  making  many  charitable  aUowances  for 
die  condition  of  things  which  prompted  those 


The  demency  which  the  noble-hearted  La- 
fenftiie — ^who,  being  then  in  charge  of  the  nordi- 
eni  department  of  the  army  of  the  United 
States,  had  his  headquarters  at  Albany— the 
demency  wluch  this  right-minded  leader  and 
statesman  exercised  toward  Walter  Bradsbawe^ 
by  ameliorating  the  rigours  of  his  confinement, 
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and  even  (if  tradition  may  be  believed)  pennit- 
ting  him  to  be  present  at  his  levees,  affords 
sufficient  proof  how  public  opinion  may  be  per- 
verted in  favour  of  a  criminal  by  the  subtle  arts 
and  indefatigable  labours  of  a  zealous  faction 
working  in  his  behalf.  If  one  so  keenly  alive 
to  everything  that  was  just  and  honourable  as 
Lafayette,  could  be  blinded  as  to  the  real  cha- 
racter and  deserts  of  a  detected  spy  like  Brad^ 
shawe,  is  it  wonderful  that  the  intrigues  of  the 
same  faction  which  reprieved  his  name  from 
present  infamy,  should  for  the  time  awaken 
the  popular  clamour  against  the  besotted  ad- 
mirer of  a  woman  whose  fair  fame  was  already 
blasted  by  its  association  with  that  of  an  Indian 
paramour? 

How  far  the*  grand  jury  which  returned  the 
indictment  against  Greyslaer  were  influenced 
by  that  clamour,  and  what  underhand  share 
the  great  portion  of  its  members  may  have  had 
in  first  raising  it,  we  shall  not  now  say.     Those 


vkh  dieir  deeds^  wbedier  of  good  orefili 
aD  puMd  nmy  firom  die  eaidi ;  it  is  not 
utj  to  sit  in  jodgmeDt  opoo  dieni  here, 
it  ttfifitfjujf  for  OS  to  examine  into  the 
ise&Bgs  and  piincipiesy  wbedier  honest  or  odle^ 
vise*  br  vUdi  those  deeds  were  actuated. 

Something  is  dne^  howeter,  to  the  lea&B% 
111^5  of  Albanjy  who  allowed  the  issue  of  Gfe 
and  death  to  he  joined  under  die  circsmstaiices 
whidi  we  haTe  detailed.  Something  to  exteoo- 
ate  the  eoU  indiffierence  with  which  they 
appear  to  hare  permitted  the  {wooeedings  to  be 
hurried  ibrward,  and  the  life  and  character  of 
one  of  their  own  members^  not  whoDy  unknown 
far  his  patziodc  serficea^  to  he  thus  jeoparded : 
andy  happihr,  their  oondoct  upon  the  occasion 
is  so  easilj  exfdained,  that  a  very  few  words 
will  possess  die  reader  of  ererj^tiung  we  bare  to 
saj  upon  die  subject. 

The  horrid  crime  of  assassination  was  in  those 
days  of  diil  discord  but  too  axnmon,  while  each 
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party,  as  is  well  known,  attempted  to  throw 
the  stigma  of  encouraging  such  enormities  upon 
the  other.  The  life  of  Greneral  Schuyler,  of 
Counsellor  Taylor,  and  of  several  other  Whig 
dignitaries  of  the  province  of  New  York,  had 
been  repeatedly  attempted ;  and  when  the  out- 
rage was  charged  upon  the  Tory  leaders,  their 
reply  was  ever,  that  these  were  only  retaliatory 
measures  for  similar  cruelties  practised  by  the 
Patriot  party ;  though  the  cold-blooded  murder 
of  a  gallant  and  regretted  British  officer  by  a 
wild  bush^fighter  on  the  northern  frontier  was 
the  only  instance  of  this  depravity  that  is  now 
on  record  against  the  Republicans.  Still,  as 
the  Whigs  had  always  claimed  to  foe  zealous 
supporters  of  all  the  laws  which  flow  from  a  free 
constitution,  they  were  galled  by  this  charge  of 
their  opponents;  and  the  desire  to  wipe  off 
the  imputation  from  themselves,  and  fix  the 
stigma  where  alone  it  should  attach,  rendered 
them  doubly  earnest  in  seeking  to  bring  an  of^ 

N  5 
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fender  of  dieir  own  party  to  justice.  Tbey 
were  eager  to  prove  to  the  country  that  they 
were  warriogagiunet  deapoHam,  and  not  agunst 
law ;  and  that,  wherever  the  Whig  party  were 
sufficiently  in  the  ascendent  to  regulate  the 
'  operation  of  the  laws,  they  should  be  enforced 
with  the  most  impartial  rigour  against  all  of- 
fenders. In  the  present  instance,  these  rigid 
upholders  of  jusUce,  as  old  Bait  the  hunter  used 
afterward  to  say,  **  stood  so  striught  that  theg 
rayther  slanted  backwards." 

The  appearance  of  Greyslaer  upon  the  event 
ful  morning  of  bis  trial  was  remembered  long 
afterward  by  more  than  one  of  the  many  females 
who  crowded  the  court-room  on  the  occadoo; 
but  when  long  yeats  and  the  intervention  of 
many  a  stirring  theme  among  the  subsequent 
scenes  of  the  Revoludon  bad  mode  hia  stor; 
nearly  forgotten,  the  antiquated  dame  who 
flourished  at  that  day  would  still  describe  to 
her  youthful  hearers  the  exact  appearance  of 
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<<  young  Major  Max,**'  as  his  form  emerged 
from  the  crowd,  which  gave  way  on  either  side, 
while  he  strode  forward  to  take  his  place  in  the 
prisoner's  box. 

The  gray  travelling  suit  in  which  he  came  to 
Albany,  and  which  he  now  worci  offering  no 
military  attraction  to  dazzle  the  eye,  the  first 
appearance  of  the  prisoner  disappointed  many  a 
fair  gazer,  who  had  fully  expected  to  see  the 
victim  of  justice  decked  out  with  all  the  insignia 
of  his  rank  as  a  major  in  the  Continental  army. 
But  his  closely-fitting  riding-dress  revealed  the 
full  proportions  of  his  tall  and  manly  figure  far 
better,  perhaps,  than  would  the  loose  habili- 
ments, whose  broad  skirts  and  deep  flaps  give 
such  an  air  of  travestie  to  the  unsoldier-like 
uniforms  of  that  soldierly  day.  And  the  most 
critical  of  the  giddy  lookers-on  acknowledged 
that  it  would  be  a  pity  that  the  dark-bcown 
locks,  which  floated  loosely  upon  the  shoulders 
of  the  handsome  culprit,  should  have  been  cued 


^  and  pOiidBcd  afker  die  faOuaa  whid  our 
R>«lHiBnT  knes  eopied  from  the  mltv; 
cmaae  «f  Ae  great  Fredenc.  But.  however 
^^  niCae  tnfititanl  deUib  may  intenat 
utmK,  we  ac  d««ffiiig  perii^H  too  minatdf 
apMB  ik^  9itM  maUtn  of  audi  tfariDing  mo- 


ns  of  the  (ml  weie 
(oacnd  mpim.  it  «as  atHerred  by  the  officers  of 
Stf  cta^i  tbn  the  prisoog  at  the  bar  eeemed 
«3k£t  iMf  uiidtd  vitfa  eouitsel ;  and  the  pre- 
n±ae  3"^^^  gfaaciiK  toward  an  emiorat  advo- 
eaegi.  «atd  about  to  eaggest  to  Major  Giej- 
sbrr  tbat  has  Aikatx  had  better  be  iotnisUd 
V  a  Bcre  experienoed  penon  than  himselt 
Catjiiaer  raec^  thanked  him  for  his  baU^uttered 
ec^ne*y.  and  Unified  that  he  had  already  n- 
SBsaed  dw  pcnoasioas  of  the  few  friends  wbo 
w«pr  fi«cBt  Id  adopt  the  coutse  which  wis  » 
V^-m^  Tmrmnr* :  bul  that  be  was  determimd 
iMi  BO  mfnr  bat  his  own  should  be  used  [o 
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extricate  him  from  the  painful  situation  in  which 
he  was  placed.  His  story  was  a  plain  one; 
and,  when  once  told,  he  should  throw  himself 
upon  Grod  and  his  country  for  an  honourable 
acquittaL 

The  words  were  few,  and  the  tone  in  which 
the  prisoner  spoke  was  so  low,  that  nothing  but 
the  profound  silence  of  the  place,  and  the  clear, 
silvery  utterance  of  the  speaker,  permitted  them 
to  be  audible.  Yet  they  were  heard  in  the  re- 
motest comer  of  that  crowded  court;  and  the 
impression  upon  the  audience  was  singularly 
striking,  considering  the  common-place  purport 
which  those  few  words  conveyed. 

There  is,  however,  about  some  men,  a  charac-^ 
ter  of  refinement)  that  carries  a  charm  with  it  in 
their  slightest  actions.  It  is  not  that  mere  ab- 
sence of  all  vulgarity,  which  may  be  allowed  to 
constitute  the  negative  gentleman,  but  a  positive 
spiritual  influence,  which  impresses,   more  or 
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less,  even  the  coarsest  iiutures  with  which  thpy 
are  brought  in  conuct 

Max  Greyslaer  was  one  of  the  fortunate  few 
who  have  possessed  this  rare  gift  of  nature,  and 
its  exercise  availed  htm  now;  for,  ere  he  re- 
sumed his  seat,  every  one  present  felt,  as  if  by 
instinct,  that  it  was  impossible  for  that  man  to 
be  guilty  of  the  brutal  crime  of  murdsr ! 

The  trial  proceetled.  The  jury  were  impa- 
nelled without  delay,  for  there  was  no  one  to 
challenge  them  in  behalf  of  the  prisoner ;  and  he 
seemed  strangely  indifferent  as  to  the  prelimi- 
nary steps  of  his  trial.  The  distinguished  gen- 
tleman who  at  that  time  filled  the  office  of 
attorney-general  for  the  state  of  New  York,  was 
absent  upon  official  duty  in  another  district. 
But  hii  place  was  supplied  by  one  of  the  ablest 
members  of  the  Albany  bar,  who,  though  he  had 
no  professional  advocate  to  oppose  him,  opened 
his  cause  with  a  degree  of  cautiousness  which 
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proved  his  respect  for  the  forensic  talents  of  the 
prisoner  at  the  bar.  His  exordium,  indeed, 
which  was  conceived  with  great  address,  con- 
sisted chiefly  of  a  complimentary  tribute  to  those 
talents;  and  he  dwelt  so  happily  upon  the 
mental  accomplishments  of  the  gentleman  against 
whom  a  most  unpleasant  public  duty  had  now 

« 

arrayed  his  own  feeble  powers,  that  Greyslaer 
was  not  only  made  to  appear  a  sort  of  intellec- 
tual giant,  who  could  cleave  his  way  through 
any  meshes  of  the  law ;  but  the  patriotic  cha- 
racter, the  valuable  military  services,  and  all 
the  endearing  personal  qualities  of  the  prisoner, 
which  might  have  enlisted  public  sympathy  in 
his  favour,  were  lost  sight  of  in  the  bright  but 
icy  renown  which  was  thrown  around  his  mental 
abilities. 

In  a  word,  the  prisoner  was  made  to  appear 
as  a  man  who  needed  neither  aid,  counsel,  nor 
sympathy  from  any  one  present;  and  the  jury 
were  adroitly  put  on   their  guard  against  the 


ADfial  deface  af  ow  so  able,  tfaak  nodung  but 
the  cxeeUmce  of  his  eaase  «oaU  here  induced 
the  •pMker,  mdi  all  tfae  |wirfiwiii«nl  experience 
of  a  life  p— ed  chitlh  in  the  eoorts  of  mnunil 
lav.  n>  cope  vkfa  lum.  He  (die  coonsel  far  the 
prasceanaa)  vould,  m  fact,  have  caDed  far  boom 
■  iiiiimii  IB  bis  own  moat  (fifienit  task,  in  order 
chat  the  BajeRT  of  dte  h«s  night  be  asaerted 
by  some  bor  ckiqiieit  eenant  of  dw  people 
than  hiattell  bot  dtat  some  of  his  loost  emineDt 
buttaeu  at  Ae  har,  apoo  wbom  be  cfai^y  relied, 
wtne  afasest  from  die  dtv ;  and  dtoccb  the  evi- 
(knce  acunst  the  pnsoner  was  so  plain  that  be 
«bi>  nuts  BUT  read,  ttuil  his  doir  vas  50  tcit 
pam&L  diat  he  Mt  be  micbi  not  set  fanfa  thu 
cndeaee  «iih  the  saac  fane  and  cirrcmspee- 
OOB  dkX  m^t  attend  his  eflwts  coder   less 

Haviu  faceecded  thin  in  efieetinf  a  eon- 
piece  Rvofaition  as  to  ifae  di&fat  grounds  oc- 
ci^ied  br  hiaself  and  die  luJbrtaBate   Max. 
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the  wily  kwyer  entered  more  boldly  into  his 
subject.  And  if  Greyslaer,  who  as  yet  had 
hardly  surmised  the  drift  of  his  discourse, 
blushed  at  the  compliments  which  had  been 
paid  to  his  understanding,  he  now  reddened 
with  indignation  as  the  cunning  tongue  of  de- 
traction became  busy  with  his  character;  but 
his  ire  instantly  gave  way  to  contempt  when  the 
popular  pleader  came  to  a  part  of  his  speech  in 
which,  with  an  ill-judged  reliance  upon  the 
sordid  prejudices  of  his  hearers,  he  had  the 
audacity  to  attempt  rousing  their  political  feel- 
ings by  painting  the  young  soldier  as  by  birth 
and  feeling  an  arisiocrat,  the  son  and  repre- 
sentative of  a  courtier  colonel,  who  in  his  life-> 
time  had  always  acted  with  the  patrician  party 
in  the  colony.  The  allusion,  which  formed  the 
climax  of  a  well-turned  period,  brought  Grey- 
slaer  instantly  to  his  feet ;  and  he  stretched  out 
his  arm  as  if  about  to  interrupt  the  speaker. 
But  his  look  of  proud  resentment  changed  sud- 
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denly  into  one  of  utter  scorn  as  fae  glanced 
BrouDd  the  court  His  equanimity  at  once 
returned  to  him;  and  he  resumed  bis  plane, 
uttering  only,  in  a  calm  voice,  the  words,  «  Yon 
may  go  on,  sir." 

The  shrewd  lawyer  became  ^illy  aware  of  lui 
mistake  from  the  suppressed  murmur  which 
pervaded  the  room  before  he  could  resuine. 
He  had,  by  these  few  last  words,  undone  ill 
that  he  had  previously  effected.  He  bad  caused 
every  one  present  to  remember  who  and  what 
the  prisoner  was,  up  to  the  very  moment  when 
he  stood  here  upon  trial  for  his  life. 

The  experienced  advocate  did  not,  however, 
attempt  to  eat  his  words,  or  flounder  back  to  the 
safe  ground  he  had  so  incautiously  left,  but 
hurried  on  to  the  next  brant^  of  the  subject  u 
quickly  ae  possible;  and  now  came  Uie  most 
torturing  moment  for  Greyslaer.  The  speaker 
dropped  his  voice  to  tones  of  mystic  solemnity ; 
and  almost  whispering,  as  if  he  feared  the  veiy 
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walls  might  echo  the  hideous  tale  he  had  to  tell 
if  spoken  louder,  thrilled  the  ears  of  all  pre- 
sent with  the  relation  of  the  monstrous  loves 
of  AUda  and  Isaac  Brant,  even  as  the  foul  lips 
of  Bradshawe  had  first  retailed  the  scandal. 

The  cold  drops  stood  upon  the  brow  of  Grey- 
slaer ;  and  as  the  low,  impassioned,  and  most 
eloquent  tones  of  the  speaker  crept  into  his 
ears,  he  listened  shuddering.  Fain  would  he 
have  shut  up  his  senses  against  the  sounds  that 
were  distilled  like  blistering  dew  upon  them,  but 
his  feculty  of  hearing  seemed  at  once  sharpened 
and  fixed  with  the  same  involuntary  intenseness 
which  rivets  the  gaze  of  the  spell-bound  bird 
upon  its  serpent-charmer.  And  when  the 
speaker  again  paused,  he  drew  the  long  breath 
which  the  chest  of  the  dreamer  will  heave  when 
some  horrid  fiction  of  the  night  uncoils  itself 
from  his  labouring  fancy. 

The  advocate  ventured  then  to  return  once 
more  to  the  character  of  the  prisoner  himself 
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ere  he  ckised  this  moat  unhappy  history.  He 
DOW,  thoaghi  only  spoke  of  bim  as  the  lucktesa 
victim  of  an  artful  and  most  abandoned  woman. 
But  he  had  not  come  there,  he  eud,  to  deplore 
the  degradation  which,  amid  the  unguarded 
passions  of  youth,  might  oTortake  a  mind  of 
virtue's  richest  and  noblest  promisa  Tbe 
public  weal,  alas- 1  imposed  upon  him,  and  upm 
the  intelligent  gentlemen  who  composed  the 
jury  before  bim,  a  far  sterner  duty — a  duty 
which,  painful  as  it  was,  must  still  be  rigidly, 
impartially  ftilfilled.  And  no  matter  what  acci- 
dents of  fortune  may  have  surrounded  tbe  pri- 
soner— no  matter  what  pleading  associations, 
connected  with  his  youth  and  his  name,  migfat 
interpose  themselves — no  matter  what  sorrowfiil 
regrets  must  mingle  with  the  righteous  verdict 
the  evidence  would  compel  them  to  give  in,  they 
were  answerable  alike  to  God  and  their  country 
for  that  which  they  should  this  day  record  as 
the  ^ru/A. 
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The  testimoDy,  as  we  have  already  detailed  it, 
was  then  entered  into ;  and  as  the  reader  is  in 
possession  of  the  evidence,  it  need  ^  not  be  reca- 
pitulated here. 

Greyslaer  seemed  to  have  no  questions  to 
put  in  cross-examination  of  the  witnesses  for  the 
prosecution,  and  this  part  of  the  proceedings 
was  soon  disposed  of.  The  impression  made  by 
the  testimony  was  so  strong,  that  the  prosecut- 
ing attorney  scarcely  attempted  to  enforce  it 
by  any  comments ;  and  now  the  prisoner  for  the 
first  time  opened  his  lips  in  his  own  defence. 

"  I  come  not  here,"  said  Greyslaer,  **  to 
struggle  for  a  life  which  is  valueless;  and 
though  there  are  flaws  in  the  evidence  just  given 
which  the  plain  story  I  might  tell  would,  I  think, 
soon  make  apparent  to  all  who  hear  me,  I  am 
willing  to  abide  by  the  testimony  as  it  stands.  I 
mean,"  said  he,  with  emphasis,  *'  the  testimony 
immediately  relating  to  the  transaction  which 
has  placed  me  where  I  am.    Bui^  regardless  as 


1  may  be  of  the  issues  of  this  trial  as  regwdi 
myself  there  is  another  implicated  in  its  results 
whom  that  gentleman — I  thank  him  for  the 
kindness,  though  (Sod  knovs  be  little  meant  it 
as  such — has  given  me  the  of^rtunity  of  viniS- 
cating  before  the  community  where  she  has  been 
BO  cruelly  maligned.  Death  for  me  has  no 
terrors,  the  scaffold  no  shame,  if  the  proceedings 
by  which  I  perish  shall  providentially,  in  tbor 
progress,  make  fully  clear  her  innocence." 

The  counsel  for  the  prosecution  here  rosc^ 
and  suggested  that  the  unfortunate  prisoner 
had  better  keep  to  the  matter  immediately  be- 
fore the  court  He  saw  no  necessity  for  making 
'  a  double  issue  in  a  trial,  Sic  &c.  The  epecta- 
tors,  who  were  already  impressed  by  the  few 
words  which  Greyslaer  had  uttered,  murmured 
audibly  at  the  interruption.  But  Max  on); 
noticed  the  rudeness  by  a  cold  bow  to  the  op- 
posite party,  as,  still  addressing  the  cour^  be 
strai^tway  resumed. 
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^  The  learned  advocate,  who  has  given  such 
signal  proofs  of  his  zeal  and  his  ability  in  this 
da/s  trial,  has  directed  his  chief  efforts  to  prove  a 
sufficient  motive  for  the  commission  of  the  act 
with  which  I  am  charged.  In  the  attempt  to 
accomplish  this,  the  name  of  a  most  unfortunate 
lady  has  been  dragged  before  a  public  court  in 
a  manner  not  less  cruel  than  revolting.  I  have 
a  right  to  disprove,  if  I  ^  can,  the  motive  thus 
alleged  to  criminate  me ;  and  the  vindication  of 
that  lady's  £ame  is  thus  inseparably  connected 
with  my  own.  But  to  wipe  off  the  aspersions 
on  her  character,  I  must  have  time  to  send  for 
the  necessary  documents.  The  court  will  rea- 
dily believe  that  I  could  never  have  anticipated 
the  mode  in  which  this  prosecution  has  been 
conducted,  and  will  not,  thereforci  think  I  pre- 
sume upon  its  lenity  in  asking  for  a  suspension 
of  the  trial  for  two  days  only.'' 

The  court  looked  doubtingly  at  the  counsel 
for  the  state,  but  seemed  not  indisposed  to 
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as  deaf  to  the  appeal  of  truth  as  she  is  painted 
blind  to  the  influence  of  favour  ?  Sir,  sir,  J 
warn  you  how  you  this  day  wield  the  authority 
with  which  you  sit  there  invested.  You,  sir,  are 
but  the  servant  of  the  people ;  and  I,  though 
standing  here  accused  of  felony,  am  still  one 
of  the  people  themselves,  until  a  jury  of  my 
peers  has  passed  upon  my  character.  An  hour 
since,  and  irregular,  violent,  and  most  unjust  as 
I  knew  these  precipitate  proceedings  to  be — an 
hour  since,  and  I  was  willing  to  abide  by  their 
result,  whatever  fatality  to  me  might  attend  it. 
I  cared  not,  recked  not  for  the  issue.  But  I 
have  now  a  new  motive  for  resisting  the  doom 
which  it  seems  predetermined  shall  be  pro- 
nounced upon  me:  a  duty  to  perform  to  my 
country,  which  is  far  more  compulsory  than  any 
I  might  owe  to  myself.  Sir,  you  cannot,  you 
shall  not,  you  dare  not  thus  sacrifice  me.  It  is 
the  judicial  murder  of  an  American  citizen 
against  which  I  protest     I  denounce  that  man 

VOL.  III.  o 
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as  the  instrument  of  a  political  bctioa,  bortiie 
to  this  government^  and  plotthig  tfae  deatnie- 
tioD  of  one  of  its  officera.  I  chai^  joa,  ar, 
with  uding  and  abetting  in  s  conspinGy  to  tab 
away  my  life.  I  call  upon  you  to  produce  tiw 
evidence  that  Walter  Bndahawe  ta  not  jat 
living.  I  assert  that  that  man  and  bis  friends 
know  well  that  lie  has  not  fallea  by  my  baodi, 
and  that  tHey,  the  subtle  and  traitorous  moveis 
of  this  daring  prosecution,  have  withdrawn  him 
for  a  season  only  to  effect  my  ruin.  Let  the 
clerk  swear  the  counsel  for  the  prosecution ;  I 
demand  him  to  take  bis  place  on  that  stand  as 
my  first  witness  in  this  cause." 

The  effect  of  thb  brief  and  bold  appeal  upon 
every  one  present  was  perfectly  aatouodiqg.  Its 
influence  in  our  time  can  only  be  appredated 
by  remembering  bow  generally  the  taint  of  dis- 
affection attadwd  to  the  upper  classes  of  sode^ 
io  tbe  province  of  New  York,  aod  how  wilberiitg 
to  character  was  tbe  charge  of  Toryism,  unleet 
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the  saspicion  could  be  instafitly  wiped  away. 
It  would  seem,  too-^though  Greyelaer  had  only 
rentured  upon  this  desperate  ^ort  to  turn  the 
tables  upon  his  persecutors  in  momentary  sub- 
pidon  that  he  was  un&irly  dealt  with< — ^it  would 
seem  that  there  was  really  some  foundation  for 
the  charge  of  secret  disaffection  which  he  so 
boldly  launched  against  bis  wily  foe.  For  the 
lawyer  turned  as  pale  as  death  at  the  words 
with  which  the  speech  of  Max  concluded;  and 
he  leaned  over  and  whispered  to  the  judge 
with  a  degree  of  agitation  which  was  so  evi- 
dent to  every  one  «4io  looked  on,  that  Ms  altered 
demeanour  had  the  most  unfavourable  effect 
for  the  cause  of  the  prosecution.  What  he 
said  was  inaudible,  but  its  purport  might  rea- 
dily be  surmised  from  the  bendi  announcing, 
after  a  brief  colloquy,  ^^  that  the  prisoner  was 
in  deep  error  in  8i^)posing  that  the  counsel  for 
the  prosecution  was  animated  by  any  feeling  of 
personal   hostility  toward  hiuL    That  learned 
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gentlwi wi  had  only  attempted  to  perfixm  the 
pHiifiil  dotf  wtucfa  bvl  derolTed  on  Um,  to 
the  best  of  las  abiHtf  ,  as  tbe  representatira  of 
a  pubGe  ofieer  dov  afaamt,  wtw  was  an  imii»- 
fitte  iinant  of  the  pe(qil&  As  an  hidiTidtul 
■er^T  die  knovn  benercdeiKe  of  that  gentle- 
Baa  «oald  indDce  Ism  to  widi  erery  indalgooe 
granted  to  Ae  priaooer;  aod,  even  in  his  pre- 
sent capacity,  be  bad  but  now  interceded  with 
die  bench  for  a  sttspoi^oa  of  the  trial,  until 
time  nigfat  be  given  fm*  the  production  of  tbe 
docWDOits  wluch  die  accused  deemed  essendil 
to  his  AeSencc  TYte  court  itself  was  grieved  to 
tlunk  that  tbe  [wisaDer  at  the  bar  bad  forteitMl 
all  title  to  such  indolgence  by  the  unbeconiing 
langiiage  be  had  just  used  in  questioning  tbe 
Eumese  with  which  it  came  to  sit  upon  this 
trial;  hot  die  ntnation  of  .the  priaooer,  his 
loemer  patriotic  anrtces,  and  bis  general  mo- 
deration  of  character,  must  plead  in  excuaiog 
diis  casual  outtweak  of  his  CeelingB,  if  no  int»- 
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tional  indignity  or  disrespect  to  the  court  was 
intended.  These  documents,  however,  it  is 
supposed,  will  be  forthcoming  as  soon  as " 

**  Jist  as  soon,  yere  honour — axing  yere  ho- 
nour's pardon — jist  as  soon  as  those  powdered 
fellows  with  long  white  poles  in  their  hands 
will  make  room  for  a  chap  to  get  through 
this  tamal  biling  o*  people  and  come  up  to  yon- 
der table.*' 

**  Make  way  there,  officer,  for  that  red-faced 
man  with  a  bald  head,  who  is  holding  up  those 
papers  over  the  heads  of  the  crowd  at  the  door," 
cried  the  good-natured  judge  to  the  tipstaff,  the 
moment  he  discovered  the  source  whence  came 
the  unceremonious  interruption. 

**  Stand  aside,  will  ye,  manny  ?"*  said  Bait, 
now  elbowing  his  way  boldly  through  the  crowd ; 
'*  don't  ye  see  it's  the  judge  himself  there  that 
wants  me  ?  Haven't  ye  kept  me  long  enough 
here,  bobbing  up  and  down  to  catch  the  eye  of 
the  major  ?     Make  way,  I  say,  feller-citerzens. 
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rm  blow'd  if  I  wouldn't  M  Hef  mn  tbe  gauntkt 
through  u  many  wild  Injuns.  Lor !  how  pcA; 
hot  it  is  !"  coDcludid  tbe  countrTman,  wi]Nng 
his  brow  as  he  got  at  last  witbin  the  ruUog 
which  Burrounded  tbe  bar. 

"  Come,  come,  ny  good  fellow,"  said  tbe 
judge,  "  I  saw  you  holding  up  some  p^ms  juit 
now  at  the  door ;  why  don't  you  produce  them, 
and  tell  us  where  they  came  from  7" 

"  Came  fiwm?  Why,  where  else  but  out  of 
the  brass  beaufet  where  I  placed  *em  myself 
I  should  like  to  know  t  and  where  I  found 
this  pocketbook  of  the  major's,  which  I  thought 
it  might  be  well  to  bring  along  with  me, 
seeing  I  had  to  break  the  lock,  and  it  might, 
therefore,  be  no  longer  safe  where  I  fonnd 
it" 

"  The  pocketbook  !  That  contains  the  rer; 
paper  I  want,"  cried  Greyslaer. 

**  1  doesn't  hold  all  oo  *em  youM  like  to  see^ 
though,  I  guess,  major,"  said  Bait,  handing  him 
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a  packet,  which  Max  straightway  opened  before 
turaiDg  to  the  pocketbook,  and  ran  his  eye  over 
the  papers : 

<*  Memorandum  of  a  release  granted  by 
Henry  Fenton  to  the  heirs  o^  &c.;  notes  of 
lands  sold  by  H.  F.  in  township  No.  7,  range 
east,  &c.  &c.  f  muttered  Max ;  and  then  added 
aloud,  ^  these  appear  to  be  merely  some  private 
papers  of  the  late  Mr.  Fenton,  with  which  I 
have  no  concern ;  but  here  is  a  document — ^ 
said  fae^  opening  the  pocketbook. 

**  One  moment,  one  moment,  major,"  cried 
Bait,  anxiously ;  <^  I  can't  read  written-hand,  so 
I  brought  *em  all  to  ye  to  pick  out  from ;  but  I 
mistrust  it  must  be  there  if  you  look  carefully, 
for  I  made  out  the  word  Max,  with  a  big  G 
after  it,  when  I  first  took  those  papers  from  the 
clothes  of  Mr.  Fenton."* 

Greyslaer  turned  over  the  papers  again  with 
a  keener  interest,  and  the  next  moment  read 
aloud : 
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*'  In  the  matter  of  Derrick  De  Roob,  jutiiDT, 
and  Annatie,  the  Indian  woman ;  deposition  u 
to  the  parentage  of  Guise,  or  Goiabert,  their 
child,  bom  out  of  wedlock,  taken  before  Henry 
Fenton,  justice  of  the  peace,  &c.,  certified 
copy,  to  be  deposited  with  Max  Greyslaer, 
Esquire,  in  testimony  of  the  claim  which  the 
said  child  might  have  upon  bis  care  and  pro- 
tection, as  the  near  friend  and  ward  of  Derrick 
de  RooB,  senior,  who,  while  living,  fully  ac- 
knowledged such  claim,  in  expiation  of  the  mis- 
deeds of  his  son. 

"  Witness,  Henry  Fenton." 
"  N.B. — The  mother  of  the  child  has,  with 
her  infant,  disappeared  from  the  country  since 
this  deposition  was  taken.  She  is  believed, 
however,  to  be  still  living  among  the  Pray- 
ing Indians  of  St.  Regis  upon  the  Canada 
border. 

"  H.  F.'- 
The  deposition,   whose  substance  was  given 
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in  this  endorsement,  need  not  be  here  reca- 
pitulated ;  and  the  reader  is  already  in  posses- 
sion of  the  letter  from  Bettys  to  Bradsbawe, 
sufficiently  explaining  their  first  abduction  of 
Miss  De  Roos,*  which  letter  Greyslaer  straight- 
way produced  fi:om  the  pocketbook,  and  read 
aloud  in  open  court  The  strong  emotions 
which  the  next  instant  overwhelmed  him  as  he 
sank  back  into  bis  seat,  prevented  Max  from 
adding  any  comment  to  this  unanswerable  tes- 
timony, which  so  instantly  wiped  every  blot  from 
the  fair  fame  of  his  betrothed. 

As  for  Bait,  he  only  folded  his  arms,  and 
looked  sternly  around  to  see  if  one  doubtmg 
look  could  be  found  among  that  still  assem- 
blage; but  the  next  moment,  as  he  rightfully 
interpreted  the  respectful  silence  which  per- 
vaded the  place,  he  buried  his  face  in  his  hat, 
to  hide  the  tears  which  burst  from  his  eyes, 
and  coursed  down  his  rude  and  furrowed  cheeks. 

*  See  chap.  vii.  book  iv» 

o  5 
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The  counsel  (or  the  proseculioD — who,  «idi 
an  air  of  courtoey  and  feeling,  at  once  admittsd 
the  authentidty  of  these  documents — was  Ate 
first  that  broke  the  stillness  of  the  scene.  And 
his  roice  rose  bo  muncally  soft  in  a  beaatifal 
eulogium  upon  the  much  injured  lady,  wfaoee 
story  had  for  the  moment  concentrated  eveiy 
interest,  that  his  eloquence  was  worthy  of  a  fiu 
better  heart  than  his ;  but,  gradually  dianging 
the  drift  of  his  discourse,  be  brought  it  badi 
once  more  to  the  prisoner,  and  reniinded  the 
jury  that  the  Bubstantial  part  of  the  eridence 
upon  which  he  had  been  arrugned  was  u 
forcible  as  ever.  The  motives  for  Bradshawe'i 
destruction  at  the  hands  of  the  accused  was 
proved  even  more  strongly  than  before^  'Hiere 
was  no  man  present  but  must  feel  that  (be 
prisoner  had  been  driven  to  vengeance  by 
temptation  such  as  the  human  heart  could 
scarcely  resist.  Bu^  deep  as  most  be  oor 
horror  at  Bradshawe's  viUany,  and  painfully  as 
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we  must  sjnoDpathise  with  the  betrothed  husband 
of  that  cruelly  outraged  lady,  there  was  still  a 
duty  to  perform  to  the  law.  The  circumstances 
which  had  been  proved  might  induce  the  gen- 
tlemen of  the  jury  to  recommend  the  prisoner 
to  the  executive  for  some  mitigation  of  a  mur- 
derer's punishment,  but  they  could  not  other- 
wise affect  the  verdict  which  it  was  their  stem 
and  sworn  duty  to  render* 

**  And  you  don^t  mean  to  let  the  major  go, 
arter  all  7^  said  Bait,  addressing  himself  to  the 
lawyer,  with  little  show  of  respect,  as  the  latter 
concluded  his  harangue. 

<^  Silence,  sir,  silence ;  take  your  seat,"  said  a 
tipstaff,  touching  Bait  on  the  shoulder. 

^^  And  why  haven't  I  as  good  a  right  to  speak 
here  as  that  smooth-tongued  chap. 

^  You  must  keep  silence^  my  worthy  fellow,'*^ 
said  the  judge*  <*  I  shall  be  compelled  to  order 
an  officer  to  remove  you,  if  you  interrupt  the 
proceedings  by  speaking  again." 
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"  But  1  will  Bpeak  again,"  said  Bait,  slapping 
his  hat  iudigaantly  upon  the  table,  "  I  say, 
you  MUter  Clark  there,  take  the  Bible  and 
qualify  me.  I'm  going  into  that  witnesees^  boi. 
You  had  better  find  out  whether  Wat  Brad- 
shawe  is  dead  or  no,  before  you  hang  the  major 
for  killing  on  him,'' 

But  the  relation  which  Bait  had  to  give  is 
too  important  to  come  in  at  the  close  of  a  chap- 
ter, and  it  may  interest  the  reader  sufficiently 
to  have  it  detailed  with  somewhat  more  con- 
tinuity than  it  was  now  disclosed  by  the  worthy 
woodsman. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


THE   CONCLUSION. 


■*  And  tbu>  it  WM  with  her. 
The  gifted  and  tbe  loTely — 
And  jei  ODce  more  tb«  Htength 
Of  a  high  soul  anstsiDa  her ;  in  that  hour 
She  triumphs  in  her  ftme,  that  he  may  hear 
Her  name  with  honoui. 

0  let  the  peace 
OrthiiBweet  hourbehen!" 

Lucy  Hoofuu 

Leaving  Bait  to  tell  tbe  court  in  his  own  «ray 
tire  particulars  of  his  first  encounter  in  tbe 
forest,  we  will  take  up  his  story  firom  the  mo- 
ment when  the  broken  revelation  of  tbe  wounded 
Bet^  prompted  the  woodsman  to  hurry  back 
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the  warning  came  too  late.  They  were  heard 
of  at  one  settlement,  when  they  had  already 
slaughtered  the  men,  carried  off  the  women  and 
children,  and  burned  another ;  and,  indeed,  so 
rapid  were  their  operations,  that  the  presence 
of  these  destroyers  was  felt  at  a  dozen  different 
points  almost  simultaneously.  They  were  first 
seen  in  their  strength  near  Fort  Hunter ;  they 
desolated  the  farmhouses  between  there  and 
**  Fonda's  Bush,*"  swept  the  remote  settlements 
upon  either  side  of  their  northern  progress, 
and  finally  disappeared  at  the  ^  Fbh-house"  on 
the  Sacondaga. 

The  historian  seems  to  have  preserved  no 
trace  of  their  being  anywhere  resisted,  so  as- 
tounding was  the  suprise  of  the  country  people 
at  this  daring  invasion ;  bnt  tradition  mentions 
one  instance  at  least  where  their  inroad  re- 
ceived a  fatal  check. 

Bait,  who,  as  we  have  said,  was  hurrying  to 
the  Hawksnest  to  procure  the  papers  which, 
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wlule  dealing  the  &ir  name  of  Alida,  ban  ■!• 
read;  given  so  important  a  turn  to  the  trial  of 
Oreyslaer,  inetantly  claimed  the  aid  of  Teon- 
detha  to  protect  the  proper^  of  his  friend  in 
the  present  exigence ;  and,  with  Christian  Lan-' 
nngh  and  two  or  three  others,  these  expe- 
rienced horder  warriors  threw  themselves  into 
the  roanuon,  and  prepared  to  defend  it  until 
the  storm  bad  passed  b^. 

Nor  was  the  precaution  wasted;  for  tbeir 
preparations  for  defence  were  hardly  completed, 
the  lapse  of  a  single  night  passed  away,  when, 
with  the  morrow's  dawn,  a  squad  of  Tory  riders 
was  seen  galloping  across  the  pastures  by  the 
river-side,  with  no  less  a  person  than  Walter 
Bradshawe  himself,  now  well  mounted  and  com- 
pletely armed,  riding  at  their  head.  He  barf 
fallen  in  with  these  brother  partisans  while 
trying  to  effect  his  escape  across  the  frontier, 
obtuned  the  command  of  a  dozen  of  the  most 
desperate  among  them,  and  readily  induced  his 
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followers,  by  the  hope  of  booty,  to  make  an  at- 
tack upon  the  Hawksnest.  Whether  the  belief 
that  Alida  was  still  dwelling  there  induced  him 
to  make  one  more  desperate  effort  to  seize  her 
person,  or  whether  he  only  aimed  at  striking 
some  daring  blow  ere  he  left  the  country  in 
triumph— a  blow  which  would  make  his  name  a 
name  of  terror  long  upon  that  border — it  is  now 
impossible  to  say.  But  there,  by  the  cold  light 
of  early  dawn,  Bait  soon  distinguished  him  at 
the  head  of  his  gang  of  desperadoes. 

Early  as  was  the  hour,  Teondetha  had  al- 
ready crept  out  to  scout  among  the  neighbour-, 
ing  hills ;  and  Bait,  aware  of  his  absence,  felt 
now  a  degree  of  concern  about  bis  fate  which  he. 
was  angry  at  himself  at  feeling  for  a  *^  Red-, 
skin;^'  though  somehow,  almost  unknowingly, 
he  had  learned  to  love  the  youth.  He  had,  in- 
deed,  no  apprehension  that  the  Oneida  had 
been  already  taken  by  these  more  than  savage 
men ;  but  as  the  morning  mbt,  which  rolled  up. 
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from  the  mer,  had  moBt  pndnbly  hitherto  pi«> 
▼ented  Temde^  from  MMnf  their  spproich, 
Bait  feared  that  fae  might  eaeb  moment  preaeiit 
himself  upon  Uie  kwu  in  retanimg  to  the  boose, 
and  catch  the  eye  of  Bradahaw^  foUowera  while 
ODConscioas  of  the  danger  tliat  hovend  near. 

Tlie  scene  that  followed  waa,  bowerer,  so 
quickly  over,  that  tbe  vor^  woodammi  had 
but  little  time  for  fortber  reflection. 

Bradsbawe  bad  evidently  expected  to  obtun 
possesnon  of  the  boose  before  any  of  tbe  bmily 
had  arisen,  or  warning  of  bia  approadi  was  n- 
ceived;  ant^  dividing  bis  band  as  be  neared 
the  premises,  a  part  of  his  men  circled  tbe  dwell- 
ing and  galloped  up  a  lane  whicb  woaM  lead 
them  directly  acron  tbe  lawn  toward  the  front 
door  of  tbe  house,  white  tbe  rest,  wheeling  off 
among  the  meadows,  presented  themselves  at 
the  same  time  in  the  rear. 

The  force  of  Bait  was  too  small  to  make  a 
successful  renstanoe  against  this  attack,  had  tbe 
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Tories  expected  any  opposition,  or  had  tbey 
been  determined  to  carry  the  house  even  after 
discovering  that  it  was  defended.  His  rifles 
were  so  few  in  number  that  they  were  barely 
sufficient  to  defend  one  side  of  the  house  at  a 
time ;  and,  though  both  doors  and  windows  were 
barricaded,  the  woodsman  and  his  friends  could 
not  long  have  sustuned  themselves  under  a 
simultaneous  assault  upon  each  separate  point 

Bait,  however,  did  not  long  hesitate  how  to 
receive  the  enemy ;  his  only  doubt  seemed  to 
be,  for  the  moment,  which  party  would  soonest 
come  within  reach  of  his  fire. 

^<  Kit  Lansingh,"  he  cried,  the  instant  he  saw 
the  movement  from  his  look-out  place  in  the 
gable,  *<  look  ye  from  the  front  windows,  and  see 
if  the  gate  that  opens  from  the  lane  upon  the 
lawn  be  closed  or  no.  Quick,  as  ye  love  yere 
life.  Kit.'* 

**  The  gate's  shut  They  slacken  their  pace 
— they  draw  their  bridles — they  fear  to  leap," 
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shouted  IGt  the  next  instant  in.  reply.  "  No — 
they  leap;  ah!  it''B  only  one.  of  them — Brad- 
^lave;  bnt  he  has  not  cleared  it;  the  gate 
crashes  beneath  his  horse;  his  girtfae  are 
broken  ;  and  now  they  all  dismount  to  let  tber 
horses  step  over  the  broken  bars." 

**  Enough,  enough.  Kit  Spring  now,  lads, 
to  the  back  windows^  and  eaidi  of  you  cover 
your  man  as  the  riders  from  the  meadows  come 
within  shot  But  no  !  never  mind  taking  tbero 
separately,"  cried  Bait,  as  bis  party  gained  tbe 
windows.  "  Not  yet,  not  yet ;  when  they 
double  that  comer  of  fence-  Now,  now,  as 
they  wheel,  as  they  double,  take  them  in  range. 
Are  yon  ready  ?    Let  them  kave  it." 

A  volley  from  the  bouse,  aa  Bait  spoke,  in- 
stantly emptied  several  saddles;  and  the  on- 
coming troopers,  recoiling  in  confusion  at  the 
unexpected  attack,  turned  their  backs  and 
gwned  a  safe  distance  as  quickly  as  possible. 

*'  Now,  lads,"  shouted  Bait,  "  toad  for  an- 
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Other  peppering  in  the  front  f  and  already  the 
active  borderers  have  manned  the  upper  win- 
dows on  the  opposite  side  of  the  house. 

But  the  assailants  here,  startlecbby  the  sound 
of  fire-arms  and  the  rolling  smoke  which  they  see 
issuing  from  the  rear  of  the  house,  hang  back, 
and  will  not  obey  the  behests  of  their  leader,  who 
vainly  tries  to  cheer  them  on  to  the  attack.  In 
vain  does  Bradshawe  coax,  conjure,  and  threaten. 
His  followers  have  caught  sight  of  their  friends 
drawing  off  with  diminished  numbers  towards  the 
end  of  the  house.  They  see  the  gleaming  rifle- 
barrels  protruding  through  the  windows.  They 
cluster  together,  and  talk  eagerly  for  a  moment, 
unheeding  the  frantic  appeals  of  their  leader ; 
and  now,  with  less  hesitation  than  before,  they 
have  leaped  the  broken  barrier  of  the  gate,  and 
are  in  full  retreat  down  the  lane. 

^^  One  moment,  one  moment,  boys ;  it's  a  long 
shot,  but  we'll  let  them  have  a  good*by  as  they 
turn  off  into  the  pasture.    Ah,  I  feared  it  was 
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too  far  for  the  beat  rifle  among  ue,"  added  Bait, 
as  the  troopers,  apparently  untouched  by  the 
second  volley,  still  galloped  onward. 

*'  God's  weather  !  though,  but  that  ch^>  on 
the  roan  horse  has  got  it,  uncle,"  cried  1 
ungh,  the  next  moment,  as  he  saw  a  boreeman 
reel  in  the  saddle,  while  others  spurred  to  his 
mde,  and  upheld  the  wounded  man.  "  My  rifle 
against  a  shot-gun  that  that  chap  does  rot  cross 
the  brook." 

"  To  the  window  in  the  gable  then,  boys,  if 
you  would  see  the  Tory  fall,"  exclaimed  Bait,  ae 
the  flying  troopers  became  lost  to  their  view 
from  the  front  windows.  *'  Tonnenled  light- 
ning I  you've  lost  your  rifle.  Kit ;  they  are  all 
over  the  brook." 

"  No,  there's  a  black  horse  still  fording  it," 
cried  Lansingh,  eagerly.  "  It's  Bradsbawe's 
horse ;  I  know  it  from  the  dangling  girths  he 
drags  after  him.  He  has  gained  the  opposite 
bank ;  bis  horse  flounders  in  the  slippery  clay : 
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no,  he  turns  and  waves  his  hand  at  something. 
He  sees  us ;  he  waves  it  in  scorn.  Oh  !  for  a 
rifle  that  would  bring  him  now/* 

And,  even  as  Lansingh  spd^e,  the  sharp  re- 
port of  a  riflei  followed  by  a  sudden  howl  of  pain 
and  defiance,  rung  out  on  the  still  morning 
air.  The  trooper  again  rises  in  his  saddle,  and 
shakes  his  clenched  fist  at  some  unseen  object 
in  the  bushes.  The  next  moment  he  disappears 
in  a  thicket  beyond ;  and  now,  again,  the  black 
horse  has  emerged  once  more  into  the  open 
fields;  but  he  scours  along  the  slope  beyond, 
bare-backed  and  masterless;  the  saddle  has 
turned,  and  left  the  wounded  rider  at  the  mercy 
of  that  unseen  foe ! 

Not  five  minutes  could  have  elapsed  before 
Bait  and  his  comrades  had  reached  the  spot 
where  Bradshawe  disappeared  from  their  view  ; 
but  the  dying  agonies  of  the  wounded  man 
were  already  over;  and,  brief  as  they  were, 
yet  horrible  must  have  been  the  exit  of  his 


felon  soul,  yhe  ground  for  yards  around  him 
was  torn  and  muddled  with  his  gore,  as  if  the 
death-struggles  of  a  bullock  had  been  enacted 
there.  His  nails  were  clutched  deep  into  the 
loamy  soil,  and  his  mouth  was  filled  with  the 
dust  which  he  had  literally  bitten  in  his  agooy. 
The  yeomen  gazed  with  stupid  wonder  upon 
the  distorted  frame  and  muscular  limbs — so 
hideously  convulsed  «hcn  the  strong  life  was 
leaving  them — and  one  of  thefn  stooped  to  raise 
and  examine  the  head,  as  if  still  doubtful  that 
it  was  the  terrible  Bradshawe  who  now  lay 
so  helpless  before  them.  But  the  crown  of  locks 
had  been  reft  from  the  gory  scuUj  and  the  face 
(as  is  known  to  he  the  case  with  a  scalped  head) 
had  slipped  down,  so  that  the  features  were  no 
longer  visible. 

The  next  moment  the  Oneida  emerged  from 
the  bushes  with  a  couple  of  barbarous  Indian 
trophies  at  his  belt ;  and  subsequent  examuia- 
tion  left  not  a  doubt  that  both  Bradshawe  and 
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the  other  wounded  trooper  had  been  despatched 
by  the  brave  but  demi-savage  Teoudetha. 

Such  were  the  essential  particulars  of  Brad- 
shawe^s  real  fate,  as  now  made  known  by  him 
who  beheld  his  fall. 

The  court  had  given  an  order  for  the  instant 
release  of  the  prisoner,  and  the  clerk  had  duly 
made  it  out  long  before  the  narrative  of  the 
worthy  woodsman  was  concluded ;  but  the  re- 
lation of  Bait  excited  a  deep  sensation  through- 
out that  crowded  chamber,  and  the  presiding 
judge  for  some  moments  found  it  impossible  to 
repress  the  uproarious  enthusiasm  with  which 
this  full  exculpation  of  the  prisoner  at  the  bar 
was  received  by  the  spectators.  Those  who 
were  nearest  to  the  prisoner — the  members  of 
the  bar  and  other  gentlemen — the  whole  jury 
in  a  body,  rose  from  their  seats  and  rushed  for- 
ward to  clasp  his  hand ;  and  it  was  only  Grey- 
slaer  himself  who  could  check  the  excitement 
of  the  multitude,  and  prevent  them  from  bear- 
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ing  him  oS'  in  triumph  upon  their  shoulders. 
His  voice,  however,  at  lost  stifled  the  tumuli, 
so  [hat  a  few  wonk  ^om  the  bench  could  be 
heard.  They  were  addressed,  Bot  to  the  pri- 
Boner,  but  to  Bait  himself. 

"And pray  tell  me,  my  worthy  fellow,"  said 
the  judge,  with  moistened  eyes,  "  why  you 
did  not,  when  ftvst  called  to  the  stand,  testify 
at  once  to  tlie  impoBsibility  of  this  Draclshane 
having  £dlen  by  the  hand  of  our  gallant  friend, 
for  whoBe  unmerited  sufferings  not  even  the 
rriumphant  joy  of  this  moment  can  fully  eoro- 
jiensate  ?  Why  did  you  not  arrest  these  most 
painful  proceedings  the  moment  it  was  in  your 
power  ?" 

"  And  y  ere  honour  don't  see  the  caper  on't 
raaly  ?  You  think  I  might  have  got  Major 
Max  out  of  this  muss  a  httle  sooner  by  speak- 
ing up  at  ouct,  eh?  Welt,  I'll  tell  ye  the  hull 
why  and  wherefore,  yere  honour;"  and  the 
worthy  woodsman,  laying  one  hrown  and  brawny 
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hand  upon  the  rail  before  him,  looked  round 
with  an  air  of  pardoniable  conceit  at  finding 
such  a  multitude  of  well-dressed  people  hanging 
upon  his  words,  cleared  his  throat  once  or  twice, 
and  thus  bespoke  himself: 

^  I  owned  a  hound  onct,  gentlemen,  as  slick 
a  dog  as  ever  you  see,  any  on  ye ;  for  the  like 
o'  that  brute  was  not  in  old  Tryon ;  and  one 
day,  when  hunting  among  the  rocky  ridges 
around  Konnedieyu,*  'or  Canada  Creek,  as 
some  call  it,  I  missed  the  critter  for  several 
hours.  I  looked  for  him  on  the  hathes  i^ve, 
and  I  clomb  down  into  the  black  chasm,  where 
the  waters  pitch,  and  leap,  and  fling  about  so 
sarcily,  and  sprangle  into  foam  agin  the  walls 
on  airy  side.  It  was*  foolish,  that's  a  fact,  to 
look  for  him  there ;  for  the  eddies  are  all  whirU 
pools ;  and  if,  by  chance,  he  had  got  inta  the 
stream,  why,  instead  of  being  whirled  about  and 
chucked  on  shore,  as  I  hoped  for,  the  poor  crit- 

*  New  Trentcfn  Falls. 
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ter  would  have  been  sucked  under,  smashed 
on  the  rocky  bottom,  and  dragged  off  like  all 
natur.  And  so  1  thought  when  1  got  near 
enough  for  my  eyes  to  look  fairly  into  tho»^ 
black  holes,  with  a  twist  of  foam  around  them, 
that  seemed  to  screw,  as  it  were,  right  down 
through  the  yaller  water  of  Konnedieyu. 

"  But  now  1  hears  a  whimper  in  the  bushes 
iibove  me.  I  looks  tip  to  the  top  of  the  preci- 
pice against  which  I'm  leaning,  and  there,  on 
a  ledge  of  rock  about  midway,  what  do  I  see 
but  the  head  of  the  very  hound  I  was  in  sarch 
of  peering  out  from  the  stunted  hemlocks  that 
grew  in  the  crevices.  To  holp  him  from  below 
was  impossible ;  so  I  went  round  and  got  to 
the  top  of  the  hathe.  The  dog  was  now  far 
helow  me,  and  it  was  a  putty  risky  business  to 
let  myself  down  the  face  of  the  cliff  to  the 
ledge  where  he  was.  The  critter  might  get  up 
to  me  full  as  easily  as  I  could  get  down  to 
him ;  for   here  and   there   were    little   sloping 
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zigzag  elects  of  rock  broad  enough  for  the 
footing  of  a  dog,  but  having  no  bushes  near 
by  which  a  man  could  steady  his  body  while 
balancing  along  the  face  of  the  cliff.  They 
leaned  over  each  other,  too,  with  breadth  enough 
for  a  dog  to  pass  between,  but  not  for  a  man  to 
stand  upright 

"  I  whistled  to  the  dog :  *  Why  in  all  thunder 
does  the  old  hound  not  come  up  when  I  call  ?' 
says  I  to  myself  says  1.     *  By  the  everlasting 
hokey,  if  he  hasn^t  got  one  foot  in  a  painter* 
trap,'  said  I  next  moment,  as  I  caught  sight  of 
the  leather  thong  by  which  some  Redskin  had 
fixed  the  darned  thing  to  the  rock.     I  ups  rifle 
at  onct,  and  hand  on  trigger  to  cut  the  string 
with  a  bullet     *  Stop,  old    Bait,  what  are  ye 
doing  ?   says  I  agin,   afore   I   let   fly.     ^  The 
dumb  brute,  to  be  sure,  will  be  free  if  you  clip 
that  string  at  onct,  as  you  know  you  can.     But 
the  teeth  of  the  trap  have  cut  into  his  flesh 

•  Panther. 
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already ;  will  you  run  the  chance  of  its  further 
mangling  him,  and  making  the  dog  of  no  vaJu 
to  any  one  by  letting  him  drag  that  cursed 
thing  after  him  when  he  get£  away  ?  No .' 
rayther  let  him  bang  on  there  a  few  moments 
as  he  is,  till  you  can  go  judgmatically  to  work 
to  free  him.'  With  that  I  let  the  suffering 
rritter  wait  until  1  had  cut  down  a  tree,  slanted 
it  from  the  top  of  the  cliff  to  the  ledge  where 
he  lay,  got  near  enough  to  handle  him,  un- 
coiled the  leather  thong  that  had  got  twisted 
round  him,  sprung  the  trap  from  his  bleeding 
limb,  and  helped  him  to  some  purpose. 

"  Now,  yere  honour,  think  ye  that,  if  I  had 
not  waited  patiently  till  all  this  snarl  about 
Miss  Alida  had  been  disentangled  afore  Major 
Max  got  free,  he  would  not  have  gone  away 
from  this  court  with  something  still  gripping 
about  his  heart,  as  I  may  say ;  something  to 
which  the  steel  teeth  of  that  painter  trap, 
hows'ever  closely  they  might  set,  were  marciful, 
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08  I  may  say?  Sarting!  sartiDg !  he  would. 
But  now  every  one  has  heard  here  all  that  man, 
woman,  and  child  can  say  agin  her.  And  here, 
in  open  court,  with  all  these  book-lamt  gentle- 
men, and  yere  honour  at  their  head,  to  sift  the 
business,  we^ve  gone  clean  to  the  bottom  of  ft, 
and  brought  out  her  good  name  without  a  spot 
upon  it.'' 

We  will  leave  the  reader  to  imagine  the 
effect  which  this  homely  but  not  ineloquent 
speech  of  the  noble-minded  woodsman  produced 
upon  the  court,  upon  the  spectators,  and  upon 
him  who  was  most  nearly  interested  in  what  the 
speaker  said. 

The  reader  must  imagine,  too,  the  emo- 
tions of  Atida  when  Max  and  she  next  aiet, 
and  Greyslaer  made  her  listen  to  the  de- 
tails of  the  trial  from  the  lips  of  his  de- 
liverer ;  while  Bait,  pausing  ever  and  anon  as 
he  came  to  some  particular  which  he  scarcely 
kfiew'how  to  put  in  proper  language  for  her  ears 


would  at  last  get  over  the  difficulty  by  flatly 
asserting  that  he  "  dtsremembered  exactly  what 
the  bloody  lawyer  said  jiet  at  this  part,  but  the 
major  coxild  tell  her  that  m  by-times." 

These  hy-times,  as  Bait  so  quaintly  called 
them,  Uiose  sweet  and  secret  interchanges  of 
heart  with  heart,  that  full  and  blessed  commu- 
nion of  prosperous  and  happy  love,  came  at  last 
for  Max  snd  Atidn. 

I'hey  were  wedded  in  the  autumn,  at  that  de- 
licious season  of  our  American  climate  when  a 
second  spring,  less  fresh,  less  joyous  than  that 
of  the  opening  year,  but  gentler,  softer,  and — 
though  the  herald  of  bleak  winter — less  change- 
able and  more  lasting,  comes  over  the  land; 
when  the  bluebird  comes  back  again  lo  carol 
from  the  cedar  top,  and  the  rabbit  from  the 
furze,  the  squirrel  upon  the  chestnut<bough, 
prank  it  away  as  merrily  as  when  the  year  was 
new  ;  when  the  doe  loiters  in  the  forest  walk  as 
the  warm   haze   hides  her   from   the    hunter's 
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view,  and  the  buck  admires  his  antlers  in  the 
glassy  lake  which  the  breeze  so  seldom  ripples ; 
when  Nature,  like  her  own  wild  creatures,  who 
conceal  themselves  in  dying,  covers  her  face 
with  a  mantle  so  glorious  that  we  heed  not  the 
parting  life  beneath  it.  They  were  wedded, 
then,  among  those  sober  but  balmy  hours,  when 
love  like  theirs  might  best  receive  its  full  re- 
ward. 

Thenceforward  the  current  of  their  days  was 
as  calm  as  it  had  hitherto  been  clouded ;  and 
both  Max  and  Alida,  in  realizing  the  bounteous 
mercies  which  brightened  their  after  lives,  as 
well  as  in  remembering  the  dark  trials  they  had 
passed  through;  the  fearful  discipline  of  the 
character  of  the  one,  the  brief  but  bitter  punish- 
ment of  a  single  lapse  from  virtue  in  the  other 
— that  Heaven-sent  punishment,  which  but 
heralded  a  crowning  mercy — both  remained 
henceforth  among  those  who  acknowledge 

**  ThSRB  LS  a  divinity  that  SHAPBB  our   BND!>, 

Rough  hbw  them  how  wb  will." 
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8ter  to  whom  Bait  had  entrusted  him,  and  who 
turned  out  to  be  a  secret  partisan  of  the  faction 
to  which  Bettys  belonged,  the  worthy  Joe  made 
his  escape  across  the  frontier.  He  lived  for 
some  years  afterward,  and,  after  committing 
manifold  murders  and  atrocities,  be  finally 
finished  his  career  upon  the  scaffold  at  the  close 
of  the  war.  The  striking  incidents  of  his  cap- 
ture are  told  elsewhere  with  sufficient  minute- 
ness.''^ Old  Wingear  was  attainted  as  a  traitor, 
and  died  of  mortification  from  the  loss  of  his 
property.  Syl  Stickney,  the  only  Tory,  we  be- 
lieve, yet  to  be  disposed  o^  attempted  once  or 
twice  to  desert  to  his  old  friends,  considering 
himself  bound  for  the  time  for  which  he  had  en- 
Usted,  though  both  Bradshawe^  his  leader,  and 
Valtmeyer^  who  had  enlisted  him,  were  dead. 
When  the  term  expired,  however,  he  did  not 
hesitate  to  join  the  Whigs,  with  whom  he  fought 
gallantly  till  the  close  of  the  war,  and  received  a 

*  See  Stone's  Life  of  Brant,  vol.  ii.  p.  21 2. 
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(•rant  of  land  iti  the  wcHtern  part  of  liie  state  for 
the  active  services  he  rendered  in  Sullivan's 
famous  campaign  against  the  IndiaD  to^^tis.  It 
was  doubtless  tins  Sylla  and  his  brother  Marius. 
who,  calling  each  a  settlement  after  themselves, 
set  the  example  of  giving  those  alisurJ  classic 
natnes  to  our  western  villagei:,  which  have  t 
such  an  air  of  ridicule  over  that  flourishiug  re- 
gion of  the  Slate  of  New  Vurk. 

It  remains  only  to  speak  of  the  affectionate- 
hearted  Bait,  whose  only  foible,  if  so  it  may  be 
vailed,  was,  that  he  never  could  abide  a  Redskin. 
His  DCphew,  Christian  Lansingh,  marrying  the 
gentle  Tavy  Wingear,  succeeded  to  the  public- 
house  of  her  father  after  the  attainder  of  the 
hypocritical  deacon  had  been  reversed  in  bis 
favour.  And  there,  by  the  inn  fireside,  long 
after  the  war  was  over,  old  Bait,  with  pipe  in 
mouth,  used  to  delight  to  fight  his  battles  over 
for  the  benefit  of  the  listening  traveller.  Ihc 
evening  of  his  days,  however,  was  spent  chiefly 
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at  the  Hawksnest  Greyslaer,  soon  after  his 
marriage,  had  embraced  the  tender  of  a  mission 
to  one  of  the  southern  courts  of  Europe,  with 
which  government  honoured  him.  The  health 
of  Alida  had  been  seriously  impaired  by  her 
mental  sufferings ;  and  though  unwilling  to  re- 
linquish the  active  part  he  had  hitherto  taken 
in  the  great  struggle  of  his  country,  Max  was 
glad  to  be  able  to  devote  himself  in  a  different 
way  to  her  interests,  where  Alida  would  have 
the  benefit  of  a  more  genial  clime.  But  in  the 
peaceful  years  that  followed  his  return,  many 
was  the  pleasant  hunt,  many  the  loitering  tour 
that  he  and  old  Bait  had  together  among  the 
romantic  hills  and  bright  trout-streams  to  the 
north  of  his  demesnes ;  and  many  the  token  of 
kindness  from  Alida  to  the  **  Spreading  Dew,"' 
which  Max  carried  with  him  on  these  excursions, 
when  the  rapid  disappearance  of  game  in  his 
own  level  country  induced  Teondetha  to  shift 
his  wigwam  to  these  mountain  solitudes. 
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Of  Guisbert,  or  Ouise,  as  the  "  Bms-bru/e,'' 
ur  half-hlood  child  was  generally  called,  we  have 
as  yet  been  enabled  to  gather  but  few  traditions ; 
but  we  may  perhaps  make  farther  attempts  to 
trace  his  fortunes,  and  possibly  hereafter  present 
the  reader  with  the  result  of  our  researches  in 
another  lale  of  i'lie  American  Border. 
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